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complete  in  1  vgl.  8™. 

COWPER  AND  THOMSON'S  PROSE 
AND  POETICAL  WORKS,  com|.Ieie  ir.  1 
lol,  8vo.,  including  two  hundred  ind  lilly  sfven 
I.ette»,  mndiundry  Poena  of  Cowper,  nciprlt- 
fi>Te  puliIUbed  in  thucountrvjandorTliuiiiMiii, 
a  new  and  intriEsiin^  Memmr  uiil  up»iir-<:<  ul 
twenty  new  poem*  fur  the  bit  timi'  pimlcii, 
(nun  hbi  own  MS.  taken  rmm  ■  late  cJitimi  ol 
tbe  AUline  Poeti,  now  publishing  in  Loiiduii. 

THE  POETICAL  WORKS  OF  COLE 
RIDGE.  KEATS,  Ac.  cumplctein  Ivol.  Kvu. 

GOLDSMITH'S  ANIMATED  NATURE, 
ill  4  luU.  6nj,  iUuitnted  witb  cdghtj-llve  cop- 
per plates. 
Thi*  i»  K  work  tbal  ahoulcl  be  in  the  Library  of 

\^a  in  the 


lento]  ai 


,e  English  language. 


delicale  seniua,  riquisite  Tecling,  fine  iiivpuLimi 

the  moatliannonioua  inelTe,  and  the  lui|i{iii.'^i  in: 

tion,  are  M  all  valueil." 

JOSEPIIDS'  (FLAVIDS)  WORKS,  il,. 
learned  anil  nulhenric  Jewiiih  hiriorian  iIti^J  r*'! 
ebntrd  warrior,  containing  twenty  looks  o I 
the  Jewish  anliqiutiea,  eevrn  books  ofiho  Joiv 
sh  war,  and  (he  life  of  Jowphus,  wntlrn  I,; 
hiniKlf,  Inuislaled  rromtbe  original  (iii'i'k.  or 
cording    ID   Haiercamp's  accurate  c^liiion;  to 

Either  with  ex|ilanalary  notri  and  otwenalionA 
mbellished  with  elegant  enjnUYings.  "By  ihi 
late  William  Whiston,   A.  M.,  IVom  the    iiu 
London  edilion,  complete  in  3  Tok  Bro. 
All  thoae  who  wish  to  noeWM  a  beautlfnl  nnr 
(nrrct  copy  of  this  invaluatle  work,  wotilil  iii>uil 
to  puichsM  tbis  edition.     It  is  fur  sale  Jit  nil  tlii 
principal   book    ctorea  in  tlie  United  ST.ilf",  b; 
country  merchant*  Ben*™"/  '"•  ^^  Souihtfii  nm 
Westetn  Slatei,  and  at  a  Tcry  low  price. 

MOORE'S  POETICAL  WORKS,  caaplM 
bItdLSn, 


SIR  WALTER  SCOTT'S  POETICAL 
WORKS,  complete  in  1  irol.  811). 

THE  WORKS  OF  LAURENCE  STERNE, 
in  I  vol.  8vo.  witb  a  Ufa  of  the  aothot,  wrillo) 
by  himaeir 

THE  POETICAL  WORKS  OF  ROGERS, 
CAMPBELL,  MONTGOMERY.  LAMB, 
AND  KIRK  WHITE,  compleUi  in  I  toI.  8n). 

HEMANS,  HEBER  AND  POLLOK'S  PO- 
ETICAL WORKS,  complete  in  1  red.  8n.. 


No  public  oT  prirate  Ljbrarj  which  doM  not  iTt> 
elude  the  principal  part  of  the  above,  can  be  deem- 
ed complete. 
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braled  British  Classics  and  Poets,  J.  Gniao  hiu 
in  view  to  facilitate  their  iMuisition  by  reducing 
them  to  B  compact  form,  ollering  them  at  a  low 


_..,...  all  reepects,  worthy  of  a  distinguished  ptiee 

in  every  public  and  private  Library. 
J.  Qri^g  will,  from  time  to  time,  continue  ta 

publish  works  on  the  same  cheap  and  elegant  plan. . 
The  above  books  can  be  had  in  complete  Kts  in 
uniform  atjle  of  tuniJing.  or  in  single  volume*, 
I  well  as  all  of  J.  Grigg'a  School,  Law,  Medi- 
:l,  and  Miscellanroua  PuMicslions,  from  the 
incipal  Booksellers  in  (he  United  Slates.— Or- 
■n  forwarded  bj  countiy  merchants  will  meet 

prompt  attention. 

SAYS  POLITICAL  ECONOMY.— A  Trea- 
tise on  Political  Economy,  or  the  Prodoction, 
Distribution,  and  Consumption  of  Wealth,  by 
Jean  Baptisle  Say.  Fifth  American  edition, 
with  Additional  Notes,  by  C.  C.  Biddle,  Esq., 
9vo1i.inl,8vo. 
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GBIGG  &  ELLIOT, 

NO.  9,  NORTH  FOUBTH  STREET, 
Have  putUthed  the  JbUoieing  valuable  Law  Sookt. 


PLACKBTONiTB  COMMENTARIES,  by 
Chitathn,  AiehbnU  A  Cbiitj,  2  ^alt.  Sto. 

CHITTY  OH  CONTRACTS,  »  nm  .nd 
pcMlinl  TiMttM  on  tbo  I^w  of  Contncu, 
not  naderSwl,  and  upon  the  luual  Dcfi'ncci  h> 
MdoM  thergan;  with  '    - 


FONBLANaUE'S  CELEBRATED  TREA- 
TISE ON   EftVITY,  >  new  Hiition,  nith 
CMnhnlk  MUkkM,  bj  A.  Latunu,  E*q.,  in 
'      SrakSTO. 

TOLLER  ON  THE  LAW  OF  EXECU- 
TORS AND  ADMINISTRATORS,  with 
Bota  and  r**™""  to  AfoerKtin  nutliariiiei, 
b;  Ed.  D.  Ingm^MD,  Ewj.,  in  1  vol  Sni. 
Th»  mbim  week  i*  sot  onl^  Rbvlmrlir  nM««- 

Mf7  fa  m«7  gMJMatJt  of  the  Bu,  I "'  ~" 

iiand  a  my  nlotbla  gahit  to  arery 

whs  ti  left  HI  axacolot  ar  Bdiniiiiitnla.     _    ... 

tloM  BotM  added  to  thk  olHioii  bj  Ute  Ameiicui 

idil«,  m^r  It  VBTj  nlosbte. 

RUSSEL'S  REPORTS  OF  CASES  i 

^fa  Cooit  of  Chinccrr,  during  ttus  li 
LctilChuKdlDr  Eldim.     1  vol.  Svo. 


I  iiiiiliiiiain  the  Englkh  Chkneen  Repmla, 
lulea  which  nmh  (hm  tbeae  vNin  will  be  ulopt- 
•imI  oooMmHIj  appttML  AH  the  caiee  of  genriml 

jioituKC^  and  wUch  decide  prindpk*  of  geneiml 
upUcitiiHi,  will  be  IneBrteJ  entira.  Abetnctt  of 
tba  omitled  mee  will  be  made,  and  a  nfeieDce  Ut 
'''t  pegei  of  the  omitted  worke  from  wtiich  the 

■ee  an  taken,  will  be  carafullf  made. 

The  RrpcMa  with  which  b«in  the  eniea  of  Con- 
denaed  Englieh  Chanoei;  Hepwte,  are  thoec  of 
Sbtrt.  <Slmm«  and  Stvorl,  oommeDdng  in  1B3I, 
■Tid  conlaiiiins  in  two  lolamei  tbe  nan  dfcided 
'     the  Tu^ChaneeDor'a  CoOit  tnm  that  period  to 


fUbaabeeDjodkioalr  edited,  indi^awork  thai 

IMi  nwoh  wanted.     It  wu,  indeed, 

IB  lb*  ebcnlatioo  ia  tU 
b  Law,  (the  beet  oode 
a(lN,Jaithud- — 


■}  of  Engl  lib  Eqi 
'otld  of  ethical  wi 
tralr  applied)  for  who  oouUi  bur 
[to  wade  tr "^  -...■.-..-..._!■ 


le  tlirougb  all  the  volumi- 
MM  PMM  of  Bufiah  Cliannry  Drcirione,  when 

MataTaftlM ■—' '       ■ 

vUiwr 


if  ieciunberwuDe  and  uhIob 


Tto  ■iBlliMiB  at  the  Bench  and  Bu  of  il 
. '  VriM  AhM,  bail  kof  anit  jnnllT  compluned  I 
*  ifci  ■nwbw  ami  miwiai  iflur  I  ii  >i  ■nilpniiiiii 
MTtfltebamjooal  of  Englieh  ChaiKcrf  Be- 
■om.  The  pvaBtia  an  eSbnio  reduce  the  Dutn- 
McfidiHe,  ■■dtokseenlheeTpcnaeof  thoae 


OBtMWta,  orlothe  eiiatinE>t 


iftblnlntbelTdtadBtBie*.    ( 

rfjutCahr  IBMIB  and  custnnK 
.  lifaMMe  to  ndae  if  fmctico  liwuJini 


indnded  in  ttw  fliit  iolame  of  Con 
Chancery  Rapofta. 

The  seeond  vohnue  eootaim  the  nporta  ofMr. 

juonH  ill  the  Viee  CbanceUor'a  Coort  in  twoT<4- 

we.  Tlioa  completing  the  etriee  of  theie  reporta 
to  the  litMt  pabhehed  repoita  of  caaea  dedded  bv 
"^e  Vice  Chuwellar  and  teoctred  in  tbe  United 

titea. 

The  thbdTotaaeoontalnatbeBecend,  thinland 
(aanh  votnmaa  of  Mr.  Ruaeel'a  Reporti  oT  Caaee 
Decided  in  the  Bjcb  Conrt  of  Chanceir,  contain- 
instbedoMlowiiawn  tolSSS-  The  bit  Totnma 
of  Mr,  RoHd'i  RepotU  baa  alnad;  been  poblkb- 
pd  in  tbia  conMn;  and  tbava  la  Innrted  in  tbe  to- 
itx  lo  lb*  thfad  Coodeoead  Cbanoery  Repoita,  A 
aynopaii  of  all  tba  matter  ooolaiDed  in  tbenntvol* 
□me  of  Mr.  Roaed'a  Bapotta,  with  lebnncee  to 
the  page*  of  thai  IchlDe. 
The  aulMtqnMit  wlnnMo  ofthia  wnii  wiQ  eon- 


Chin 


died  heiti,  hH 


Elnjjtand. 

The  priee  to  tolwaiben  win  be  S5  00  per  toI- 
nine,  faandMHDdy  bowtdiacal^  to  iion«ufaaciiben 
85  SO  p(C*ahuM. 

Thla  wMk  b  hrid  b  the  h^Ntf  MUmadon  by 
all  the  ifiatingiMwd  oTthe  AaMcieaa  Bar,  and  no 
Law  Lilini7  sen  be  oooddaml  eomplels  without 


PUBUSHED  BY  J.  GRIOa, 

NO.  %  KORTH  lODRTQ  BTBEBT,  FHIULDELPHIA, 

And  Jbr  •ale  6y  the  principal  Bookaelien  in  the  United  Statet, 


THE    PHARMACOPCEIA   of  the    United 
States,  revised  edition,  by  authority  of  the  Na- 
tional Medical  Convention^  which  met  in  Waah- 
ington,  in  January,  1830,  in  1  vol.  8vo. 
All  persons  orrlering  tliis  work  will  pkasa  say 

"the  Philadelphia  edition  of  1831." 

VELPEAIPS  ELEMENTARY  TREA- 
TISE ON  THE  ART  OF  MIDWIFERY, 
or  the  principles  of  Tokology,  and  Embryokwy, 
in  1  vol.  8vo.  Translated  »om  the  French,  by 
Charka  D.  Meigrs,  M.  D.  &c 

This  is  a  new  work,  and  is  said  to  be  a  very 
valuable  one,  by  many  who  are  eminently  qualified 
to  judj^e. 

COOPER'S  FIRST  LINES  OF  THE 
PRACTICE  OP  SURGERY:  designed  as 
an  introduction  for  students,  and  a  concise  book 
of  reference  for  practitionen.  By  Samuel  Coop- 
er, M.  D.  With  Notes  by  Alexander  H.  Ste- 
vens, M.  D.,  and  additional  Notes  and  an  Ap- 
Bendix,  by  Dr.  S.  M'Cldlan.  Third  American, 
nom  the  last  London  edition,  revised  and  cor- 
rected. With  several  new  phOes  and  wood  cuts, 
in  2  vols.  8vo. 

This  work  is  highly  esteemed  by  all  the  distin- 
guished o(  the  medical  profession ;  and,  in  many 
of  our  Medical  Schools,  is  used  as  a  Text  Book. 

EBERLE'S  PRACTICE  OF  MEDICINE. 
A  Treatise  on  the  Theory  and  Practice  of  Me- 
dicine, in  3  vols.  8vo.  By  John  Eberle,  M.  D. 
Professor  of  Materia  Medica  and  Obstetrics  in 
the  Jefferson  Medical  College,  Philadelphia. 

This  b  one  of  the  most  valuable  works  on  the 
Practice  of  Medicine,  that  has  ever  issued  from 
the  Amefican  Press. 

A  TREATISE  ON  THE  MATERIA  ME- 
DICA  AND  THERAPEUTICS,  in  2  vols. 
Third  edition,  improved  and  greatly  enlarged. 
By  John  Eberie,  M  D.  Professor  of  Materia 
Medica  and  Obstetrics  in  the  Jefferson  Medical 
College;  Member  of  the  American  Philosophi- 
cal Society,  Corresponding  Member  of  the  Me- 
dico-Chirurgical  Society,  dec 

A  TREATISE  ON  THE  ANATOMY. 
PHYSIOLOGY,  AND  DISEASES  OF 
THE  BONES  AND  JOINTS,  in  i  vol.  8vo. 
By  S.D.  Gross,  M.D. 

MANUAL  OP  GENERAL  ANATOMY: 
containing  a  concise  description  of  the  Elkunen- 
tary  Tissues  of  the  Human  Body.  From  the 
French  of  A.  L.  Bayle  and  H.  HoUaxd.  By 
8.  D.  Gross,  M.  D. 

MANUAL  OF  THE  ELEMENTS  OF 
OPERATIVE  SURGERY :  arran^  so  as 
to  afibid  a  eondse  and  accurate  deacnption  of 
thepnwot  gtateoftbeSdenoeinParis.  From 
itm  Fnoch  of  A.  Tavenuer,  Doctor  of 


dne  of  the  Faculty  of  Paris ;  lale  Surgeon  V9 
the  3d  Regiment  of  Artillery,  &c.  &c.  By  8. 
D.  Gross,  M.  D. 

MANUAL  OF  PRACTICAL  OBSTET- 
RICS: arranged  so  as  to  afford  a  concise  and 
accurate  descnption  of  the  Management  of  Pre- 
ternatural Labours ;  precetled  by  an  account  of 
the  Mechanism  o\  Natural  Labour.  From  the 
French  of  Julius  Hutin,  Doctor  of  Medicine  of 
the  Faculty  of  Paris,  Professor  of  Obstetrics, 
and  of  the  Diseases  of  Women  and  Children, 
&c.  &c.  &c.    By  S.  D.  Gross,  M.  D. 

ELEMENTS  OF  CHEMISTRY:  including 
the  recent  discoveries  and  doctrines  of  the  Sci- 
ence. Bv  Eilward  Turner,  M.  D.  Professor  in 
the  London  University ;  F.  R.  S.  E.  &c.  Ac. — 
With  im()ortant  corrections  and  additions,  by 
Franklin  Bache,  M.  D.  Professor  of  Chemistry 
in  the  Franklin  Institute. 

HUFELAND  ON  SCROFULOUS  DIS- 
EASES, 1  vol.  12mo. 

BICHAT  ON  PATHOLOGY,  in  1  vol.  8vo. 

RUSH  ON  THE  MIND,  new  fine  edition,  1 

vol.  8vo. 

This  work  is  valuable  and  highly  interesting  for 
intelligent  readers  of  every  profoasion  ;  it  is  replete 
with  curious  and  acute  remarks,  lx>th  medical  and 
metaphysical,  and  deserves  particular  praise  fur  the 
terseness  of  its  diction. 


SCHOOL  BOOKS. 

Torrey's  First  Book  for  Children. 

Spelling  Book,  or  Second  for  Children. 

Pleasing  Companion. 

Moral  Instructor. 

Smiley's  Arithmetical  Tables. 

Arithmetic  in  Dollars  and  Cents. 

Key  to  ditto,  for  Teachers. 

Geography  and  Atlas,  improved. 

Grimshaw's  History  of  the  United  Sutes. 

History  of  England. 

History  of  Greece. 

History  of  Rome,  with  Gtuestioni  and 

Keys  to  each. 

Ladies'  Lexicon. 

CoDverBations  on  Chemistry. 

on  Natural  Philosophy. 

Grigg*s  American  School  Atlas. 

Wuker's  Dictionaries. 

Murray's  Exereises  and  Key,  12mo  editioiL 

Horace  DelphinL 

YirsQ  Delphini. 

Clip's  Csaar  DelphinL 

Hutchinson's  Zenophon,  with  Notes  and  a  Latin 

translation  under  the  Greek  in  each  page, 
lii^of  Qoieral  Marion. 

of  Goienl  Wuhington,  &a,  &c. 


PtTBLISHED  BY  J.  GRIGQ,  PHILADELPHIA, 
■^nd/or  tale  by  the  Bookselkn,  generally,  in  the  United  States. 


THE  AMERICAN  CHESTERFIELD,  or 
Way  to  Wealth,  Honour,  Rnd  Distinction. 
"  We  mort  eoidially  recommend  Ihn  Aoierieam 
Charierfield  In  {rrncral  utUmlion;  but  to  youti- 
pFTionii  lunicuUrlj,  u  one  of  llic  best  worlui  ol' 
Ihfl  kind  that  hu  ever  been  riulilisliRl  in  thu 
country.  It  can  not  be  too  higlily  ajipnctated, 
nor  ibi  penual  be  unproduclirc  ctf  Milufaction  uul 


BIQLAND'S   NATURAL   HISTORY  OF 

ANLMAL8,  12  cuUiuml  platea. 
BIGLAND'S  NATURAL  HISTORY  OP 
BIRDS,  n  coiouretl  plate*. 

PERSIA,  A  DESCRIPTION  OF.    By  Sho- 

bfTl.wilh  13  roInurcJ  plates. 

Three  worlia  are  got  up  in  a  very  supprior  rtyle, 
«ni!  well  dcfprve  nn  iiilrudurli.in  to  Ihp  ilielves  of 

and  paiticutarly  ailapled  \a  the  juvenile  claim  oT 

EENNET'S  (Rev.  John,)  LETTERS  TO  A 
YOUNG  LADY,  on  a  variely  .if  BUhjecl.  eal- 
calaled  lo  imiimve  <he  heart,  to  Turm  Ihe  inan- 
neri.  and  eidi<Thlrii  the  iiiidPrHtaiiding.  "  That 
ir  Dauehtera  may  bu  aa  jioliahed  corner*  of  lh( 


T.m, 

Much  oTtlie  happinou  or< 

on  the  pmpcr  - ■■ *■  * 

CARPENTER'S  NEW  GUIDE.  Bein([  ■ 
compfeto  Book  of  LiiiLi  (or  Carpentry,  Join- 
ery, &c,  in  1  vol.  4lo, 

The  Theory  and  Practice  well  explained,  and 
iiillv  eirm|i1ifird  on  eifrhty-Iour  copprr  plalo,  in- 
duding  some  obacrvationH,  &c,  on  (lie  Strength  of 
Timber,  by  Peter  Nit'hcriion.  Truth  eililion.  Thia 
iovalaabia  work  ■uperacilrJ.  on  iu  first  appear- 
ance, all  exlHlinir  wnrka  on  the  sulject,  and  (till 
Maine  itii  original  crlehrily. 

HIND'S    VETERINARY   SURGEON,   or 

Farriery  InUi^hl  on  s  nrir  and  easy  plan,  being 

•  Tn-aliac  on  nil  Ibc  diacaKa  and  accidcnla  b> 

wluch  the  Horae  ia  lialilo.    With  ronaiderablc 

■dditiona  anil  im[imvenK>nts,  adapted  lorlicDlar- 

Vf  to  Ihii  rouiilry,  by  Thomai  M.  Smith,  Veto- 

nnir]r  Surwon,  and   meinbcr  of  the  London 

Vtilerioary  Medical  Society,  in  1  vol.  12ir.o. 

The  puhliaher  has  received  nuiarroua  llittrring 

iietkei  of  Ck  great  practical  value  of  this  work. 

The  dint  inguiHbcd  cditorof  the  Anwrican  Fanner, 

qieakingi  of  the  work,  olwrvn—"  We  can  not 

loo  highly  recomnwnd  this  hook,  and  Ihererore  ad- 


n  it." 


MALTE-BRUN'S  NEW  AND  ELEGANT 
4ta  ATLAS,  eihilnting  the  Five  Great  Divi- 
■ona  of  the  Gli^,  Europe,  Aaii,  Afiio,  Atoe- 
lica,  and  Oceanica,  with  their  nreral  Empbea, 
Ein^dona,  Slates,  Tenibxia*,  and  other  Sub- 
iBvMMni,  eorrccted  tc  the  pneent  time;  and 
n<ntm<n<\^  tbrtyMafm,  dnwn  and  ciqiwrail  pw- 


The  Atlas  is  particularly  adapted  for  Colieif™, 
Academics,  Srhooia,  and  PrivaU:  ramiiies.  There 
ia  no  work  that  ever  was  published  in  this  rmintry 
which  has  received  more  nunieroui  and  fiatleiing 

NEW  SONG  BOOK.— GrigE'a  Southern  and 
Wmrm  Son^r:  be  inn  a  Choice  Coiieclion 
of  ihe  Most  Fuhionalilc  Songa,  many  of  which 
are  Original,  in  I  vd.  ISiiio. 
Great  care  waa  taken  in  the  seleclian  lo  admit 

no  Sona  thai  contained,  in  the  alighlest  degree, 

any  im&licate  or  inipmper  alluaioni.     The  im- 

moftal  Shakspeare  oMerves'- 


SENECA'S  MORALS.— By  way  of  abstrart 
to  which,  ia  aililed  a  Diorourte,  under  Ihe  title 
ofan  Allei-Thoughl,  by  Sir  Roger  L'Eslnuigc, 
Knl.,  a  new  fine  edition,  in  I  vol.  IlSmo. 

CONVERSATIONS  ON  NATURAL  PHI- 
LOSOPHY,  in  which  the  Etemenls  of  that 
Science  are  familiarly  ex[>lBme.i.  llluatralEd 
with  platrii.  Bv  the  uulhiir  of  "  Convi-rutinns 
on  Chemistry,'' &e.     With  eon^derabk:  addi- 

.  the  body  of 
the  work,  rvniters  Ihis  eitilion  very  valuable;  and 
~"  ~'ho  understand  the  subjn:!,  consider  it  supe- 

CONVERSATIONS  ON  CHEMISTRY,  in 
which  the  Elements  of  that  Science  are  familiar- 
Iv  ex^ained  and  illustrateil  by  Exprrimen[<  and 
EnipHvingH  on  wood.     From  the  last  London 
edition.     In  which  all  llu  late  Discoveries  and 
Improvement*  aw  brought  up  Iv  the  preavnt 
lime,  by  Dr.  Thomas  P.  Joneti. 
All  preceplnra  who  have  a  sincere  desire  to  im- 
iit  a  com.fl  knoorlrdi^of  this  imjiortanl  sricnce 
their  pujiils,  will  pji-ase  exnmine  the  present 
lition,  IS  lbs  eoneclion  of  all  thn  enurs  in  Iha 
body  of  Ihe  work  reoden  it  very  valuable. 
A  DICTIONARY  OF  SELECT  AND  PO- 
PULAR QUOTATIONS,  which  arc  in  daily 
use;   taken  from  the    Latin,  French,   Gn.«k, 
Spanish,  and  Italian  lanjfuagrs:  together  with 
a  copious  collection  of  La«-maiim»  and  Law- 
temM;  Iransijiled  into  English,  with  Illuatra- 
tions  historical  and  idiomatic.   Sixth  AmcricMi 
edition,  correclcd,  with  additions.     1  tol.  12n>o. 
In  preparing  this  Sixth  edition  for  Ihe  press, 
care  has  been  taken  to  giie  the  work  a  thorough 
revision,  lo  correct  BMne  cnors  which  had  beloi* 
tacaped  notice,  and  to  insert  many  additional  Q,uo- 
.-^ —    *    — -nuiima,  and  Law>terms. — In  Ihis 
m&  lo  UB  p 
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jnewofr  9t  Sbtmmtl  Sxfilot  eoleraqtr* 


Tbmm  is  no  writar  of  hit  tima  who  hu  been 

BHre  the  themo  of  panegyric  hj  hia  frianda,  and 

of  oenanre  by  hia  rniemiea,  than  Coleridge.  It  haa 

been  the  castom  of  the  fbrmer  to  iijva  him  hj 

estravagant  pniae,  and  of  the  ktter  to  poor  i^kh 

hb  head  much  onmerited  aboae.    Coleridge  haa 

ieft  undone  so  much  which  hia  talenta  and  genina 

woold  have  enabled  him  to  effect,  and  haa  done  on 

the  whole  so  little,  that  he  haa  given  hia  §beB  Kp- 

parent  jbimdalion  fiir  aome  of  their  ntiqieratiQn. 

Hb  natural  character,  howerer,  ia  indolent;  he  ia 

&r  more  ambitinna  of  excelling  in  convenation, 

and  of  ponring  out  hb  wild  phikMophical  theoriea 

.^  diaoouning  about 

Flx^d  Ikta,  fkca-will,  teakaowla^ia  abMlate^ 

tte  myateriea  of  Kant,  and  the  dreama  of  meta- 
pbyaieal  Tanity,  than  **in  building  the  lofty 
rhyme.**  Hia  poenu^  howsfer,  which  have  been 
laeently  collected,  form  aeveral  vofamiea ; — and  the 
beauty  of  aome  of  hiB  piecea  ao  amply  redeems 


diedplinarian  after  the  inane  practice  of  English 
grammar-school  modes,  but  was  ibnd  of  encour- 
aging genius,  even  in  the  lads  he  flagellated  moat 
unmercifully.  He  taught  with  assiduity,  and  di- 
rected the  taste  of  youth  to  the  beautiea  of  the 
better  dmsical  authors,  and  to  compariaons  of  one 
with  another.  **He  habituated  me,**  says  Cole- 
ridge,  **  to  compare  Lucretius,  Terence,  and  above 
all  the  chaste  poems  of  Catullus,  not  only  with  the 
Roman  poeta  of  the  so  called  silver  and  brasen 
ages,  but  with  even  those  of  the  Augustan  era; 
and,  on  grounda  of  plain  sense  and  universal  logic, 
to  see  and  assert  the  superiority  of  the  former,  in 
the  truth  and  nativeness  both  of  their  thoughta  and 
diction.  At  the  same  time  that  we  were  studying 
the  Greek  tragic  poets,  he  made  us  read  Shak- 
speare  and  Milton  as  Icssonji ;  and  they  were  the 
lessons  too  which  required  moat  time  and  trouble 
to  bring  up,  so  as  to  escape  his  censure.  I  learned 
from  him  that  poetry,  even  that  of  the  loftieat,  and 
seemingly  that  of  the  wildest  odes,  had  a  logic  of 
its  own,  as  severe  as  that  of  science,  and  more 
difficult;  because  more  subtle  and  complex,  and 
dependent  on  more  and  more  fugitive  causea.  In 
our  English  compositions  (at  least  for  the  last 
three  years  of  our  school  education)  he  showed  no 
mercy  to  phrase,  image,  or  metaphor,  unsupported 
by  a  sound  sense,  or  where  the  same  sense  might 
have  been  ccmveyed  with  equal  force  and  dignity 
in  plainer  words.  Lute,  harp,  and  lyre,  muse, 
muses,  and  inspirationa— Pegasus,  Parnassus  and 
Hippocrene,  were  all  an  abomination  to  him.  In 
fancy,  I  can  almost  hear  him  now  exclaiming^^ 
*  Harp!  harp!  lyre!  pen  and  ink,  boy,  you  mean ! 
muse,  boy,  muse!  your  nursc*s  daughter,  you 
mean !  Pierian  spring !  O  ay !  the  cloister  pump, 
I  suppose.*  **  In  his  **  Literary  Lifo,**  Coleridge 
haa  gone  into  the  conduct  of  his  master  at  great 
length ;  and,  compared  to  the  majority  of  peda- 
gogues who  ruled  in  grammar-schools  at  that  time, 
he  seems  to  have  been  a  singular  and  moat  honor- 
able exception  annrng  them.  He  sent  his  pupils  to 
the  university  excellent  Greek  and  Latin  scholars, 
with  some  knowledge  of  Hebrew,  and  a  consider- 
able insight  into  the  construction  and  beauties  of 
their  vernacular  language  and  its  moat  distin- 
guished writers — a  rare  addition  to  their  classical 
acquirements  in  such  foundations. 

It  was  owing  to  a  present  made  to  Coleridge  of 
Bowlea*  sonnets  by  a  school-fellow  (the  late  Dr. 
Middleton)  while  a  boy  of  17,  that  he  waa  drawn 
ba  WM  aoon  diaoofeied  |o  be  a  boy  of  tabo^  ee-jawBy^&am  theok)gical  controversy  and  wWd  mfft»/- 
filiiii  bvt  aeatfr    Aeeor^btg  to  hk  own  ateH^-Zplijcies  to  the  eharma  of  poetry.    Hft 

ti0mat0Kr,ae,Mer.j:jhwjer,wmtMM&f9nltbeae  mmeti  no  tost  than  fbcty  to«a 'm  «i«^ 


the  extravagance  a€  oChera,  that  there  can  be  but 
one  regret  reqtecting  him,  namely,  that  he  should 
have  preforred  the  shortlived  periahing  appbuae 
bestowed  upon  hb  conversation,  to  the  lasting 
renown  attending  aoooesaful  poetical  efforts.  Not 
but  that  Coleridge  may  lay  claim  to  the  praise  due 
to  a  successful  worship  of  the  muses;  for  as  long 
as  the  English  language  endurea,  hb  **  Genevieve** 
and  **  Ancient  Mariner**  will  be  read:  but  he  haa 
been  content  to  do  for  leas  than  hb  abilitiea  clearly 
demonstrate  him  able  to  effisct 

Samuel  Taylor  Coleridge  was  bom  at  Ottery 
Saint  Mary,  a  town  of  Devonahire,  in  1773.  Hb 
ftdier,  the  Rev.  John  Coleridge,  was  vicar  there, 
having  been  previously  a  schoolmaster  at  South 
Mohon.  He  b  aaid  to  have  been  a  person  of  con- 
siderable learning,  and  to  have  published  several 
essays  in  fugitive  puUicationa.  He  aasisted  Dr. 
Kennioot  in  coUating  hb  manuacripts  for  a  Hebrew 
biUe,  and,  among  other  things,  wrote  a  dissertation 
on  the  **  Aoyvc**  He  was  also  the  author  of  an 
excellent  Latin  grammar.  He  died  in  1782,  at  the 
age  of  sixty-two,  much  regretted,  leaving  a  con- 
siderable fiunily,  three  of  which,  if  ao  many,  are 
■n  who  now  survive;  and  of  theae  the  poet  b  the 
youngest. 

Coleridge  waa  educated  at  Christ's  Hospital- 
school,  London.  The  amallfiesa  of  hb  fiilher*s 
firing  and  brge  ftmily  rendjBred  the  atriotest 

At  thb  axceltent  aeminary 
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nyytf»s  in  order  to  make  presents  of  them  to  his 
friends ;  and  about  the  same  period  he  wrote  his 
Ode  to  ChatUrton,  **Nothingr  else,**  he  says, 
**  pleased  me ;  history  and  particular  facts  lost  all 
interest  in  my  mind.**  Poetry  had  become  in- 
sipid ;  all  his  ideas  were  directed  to  his  favorite 
theological  subjects  and  mysticisms,  imtil  Bowles* 
sonnets,  and  an  acquaintance  with  a  very  agreeable 
fiunily,  recalled  him  to  more  pleasant  paths,  com- 
bined with  perhaps  far  more  of  rational  pursuits. 

When  eighteen  years  of  age,  Coleridge  removed 
to  Jeaus  College,  Cambridge.  It  does  not  appear 
that  he  obtained  or  even  struggled  for  academic 
honors.  From  excess  of  animal  spirits,  he  was 
rather  a  noisy  youth,  whose  general  conduct  was 
better  than  that  of  many  of  his  fellow-collegians, 
and  as  good  as  most :  his  fellies  were  more  remark- 
able only  as  being  those  of  a  more  remarkable 
personage ;  and  if  he  could  be  accused  of  a  vice,  it 
must  be  sought  fer  in  the  little  attention  he  was 
inclined  to  pay  to  the  dictates  of  sobriety.  It  is 
known  that  he  assisted  a  friend  in  composing  an 
essay  on  English  poetry  while  at  that  University ; 
that  he  was  not  unmindful  of  the  muses  himself 
while  there ;  and  that  he  regretted  the  loss  of  the 
leisure  and  quiet  he  had  feund  within  its  precincts. 

In  the  month  of  November,  1793,  while  laboring 
onder  a  paroxysm  of  despair,  brought  on  by  the 
combined  effects  of  pecuniary  difficulties  and  love 
of  a  young  lady,  sister  of  a  school-fellow,  he  set 
off  fyt  London  with  a  party  of  collegians,  and 
passed  a  short  time  there  in  joyous  conviviality. 
On  his  return  to  Cambridge,  he  remained  but  a 
few  days,  and  then  abandoned  it  for  ever.  He 
again  directed  his  steps  towards  the  metropolis, 
and  there,  afler  indulging  somewhat  freely  in  the 
pleasures  of  the  bottle,  and  wandering  about  the 
Yarioos  streets  and  squares  in  a  state  of  mind 
nearly  approaching  to  frenzy,  he  finished  by  enlist- 
ing in  the  15th  dragoons,  under  the  name  of  Clnm- 
berbacht  Here  he  continued  some  time,  the 
wonder  of  his  comrades,  and  a  subject  of  mystery 
and  curiosity  to  his  officers.  While  engaged  in 
watching  a  sick  comrade,  which  he  did  night  and 
day,  he  is  said  to  have  got  involved  in  a  dispute 
with  the  regimental  surgeon ;  but  the  disciple  of 
Esculapius  had  no  chance  with  the  follower  of 
the  muses ;  he  was  astounded  and  put  to  flight  by 
the  profound  erudition  and  astonishing  eloquence 
of  his  antagonist  His  friends  at  length  found 
him  out,  and  procured  his  discharge. 

In  1794,  Coleridge  published  a  small  volume  of 
poems,  which  were  much  praised  by  the  critics  of 
the  time,  though  it  appears  they  abounded  in  ob- 
scurities and  epithets  too  common  with  young 
writers.  He  also  published,  in  the  same  year, 
while  residmg  at  Bristol,  *^  The  Fall  of  Robea- 
pierre,  an  Historic  Drama,**  which  displayed  oon- 
siderable  talent  It  wis  written  in  oonjmction 
*nSi&  Soaibeifs  and  wJmt  m  naurkaJbio  in  *h'« 


composition  is,  tliat  they  began  it  at  7  o*clock  one 
evening,  finished  it  the  next  day  by  12  o*clock 
noon,  and  the  day  afler,  it  was  printed  and  pub- 
Ushed.  The  language  is  vigorous,  and  the  speeches 
are  well  put  together  and  correctly  versified.— 
Coleridge  also,  in  the  winter  of  that  year,  delivered 
a  course  of  lectures  on  the  French  revolution,  at 
Bristol 

On  leaving  the  University,  Coleridge  was  fbll 
of  enthusiasm  in  the  cause  of  freedom,  and  occu- 
pied with  the  idea  of  the  regeneration  of  mankind. 
He  found  ardent  coadjutors  in  the  same  enthusi- 
astic undertaking  in  Robert  Lovell  and  Robert 
Southey,  the  present  courtly  laureate.  This  youth- 
ful triumvirate  proposed  schemes  for  regenerating 
the  world,  even  before  their  educations  were  com- 
pleted ;  and  dreamed  of  happy  lives  in  aboriginal 
forests,  republics  on  the  Mississippi,  and  a  newly- 
dreamed  philanthropy.  In  order  to  carry  their 
ideas  into  effect  they  began  operations  at  Bristol, 
and  were  received  with  considerable  applause  by 
several  inhabitimts  of  that  commercial  city,  which, 
however  remarkable  for  traffic,  has  been  frequently 
styled  the  Bceotia  of  the  west  of  England.  Here, 
in  1795,  Coleridge  published  two  pamphlets,  one 
called  **  Consciones  ad  Populum,  or  addresses  to 
the  people  ;**  the  other,  **  A  protest  against  certain 
bills  (then  pending)  for  suppressing  seditious 
meetings.** 

The  charm  of  the  political  regeneration  of  na- 
tions, though  thus  warped  for  a  moment,  vns  not 
broken.  Coleridge,  Lovell  and  Southey,  finding 
the  old  world  would  not  be  reformed  oiler  their 
mode,  determined  to  try  and  found  a  new  one,  in 
which  all  was  to  be  liberty  and  happiness.  The 
deep  woods  of  America  were  to  be  the  site  of  this 
new  golden  region.  There  all  the  evils  of  £2u- 
ropean  society  were  to  be  remedied,  property  was 
to  be  in  common,  and  every  man  a  legislator.  The 
name  of  **  Pantisocracy**  was  bestowed  upon  the 
favored  scheme,  while  yet  it  existed  only  in  imagi- 
nation.  Unborn  ages  of  human  happiness  present* 
ed  themselves  before  the  triad  of  philosophical 
founders  of  Utopian  empires,  while  they  were 
dreaming  of  human  perfectibility: — a  harmless 
dream  at  least,  and  an  aspiration  afler  better  things 
than  life*s  realities,  which  is  the  best  that  can  be 
said  for  it  In  the  midst  of  these  plans  of  vast 
import,  the  three  philosophers  fell  in  love  with 
throe  sisters  of  Bristol,  named  Fricker  (one  of 
them,  aflerwards  Mrs.  Lovell,  an  actress  of  the 
Bristol  theatre,  another  a  mantua-maker,  and  the 
third  kept  a  day-school),  and  all  their  visions  of 
immortal  fi'eedom  fkded  into  thin  air.  They  mar- 
ried, and  occupied  themselves  with  the  increase 
of  the  corrupt  race  of  the  old  world,  instead  of 
peopling  the  new.  Thus,  unhappily  for  America 
and  mankind,  failed  the  scheme  of  the  Pantisoc- 
meyt  on  which  at  one  time  so  much  of  human 
hmiiiieia  and  political  regeneration  was  by  its 
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Ibunden  believed  to  depend.  None  have  reriyed 
the  phin/inj  since ;  but  Colcridg€  has  lived  to 
sober  down  his  early  extravagant  views  of  political 
freedom  into  something  like  a  disavowal  of  having 
held  them ;  but  he  has  never  changed  into  a  fiw 
of  the  generous  princifdes  of  human  freedom, 
which  he  ever  espoused;  while  Southej  has  be- 
come the  enemy  of  political  and  religious  freedom, 
the  supporter  and  advocate  of  arbitrary  measures 
m  church  and  state,  and  the  vitnperator  of  all  who 
support  the  recorded  principles  of  bis  early  years. 

About  this  time,  and  with  the  sime  object, 
namely,  to  spread  the  prind}^  of  true  liberty, 
Coleridge  began  a  weekly  p^per  called  '*The 
Watchman,^  which  only  reached  its  ninth  num- 
ber, though  the  editor  set  out  on  his  travels  to  pro- 
cure subscribers  among  the  friends  of  the  doc- 
trines he  espoused,  and  visited  Birmingham, 
Manchester,  Derby,  Nottingham,  and  Sheffield, 
for  the  purpose.  '.The  &ilure  of  this  paper  was  a 
severe  mortificatioa  to  the  projector.  No  ground 
was  gained  on  the  score  of  liberty,  though  about 
the  same  time  his  self-love  was  flattered  by  the 
soeoess  of  a  volume  of  poems,  which  he  repub- 
liibed,  with  some  commnnirations  from  his  friends 
Lamb  and  Lloyd. 

Coleridge  married  Jffiss  Sarah  Fricker  in  the 
antamn  of  1795,  and  in  the  following  year  his 
eldest  son.  Hartley,  was  bom.  Two  more  sons, 
Berkley  and  Derwent,  were  the  fruits  of  this  union. 


bach  on  natural  history  and  physiok)gy,  and  thv 
lectures  of  Eichhom  on  the  New  Testament ;  and 
from  professor  Tychven  he  learned  the  Gothle 
granunar.  He  read  the  Minnesinger  and  tho 
verses  of  Hans  Sachs,  the  Nuremberg  cobbler,  but 
his  time  was  principaUy  devoted  to  literature  and 
I^osc^hy.  Attheendofhis*»BiographiaLiter- 
aria,''  Coleridge  has  published  some  letters,  which 
relate  to  his  sojourn  in  Germany.  He  sailed,  Sep> 
tember  IGth,  1798,  and  on  the  19th  landed  at  Ham- 
burgh.  It  was  on  the  30th  of  the  same  month 
that  he  says  he  was  introduced  to  the  brodier  oT 
the  great  poet  Klopstock,  to  professor  Ebeling,, 
and  ultimately  to  the  poet  himself  He  had  an 
impression  of  awe  on  his  spirits  when  he  set  out 
to  visit  the  German  Milton,  whose  humble  house 
stood  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile  from  the  city  gate* 
He  was  much  disappointed  in  the  countenance  of 
Klopstock,  which  was  inexpressive,  and  without 
peculiarity  m  any  of  the  features.  Klopstock  was 
lively  and  courteous;  talked  of  MiHon  and  Glover, 
and  preferred  the  verso  of  the  latter  to  the  former, 
— a  very  curious  mistake,  but  natural  enough  in  a 
foreigner.  He  spoke  with  indignation  of  tho  Eng. 
lish  translations  of  his  Messiah.  He  said  his  first 
ode  was  fifty  years  older  than  his  last,  and  hoped 
Coleridge  woM  revenge  him  on  Englishmen  by 
translating  the  Messiah. 

On  his  return  from  Germany,  Coleridge  went  to 
reside  at  Keswick,  in  Cumberland.  He  had  made 
a  great  addition  to  hu  stock  of  knowledge,  and  he 
seems  to  have  spared  no  pains  to  store  up  what 
was  cither  useful  or  speculative.  He  had  become 
master  of  most  of  the  early  German  writers,  or 
rather  of  the  state  of  early  German  literature.  He 
dived  deeply  into  the  mystical  stream  of  Teutonic 
philosophy.  There  the  predilections  of  his  earlier 
years  no  doubt  came  upon  him  in  aid  of  his 
researches  into  a  labyrinth  which  no  human  clue 
will  ever  unravel ;  or  which,  were  one  foimd  ca- 
pable of  so  doing,  would  reveal  a  mighty  nothing. 
Long,  he  says,  while  meditating  in  Ebigland,  had 
his  heart  been  with  Paul  and  John,  and  his  head 
with  Spinoza.  He  then  became  convinced  of  the 
doctrine  of  St  Paul,  and  from  an  anti-trinitarian 
became  a  believer  in  the  Trinity,  and  in  Chris- 
tianity as  commonly  received ;  or,  to  use  his  own 
word,  found  a  **  re-oonversion.**  Yet,  for  all  his 
arguments  on  the  subject,  ho  had  better  have 
retained  his  early  creed,  and  saved  the  time  wasted 
in  travelling  back  to  exactly  the  same  point  where 
he  set  out,  for  he  finds  that  faith  necessary  at  last 
which  he  had  been  taught,  in  his  church,  was 
necessary  at  his  first  outset  in  lifo.  His  arguments, 
ffo  and  eon,  not  being  of  use  to  any  of  the  com- 
munity, and  the  exclusive  property  of  their  owner, 
he  had  only  to  look  back  upon  his  laborious  trifling,  ' 
.lufwfe  at  Batiebarg,  and  then  went  to  Gottin-I  as  Grotius  did  upon  his  own  tm\s,w\ieii  ^coAv^nA 
fa.   Hp  thaw  ittended  ibe  hetaim  cfBbuam-jnpm  ium,     Meti^ynct  an  moal  xm^io^VaXAft 
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In  1797,  he  resided  at  Nether  Stowey,  a  village 
near  Bridgewater,  in  Somersetshire,  and  wrote 
there  in  the  spring,  at  the  desire  of  Sheridan,  a 
tragedy,  which  was,  in  1813,  brought  out  under 
the  title  of  ** Remorse:**  the  name  it  originally 
bote  was  Osorio.  There  were  some  circumstances 
in  this  business  that  led  to  a  suspicion  of  Sheridan's 
not  having  acted  with  any  great  regard  to  truth 
or  fceUng.  During  his  residence  here,  Coleridge 
was  in  the  habit  of  preaching  every  Sunday  at  the 
Unitarian  Chapel  in  Taunton,  and  was  greatly 
respected  by  iha  better  class  of  his  neighbors.  He 
enjoyed  the  friendship  of  Wordsworth,  who  lived 
at  Allfoxden,  about  two  miles  fiom  Stowey,  and 
was  occasJonally  visited  by  Charles  Lamb,  John 
Tlielwall,  and  other  congenial  spirits.  **The 
Brook,**  a  poem  that  he  planned  about  this  period, 
was  never  completed. 

Coleridge  had  married  before  he  possessed  the 
means  of  supporting  a  fimiily,  and  he  depended 
principally  for  subsistence,  at  Stowey,  upon  his 
literary  labors,  the  remuneration  for  which  could 
be  bat  scanty.  At  length,  in  1798,  the  kind  patron- 
age  of  the  late  Thomas  Wedgwood,  Esq.,  who 
granted  him  a  pension  of  1002.  a-year,  enabled 
him  to  plan  a  visit  to  Germany;  to  which  coontry 
be  pioeeeded  with  Wordsworth,  and  studied  the 
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thnifi;  aa  political  economiffai  say,  their  labon 
are  of  the  moat  **  unprodoctiTe  claaa**  in  the  oom- 
manitj  of  thinkers. 

The  next  step  of  our  poet  in  a  life  which  seems 
to  have  had  no  settled  object,  bat  to  have  been 
steered  compaaslcss  along,  was  to  undertake  the 
pditieal  and  literary  departments  of  the  Morning 
Fbst  newspaper,  and  in  the  duties  of  this  sitoation 
he  was  engaged  in  the  spring  of  1602.  No  man 
was  less  fitted  for  a  popular  writer ;  and,  in  com- 
moQ  with  his  early  connexions,  Coleridge  seems 
to  hare  had  no  fixed  political  principles  that  the 
public  could  understand,  though  he  perhaps  was 
able  to  reconcile  in  his  own  bosom  all  that  others 
might  imagine  contradictory,  and  no  doubt  he  did 
so  conscientiously.  His  style  and  manner  of 
writing,  the  learning  and  depth  of  his  disquisitions 
for  ever  came  into  play,  and  rendered  him  unin- 
telligible, or,  what  is  equally  fatal,  unreadable  to 
the  mass.  It  was  singular,  too,  that  he  discloaed 
in  his  biography  so  strongly  his  unsettled  political 
principles,  which  showed  that  he  had  not  studied 
politics  as  he  had  studied  poetry,  Kant,  and  the- 
ology. The  public  of  each  party  looks  upon  a 
political  writer  as  a  sort  of  champion  around  whom 
it  rallies,  and  feels  it  impossible  to  trust  the 
changeable  leader,  or  applaud  the  addresses  of  him 
who  b  inconsistent  or  wavering  in  principles :  it 
win  not  back  out  any  but  the  firm  unflinching 
partisan.  In  truth,  what  an  ill  compliment  do 
men  pay  to  their  own  judgment,  when  they  run 
ooonter  to,  and  shift  about  from  points  they  have 
declared  in  indelible  ink  are  founded  on  truth  and 
reason  irrefVitablc  and  eternal !  They  must  either 
have  been  superficial  smatterers  in  what  they  first 
promulgated,  and  have  appeared  prematurely  in 
print,  or  they  must  be  tinctured  with  something 
tike  the  hue  of  uncrimsoned  apostasy.  The  mem- 
bers of  what  is  called  the  **  Lake  School**  have 
been  more  or  less  strongly  marked  with  this  re- 
prehensible change  of  political  creed,  but  Coleridge 
the  least  of  them.  In  truth  he  got  nothing  by  any 
change  he  ventured  upon,  and,  what  b  more,  he 
expected  nothing ;  the  world  b  therefore  bound  to 
say  of  him  what  cannot  be  said  of  hb  firiends,  if  it 
be  true,  that  it  believes  most  cordially  in  hb  sin- 
cerity—and  that  hb  obliquity  in  politics  was 
cansed  by  hb  superficial  knowledge  of  them,  and 
hb  devotion  of  his  high  mental  powers  to  different 
questions.  Notwithstanding  this,  those  who  will 
not  make  a  candid  allowance  for  him,  have  ex- 
pressed wonder  how  the  author  of  the  **  Con$eione$ 
md  Populutn^  and  tlie  **  Watchman,**  the  fiiend 
of  fVecdom,  and  one  of  the  founders  of  the  Pantis- 
ocracy,  could  afterwards  regard  the  drivelling  and 
chicanery  of  the  pettifogging  minister,  Perceval, 
as  glorious  in  British  •political  history,  and  he 
himself  as  the  **best  and  wisest**  of  ministers! 
AJAoag^  Cobridlge  has  avowed  hb  beHef  that  he 
ig  nci  cmlcalMted  Armjfqpttkr  wnter,  lie  hii  en- 


deavored to  show  that  hb  own  writings  in  tba 
Morning  Post  were  greatly  influential  on  the  pub- 
lic mind.  Coleridge  himself  confesses  that  hb 
Morning  Post  essays,  though  written  in  defisnoe 
or  fbrtherance  of  the  measures  of  the  government, 
added  nothing  to  hb  fortune  or  reputation.  How 
should  they  be  efiective,  when  their  writer,  who 
not  long  before  addressed  the  people,  and  echoed 
firom  hb  compositions  the  principles  of  freedom 
and  the  rights  of  the  people,  now  wrote  with 
scorn  of  **  mob^cophants,'*  and  of  the  **  halfwitted 
vulgar?**  It  b  a  consolation  to  know  that  our 
author  himself  laments  the  waste  of  his  manhood 
and  intellect  in  thb  way.  What  might  he  noi 
have  given  to  the  world  that  b  enduring  and  ad- 
mirable, in  the  room  of  these  misplaced  poUtical 
lucubrations !  Who  that  has  read  1^  better  works 
will  not  subscribe  to  thb  truth  7 

Hb  translation  of  Schiller*8  Wallenstein  may  ba 
denominated  a  free  one,  and  b  finely  execiUed. 
It  is  impossible  to  give  in  the  English  language  a 
more  effective  idea  of  the  work  of  the  great  Gtr- 
man  dramatist  Thb  version  was  made  from  a 
copy  which  the  author  himself  afterwards  revised 
and  altered,  and  the  translator  subsequently  re- 
puUbhed  his  version  in  a  more  correct  form,  with 
the  additional  passages  and  alterations  of  Schiller. 
This  translation  will  long  remain  as  the  most 
effective  which  has  been  achieved  of  the  works 
of  the  German  dramatists  in  the  British  tongue. 

The  censure  which  has  been  cast  upon  our  poet 
for  not  writing  more  which  b  worthy  of  hb  repu- 
tation, has  been  met  by  hb  enumeration  of  what 
he  has  done  in  all  ways  and  times ;  and,  in  truth, 
he  has  written  a  vast  deal  which  has  passed  un- 
noticed, upon  fleeting  politics,  and  in  newspaper 
columns,  literary  as  well  as  poIiticaL  To  the 
world  these  last  go  for  nothing,  though  their  author 
calculates  the  thought  and  labor  they  cost  him  at 
full  value.  He  concedes  something,  however,  to 
thb  prevailing  idea  respecting  him,  when  he  says, 
'*On  my  own  account,  I  may  perhaps  have  had 
sufficient  reason  to  lament  my  deficiency  in  aelf^ 
control,  and  the  neglect  of  concentrating  my  pow. 
ers  to  the  realization  of  some  permanent  work.  But 
to  verse,  rather  than  to  prose,  if  to  either,  bekmga 
*  the  voice  of  mourning,*  for 

Keen  pangi  of  love  awakeninf  ai  a  babe 
Turbulent,  with  an  outcry  io  the  heart. 
And  ftora  aelfwiU'd  thst  tbunu'd  the  eye  of  hope. 
And  hope  that  tcaroe  could  know  itielf  fhnn  fear; 
Sense  of  past  youth,  and  manhood  come  in  vain, 
And  genius  given  and  knowledge  won  in  vain. 
And  all  which  I  had  cuU'd  in  wood-walks  wild, 
And  all  which  patient  toil  had  lear'd,  and  all 
Commttne  with  thee  had  opea'd  out— but  flowers 
Strew'd  on  my  corpw,  and  borne  upon  my  bier. 
In  the  same  coffin,  for  tlie  self-same  gravel 

8.  T.  C." 

In  another  part  of  hb  works,  Coleridge  says, 
speaking  of  what  in  poetry  he  had  written,  **  as  to 
myidf^  I  have  pabhsbed  so  little,  and  that  little 
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of  ao  filtk  importanoe,  u  to  maks  it  almoft  lodi- 
crou  to  meotkn  my  name  at  aU.**  It  ia  evident, 
Ibeiefcte,  that  a  amae  of  what  he  might  ha?e  done 
ftr  ftme,  and  of  the  Httle  he  haa  dooe,  ia  6h  by 
tfarpoet;  and  yet,  the  little  he  haa  pnidtioed  haa 
among  it  gema  of  the  pnreat  liiatre,  the  brilliancy 
of  wluch  time  will  not  deadoi  mtil  the  mureraal 
Toiee  of  nature  be  heard  no  longer,  and  poetry 
pariah  beneath  the  dell  kiad  of  lift*a  hadmeyed 


The  poem  of  « Chriotabol,'*  Coleridge  oaya,  waa 
flompoaed  in  eonaoqiionioo  of  an  agreement  with 
Mr.  Woffdawortib,  that  they  afaould  mntnaUy  pto- 
dnee  apeciaaena  of  poetry  which  ehonid  oontain 
*  the  power  of  ezeiting  the  ayiupelhy  of  the  reader, 
by  m  fbitfaifal  adherenoe  to  the  truth  of  nature,  and 
the  power  of  giring  the  interoot  of  novelty  by 
thamodi^ringooloraQf  imagimrtion.  The  andden 
charm,  whidi  aceidenia  of  light  and  ohade,  which 
moon-li^  or  am^aet  diffbaed  ofveraknown  and 
tonliarlandaeape,  appeared  to  lepieaent  the  prac- 
tioabifity  of  oombii^ng  both."  Farther  he  ob- 
aervea  on  thia  thoogfat,  **thBt  a  aeriea  of  poeme 
might  be  oompoeed  of  two  aorta.  In  the  one,  the 
«midwitif  and  agenta  were  to  be,  in  part  at  leaat, 
auperuatnral ;  and  the  eiedlenee  to  be  aimed  at 
WMto  oonnot  inthe  intereating  of  the  afiectiana 
by  the  dramatie  troth  of  aiieh  emotiana  aa  would 
natoimOy  aooompany  audi  aitnationa,  anpposing 
diem  real,  etc.  For  the  aecond  claia,  anbjecte 
were  to  be  choaen  from  ordinary  liie.**  Thoa,  it 
appeara,  originated  the  poeme  of  the  **  Ancient 
Mariner,**  and  •'Chriatabel,'*  by  Coleridge,  and 
tiie  **  Lyrical  BoDada**  of  Wordaworth. 

Perhapa  there  ia  no  Engliah  writer  liring  who 
mideratood  better  than  Coleridge  the  elementa  of 
poetry,  and  the  way  in  which  they  may  be  best 
eombined  to  produce  certain  impreaaiona.  His 
iiflin^tyy"*  of  the  merits  and  di£ferencea  in  atyle 
and  poetic  geniua,  between  the  earliest  and  latest 
writers  of  hu  country,  are  superior  to  those  which 
any  one  elae  haa  it  in  his  power  to  make ;  for,  in 
tnkh,  he  long  and  deeply  meditated  upon  them, 
and  DO  one  can  be  dissatisBcd  by  the  reaaona  he 
gifoa,  and  the  ezamplea  he  fhmishes,  to  bear  out 
hb  theoriea  and  opinions.  These  things  he  does 
aa  well  or  better  in  converaation  than  in  writing. 
Hia  oonTcraational  powera  are  indeed  unriyalled, 
and  it  ia  to  be  feared  that,  to  excel  in  theae,  he  haa 
Mcrificedwhat  are  more  durable;  and  that  he  has 
reaigned,  for  the  pleaaure  of  gratifying  an  attentiTe 
listening  circle,  and  pleaaing  thereby  hia  ael^love 
by  ita  applauae,  much  that  would  have  delighted 
the  world.  Hia  flow  of  words,  delivery,  and  va- 
riety of  information,  are  ao  great,  and  he  finda  it 
80  captivating  to  enchain  hia  anditora  to  the  car 

rf  liM  tw^Mwn^mnt  AJnqiwnr^  thai  h^  h—  — flgjfead 


It  ia  equally  creditable  to  the  taate  and  judgment 
of  Coleridge,  that  he  waa  one  of  the  firatto  point 
out,  with  temper  and  aound  reaaoning,  the  fidlacj 
of  a  great  portion  of  Wordaworth*s  poetic  theory, 
namely,  that  which  relatea  to  low  lifo.  Worda- 
worth contenda  that  a  proper  poetic  diction  ia  a 
language  taken  from  the  moutlM  of  men  in  gene- 
ral, in  their  natural  conversation  under  the  inflo- 
ence  of  natural  feelinga.  Coleridge  wiaely  aaserts, 
that  philoaophera  are  the  authors  of  the  best  parte 
of  language,  not  downa ;  and  that  Milton's  lan- 
guage ia  more  that  of  real  lifo  than  the  language 
of  a  cottager.  Tliia  subject  he  haa  moat  ably 
treated  in  chapter  17  of  hia  Bi§gnipkim  LiUfmria. 

Two  yeara  aiVer  he  had  abandoned  the  Morning 
Post,  he  set  off  for  Malta,  where  he  moat  unex- 
pectedly arrived  on  a  visit  to  his  friend  Dr.  Stodart* 
then  king's  advocate  in  that  ialand,  and'  waa  in* 
troduoed  by  him  to  the  Governor,  Sir  Alexander 
Ball,  who  i^ipointed  him  his  secretary.  He  re- 
mained in  the  ialand  fulfilling  the  dutiea  of  hia 
situation,  for  which  he  seems  to  have  been  bat 
indifferently  qualified,  a  very  abort  period.  One 
advantage,  however,  he  derived  firom  his  official 
employ :  that  of  the  penaion  granted  by  Govern- 
ment to  those  who  have  served  in  similar  aitua- 
tions.  On  his  way  home  he  visited  Italy;  entered 
Rome,  and  examined  its  host  of  andent  and  mod- 
em curiositieB,  and  added  firesh  matter  for  thought 
to  his  rapidly  accumulating  atore  of  ideaa.  Of 
this  visit  he  gives  several  aneodotea;  among  them 
one  respecting  the  home  of  Mooea  on  Michael 
Angelo's  celebrated  statue  of  that  lawgiver,  intend- 
ed to  elucidate  the  character  of  Frenchmen.  Cde- 
ridge  has  been  all  his  lifo  a  hater  of  France  and 
Frenchmen,  arising  from  his  belief  in  their  being 
completely  destitute  of  moral  or  poetical  fooling. 
A  Prussian,  who  waa  with  him  while  kdung  upon 
the  statue,  observed  that  a  Frenchman  waa  the  only 
animal,  **  in  the  human  ahape,  that  by  no  poasi- 
bility  can  lift  itself  up  to  religion  or  poetry."  A 
foolish  and  untrue  remark  on  the  countrymen  of 
Fenelon  and  Pascal,  of  MaariUon  and  ComeiUe. 
Just  then,  however,  two  French  officers  of  rank 
happened  to  enter  the  church,  and  the  Goth  firom 
the  Elbe  remarked  that,  the  first  things  they  would 
notice  would  be  the  "*  boms  and  beard**  (upon  which 
the  Prussian  and  Coleridge  had  just  been  rearing 
theories  and  quoting  history),  and  that  the  aaaod- 
ations  the  Frenchmen  would  connect  with  them 
**  would  be  those  of  a  he-goat  and  a  cuckdd.**  It 
happened  that  the  Prus-Goth  waa  right :  the  offi- 
cers did  pass  some  such  joke  upon  the  figure. 
Hence,  by  inference,  would  the  poet  have  his 
readers  deduce  the  character  of  a  people,  whoae 
literature,  acience,  and  dviliiation  are  perhaps 
only  not  the  very  first  in  the  world. 

Another  instance  of  his  fix«;d  and  abaurd  dialike 


ta  tUa  gratification  what  might  have  auflked  to 

eenforiipon  1dm  a  celebrity  atfaonmiNltaiM»aiara/of  everything  Firanch,  ocemred  dAiui^  Vbft  Qit- 

f^hB  eo99ied  Igr  m  gpint  Mkia  to  bu  awiL  /hWy  ofa  coone  of  Lectuet  okiTqc^^  iX  >^ 
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Sojal  Imtitution,  in  the  spring  of  1808 ;  in  one 
of  which  he  astonished  his  auditory  by  thanking 
his  Maker,  in  the  most  serious  manner,  for  so  or- 
dering events,  that  he  was  totally  ignorant  of  a 
■ingle  word  of  **  that  frightful  jargon,  the  French 
language  !**  And  yet,  notwithstanding  this  public 
avowal  of  his  entire  ignorance  of  the  language, 
Mr.  C.  is  said  to  have  been  in  the  habit,  while 
conversing  with  his  friends,  of  expressing  the  ut- 
most contempt  for  the  literature  cf  that  country ! 
Whelmed  in  the  wild  maies  of  metaphysics, 
and  for  ever  mingling  its  specnlatioins  with  all  he 
does  or  says,  Coleridge  has  of  late  produced  nothing 
equal  to  the  power  of  his  pen.  A  few  verses  in  an 
•wntml^  or  a  sonnet  in  a  magaiine,  are  the  utmost 
of  his  effivts.  He  resides  at  Hampstead,  in  the 
bouse  of  a  friend  having  a  good  garden,  where  be 
walks  for  hours  together  enwrapped  in  visions  of 
new  theories  of  theology,  or  upon  the  most  abstruse 
of  meditations.  He  goes  into  the  world  at  times,  to 
the  social  dinner-party,  where  he  gratifies  his  self 
love  by  pouring  out  the  stores  of  his  mind  in  con- 
versation to  admiring  listeners.  Were  he  not  apt 
to  be  too  profound,  he  would  make  an  excellent 
talker,  or  rather  un  grand  eauieur  for  a  second 
Madame  de  Si^ngnft,  if  such  an  accomfdisbed  fe- 
male  is  to  be  found  in  the  nineteenth  century, 
either  in  England  or  France.  The  fluency  of 
Coleridge's  language,  the  light  he  throws  upon 
his  subjects,  and  the  pleasure  he  feels  in  commu- 
nicating his  ideas,  and  his  knowledge,  innate  or 
acquired,  are  equally  remarkable  to  the  stranger. 
He  has  been  accused  of  indolence,  not  perhaps 
with  reason :  the  misdirection  of  his  distinguished 
talents  would  be  a  better  explanation  of  that  for 
which  he  has  been  blamable.  He  attempts  to 
justify  himself  on  the  score  of  quantity,  by  a8ser^ 
ing  that  some  of  his  best  things  were  published  in 
Mwipapers.    The  world  differs  with  him  npoa 


this  question,  and  always  will  do  so,  when  it  is 
recollected  what  he  has  had  the  power  to  effect* 
It  will  not  forgive  him  for  writing  upon  party,  and 
in  support  of  principles  that  even  how  are  pretty 
nearly  exploded,  **  what  was  meant  for  mankind.** 
Coleridge  mistook  his  walk  when  he  set  up  for  a 
politician,  and  it  is  to  be  feared  the  public  have  a 
great  deal  to  regret  on  account  of  it  He  will  not 
be  known  hereafler  by  his  Morning  Post  articles, 
but  by  his  verses.  Whatever  pains  his  political 
papers  may  have  cost  him,  and  from  his  own  ac 
count  they  were  laboriously  composed,  they  will 
avail  him  nothing  with  posterity.  The  verses  of 
Coleridge  give  him  his  claim  to  lasting  celebrity, 
and  it  is  in  vain  that  he  would  have  the  world 
think  otherwise.  He  says,  ^  Would  that  the  cri- 
tenon  of  a  scholar's  utility  were  the  number  and 
moral  value  of  the  truths  which  he  has  been  the 
means  of  throwing  into  the  general  circulation,  or 
the  number  and  value  of  the  minds  whom,  by  his 
conversation  or  letters,  he  has  excited  into  activity, 
and  supplied  with  the  germs  of  their  afler-growth ! 
A  distinguished  rank  might  not  indeed  then  be 
awarded  to  my  exertions,  but  I  should  dare  look 
fhrward  to  an  honorable  acquittaL" 

In  temper  and  disposition  Coleridge  is  kind  and 
amiable.    His  person  is  bulky  and  his  physiog. 


nomy  is  heavy,  but  his  eye  is  remarkably  fine ; 
and  neither  envy  nor  uncharitableness  have 
made  any  succesafol  impression  in  attacking  his 
moral  character.  His  fiimily  have  long  resided 
with  Mr.  Southey*s  in  the  north  of  England ;  the 
narrow  pecuniary  circumstances  of  our  poet  are 
assigned  as  the  reason.  It  is  ardently  desired 
by  all  lovers  of  the  Muses,  that  the  author  of  the 
** Ancient  Mariner,**  and  of  "Genevieve,"  may 
see  life  protracted  to  a  green  old  age,  and  yet 
produce  works  which  may  rival  those  of  his  de- 
parted years. 
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PREFACE. 


Covroanom  memblmg  diote  here  collected  are 
DoC  uAeqnently  oondemnad  tat  their  qaeniloiu 
EgofmnL  But  Egotism  it  to  be  eoodenmed  then  only 
when  it  ofiends  against  time  and  place,  as  in  a  His- 
tory or  an  Epic  Foem.  To  censure  it  in  a  Monody 
or  Sonnet  is  almost  as  afasmd  as  to  dislike  a  circle 
fiv  being  round.  Why  dm  write  Sonnets  or  Mono- 
dies f  Because  they  give  me  pleasure  when  perhaps 
nothing  else  could.  Ailer  the  more  violent  emotions 
of  Sonow,  the  mind  demands  amusement,  and  can 
find  it  in  emplosrment  alone :  but,  full  of  its  late  su^ 
fisnags,  it  can  endure  no  employment  not  in  some 
measure  connected  with  them.  Forcibly  to  turn 
away  our  attention  to  general  subjecti  is  a  painful 
and  most  oAen  an  unavailing  eflbrt 

BotO!  Iww  grsteAil  to  a  wounded  hssit 
Ths  tale  of  Minry  to  input' 
FftMB  othsn'  ofM  Ud  artlen  ■orrowi  flow, 
And  raiM  cilesB  apoo  lbs  bsM  of  Woe ! 


The  coomranicatiyeness  of  our  Nature  leads  us  to 
describe  our  own  sorrows ;  in  the  endeavor  to  de- 
scribe them,  intellectual  activity  is  exerted;  and 
fiom  intellectual  activity  there  results  a  pleasure, 
which  is  gradually  associated,  and  mingles  as  a  cor- 
rective, with  the  painful  sulgect  of  the  description. 
"True!"  (it  may  be  answered)  "but  how  are  the 
PcBUC  interested  in  your  sorrows  or  your  Descrip- 
tion ?**  We  are  finr  ever  attributing  personal  Unities 
to  imaginary  Aggregates.  What  is  the  Pubuc,  but  a 
term  for  a  number  of  scattered  individuals  7  of  whom 
as  many  will  be  interested  in  these  sorrows,  as  have 
experienced  the  same  or  similar. 

Holy  be  the  tejr  | 

WUeh  moornisg  loothee  the  mooroer  oo  Us  wiy. 

If  I  could  judge  of  others  by  m]^self,  I  diould  not 
hesitate  to  afiinn,  that  the  most  interesting  pa— gen 
are  those  in  which  the  Author  develops  his  own 
feelings  f  The  sweet  voice  of  Cona*  never  sounds 
■0  tweetly,  as  when  it  speaks  of  itself;  and  I  should 
ahnooc  suspect  that  man  of  an  unkmdly  heart,  who 
couU  read  the  opening  of  the  third  book  of  the  Fuap 
diM  Lost  without  peadiaremotioo.  ByaLawofoor 
IVatom,  bi^  who  labois  under  a  strong  MHog, 


impelled  to  seek  for  sympadiy ;  but  a  Poef  s  foelingi 
are  all  strong.  Quicyuid  amet  valde  (umaL  Akenside 
therefive  speaks  with  philosophical  accuracy  when 
he  classes  Love  and  Pbetry,  as  producing  the  samo 
^Oects: 

Love  sad  the  wish  of  Poete  whea  their  toDgne 
Would  toach  to  othera*  boaooM,  what  ao  charma 
Their  owOi 

Pletmrta  tf  tmagiuati§n. 

Hiere  is  one  species  of  Egotism  which  is  truly 
disgusting ;  not  that  which  leads  us  to  commimicate 
our  feelings  to  others  but  that  which  would  reduce 
the  feelings  of  others  to  an  identity  with  our  own. 
Hie  Atheirt,  who  exclaims  ** pshaw!"  when  he 
glances  his  eye  on  the  praises  of  Deity,  is  an  Egotist: 
an  old  man,  when  he  speaks  omtemptoously  of  Love- 
verses,  is  an  Egotist :  and  the  sleek  Favorites  of 
Fortune  are  Egotists,  when  they  condenm  all  **  mel- 
ancholy, discontented  '*  verses.  Surely,  it  would  be 
candid  not  merely  to  ask  whether  the  poem  pleases 
ourselves,  but  to  consider  whether  or  no  there  may 
not  be  others,  to  whom  it  is  well  calculated  to  give 
an  innocent  j^easure. 

I  shall  only  add,  that  each  of  my  readers  will,  I 
hope,  remember,  that  these  Poems  on  various  sub- 
jects, which  he  reads  at  one  time  and  under  the  in- 
fluence of  one  set  of  feelings,  were  written  at  differ- 
ent times  and  prompted  by  very  difierent  feelings ; 
and  therefore  that  the  supposed  inferiority  of  one 
Poem  to  another  may  sometimes  be  owing  to  the 
temper  of  mind  in  which  he  happens  to  peruse  it 


My  poems  have  been  rightly  charged  with  a  pro- 
fusion of  double-epithets,  and  a  general  turgidness. 
I  have  pruned  the  double-epilhets  with  no  sparing 
hand  ;  and  used  my  best  efforts  to  tame  the  fcwell 
and  glitter  both  of  thought  and  diction.*  This  latter 


/ 


•  Without  any  feeling  of  anfer.  I  may  yet  be  aDowed  to 
ezfweas  some  degree  of  larpriM,  that  after  baring  mn  the 
critical  gauntlet  for  a  certain  claaa  of  faults,  which  I  had,  vis. 
a  too  ornate  and  ehUwrately  poetic  dictioo,  and  nothing  hav- 
ing eooe  befbie  the  jodgmeot-aaat  of  the  Reriewen  during 
the  kmg  mterral,  1  Aould  fbr  at  Issst  aerenteeo  years,  quarter 
after  quarter,  have  been  placed  by  them  hi  the  forerooat  rank 
of  the  prMCTQjrf.  sad  audo  to  abide  the  brunt  of  aboM  and 
ridicale  Ibr  fknlta  dtawtly  oppoaiie,  via.  bald  and  v(<Maw  Vaa- 
fBsgs^  sad  SB  afbetad  shm^teUy  bofth  of  lasMM  aaii  naanm 
—AaMB  wUeh  aaoradlf  did  not  eatct  tato  tka  cYamctat  uS 
my  eompoMom.-ZMtr»w  W:  \'  &^*  TtikMAad ISVl. 
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Ikolt  howeTer  had  inainuated  itself  into  my  Raligioua 
MoBDga  with  auch  intricacy  of  union,  that  aoma- 
tbnaa  I  have  omitted  to  diaentangle  the  weed  from 
the  iSsar  of  anapping  the  flower.  A  third  and  heavier 
afrmw^V"  haa  been  brought  againat  ma,  that  of  ob- 
aourity;  but  not,  I  think,  with  equal  justice.  An 
AnthiMr  ia  obacuie,  when  his  conceptions  are  dim 
and  imperfect,  and  his  language  incorrect,  or  unap- 
,propriate,  or  involved.  A  poem  that  abounds  in 
alluaions,  lika  the  Bard  of  Gray,  or  one  that  imper* 
Bonatea  hi|^  and  ahatmct  traiha,  like  Odlins'a  Ode 
on  the  poetical  character,  claims  not  to  be  popular — 
but  dionld  be  acquitted  of  obacurity.  The  deficiency 
ia  in  the  Reader.  But  this  is  a  charge  which  every 
poet,  whose  imagination  is  warm  and  rapid,  must 
expect  from  his  contewyxrttriet.  MUton  did  not 
escape  it ;  and  it  was  adduced  with  virulence  against 
Gray  and  Collins.  We  now  hear  no  more  of  it  : 
not  that  their  poems  are  better  understood  at  jwesent, 
th^n  they  were  at  their  first  publication ;  but  their 
^mA  is  establnhed ;  and  a  critic  would  accuse  him- 
self of  frigidity  or  inattention,  who  should  profess 
Dirt  to  understand  them.  But  a  living  writer  ia  yet 
wAjudice  i  and  if  we  cannot  follow  his  ccmceptions 
or  enter  into  his  feelings,  it  is  more  consoling  to  our 
pride  to  consider  him  as  lost  beneath,  than  as  soaring 
above  us.  If  any  man  expect  from  my  poems  the 
same  Bttint—  of  style  which  he  admires  in  a  drink- 
jng-aong,  for  him  I  have  not  written.  IntdUgibiUa^ 
ttmiMkUactumodftn. 

I  expect  neither  profit  nor  general  fiime  by  my 
writinga  ;  and  I  consider  myself  as  having  been 
amply  repaid  without  either.  Poetiy  has  been  to  me 
In  own  **  exeaeding  great  reward : "  it  has  soothed 
mf  afiUetioai;  it  has  multiplied  and  refined  my  en- 
jqymaiita;  it  baa  endeared  solitude :  and  it  has  given 
DM  the  habit  of  wiahing  to  diacover  the  Good  and 
die  Baaniiiiil  in  all  that  meeta  and  aurrounds  me. 

&T.C. 


JUVENILE  POEMS. 


GENEVIEVE. 

Maid  of  ny  Love,  sweet  Genevieve ! 
In  beauty's  light  you  gBde  along : 
Tour  eye  is  like  the  star  of  eve. 
And  sweet  your  voice,  as  seraph's  song. 
Tet  not  your  heavenly  beauty  gives 
This  heart  with  passion  soft  to  glow : 
Within  your  soul  a  voice  there  lives ! 
It  bids  yon  hear  the  tale  of  woe. 
When  sinking  low  the  sufierer  wan 
Beholda  no  hand  outstreteh'd  to  save, 
Fair,  aa  the  bosom  of  the  swan 
Itet  risaa  graceful  o'er  the  wave, 
I've  aaan  your  breast  with  pity  heave. 
And  Aerrfon  love  I  you,  sweet  Genevieve ! 


SONNET. 

TO  TBI  AUTUMIUL  MOOII. 

Mild  Splaiidor  of  the  vnriooa-vealed  Nigln! 
Matb^ of  wnktty-woikiB^  vkkMm!  hmkt 
JJ^teh  AjrgUdii^f,  while  with  mOuy  Uffkt 
7^  mem^  mjrmgUinaen  ibiough  «  ttHtCf  Vttil; 


And  when  thou  bvest  thy  pale  orb  to  shroud 
Behind  the  gather'd  blackness  lost  on  high ; 
And  when  thou  dartest  from  the  wind-rent  cloud 
Thy  pladd  lightning  o'er  the  awaken'd  sky. 
Ah  anck  ia  Hope!  as  changeful  and  as  feir ! 
Now  dimly  peering  on  the  wistful  sight ; 
Now  hid  behind  the  dragon-wing'd  Despair : 
But  aoon  emerging  in  her  radiant  might. 
She  o'er  the  sorrow-clouded  breast  of  Care 
like  a  BMteor  kindling  in  its  ffi|^t. 


TIME.  REAL  AND  IMAGINARY. 

AN  ALUCGORT. 

On  the  wide  level  of  a  mountain's  head 
(I  knew  not  where,  but 't  was  some  feery  place) 
Their  pinions,  ostrich-like,  for  sails  outspread. 
Two  lovely  children  run  an  endless  race, 

A  sister  and  a  brother ! 

This  fiu*  outitript  the  other; 
Yet  ever  runs  she  with  reverted  face, 
And  looks  and  listens  for  the  boy  behind : 

For  he,  alas  !   is  blind  ! 
O'er  rough  and  smooth  with  even  step  he  passed, 
And  knows  not  whether  he  be  first  or  last 


MONODY  ON  THE  DEATH  OF 
CHATTERTON. 

0  WHAT  a  wonder  seems  the  fear  of  death, 
Seeing  how  gladly  we  all  sink  to  sleep. 
Babes,  Children,  Youths  and  Men, 

Night  following  night  for  threescore  years  and  ten ! 
But  doubly  strange,  where  life  ia  but  a  breath 
To  sigh  and  pant  with,  up  Want's  rugged  steep. 

Away,  Grim  Phantom !  Scorpion  King,  away ! 

Reaerve  thy  terrors  and  thy  stings  display 

For  coward  Wealth  and  Guilt  in  robes  of  state ! 

Lo !  by  the  grave  I  stand  of  one,  for  whom 

A  prodigal  Nature  and  a  niggard  Doom 

{Thai  all  beatowing,  (Ai«  withholding  all) 

Made  each  chance  knell  from  distant  spire  or  dome 

Sound  like  a  aeeking  Mother's  anxious  call, 

Return,  poor  Child !  Home,  weary  Truant,  home ! 

Thee,  Chatterton !  these  unbleat  stones  protect 
From  want,  and  the  bleak  freezings  of  neglect 
Too  long  before  the  vexing  Storm-blast  driven. 
Here  hast  thou  found  repose !  beneath  this  sod ! 
Thou !  O  vain  word !  Ikou  dwell'st  not  with  the  clod ! 
Amid  the  shining  Host  of  the  Forgiven 
Thou  at  the  throne  of  Mercy  and  thy  God 
The  triumph  of  redeeming  Love  dost  hymn 
(Believe  it,  O  my  soul  .*)  to  harps  of  Seraphim. 

Yet  oft,  perforce  (*tiB  suflfering  Nature's  call,) 

1  weep,  that  heaven-bom  Genius  so  shall  fell ; 
And  oin,  in  Fancjr'a  aaddest  hour,  my  soul 
Avwted  shudders  at  the  poison'd  bowl. 

Nofw  groana  my  sickening  heart,  as  stiQ  I  view 

Thy  oone  of  livid  hue ; 
Now  indigiminn>  cYindn  tHha  CsaVAa  lif^ 
Or  flaahiaa  thioof^  tba  tnax  tSkuiX  i^iutexiaVsLvaEA  v|«\ 
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»» 


la  ihii  tiM  kud  of  Mng-eniiobled  fine  f 

la  thia  tba  land,  where  Genhia  ne'er  in  Tain 

PDor^d  Ibrth  hia  lofty  atnin  f 
Ah  me !  yet  Spenaer,  gendeat  bard  divine. 
Beneath  chill  Diaappointnient'B  diade 
Hia  weary  limba  in  knely  angiuh  laid. 

And  o*er  her  darihig  dead 

Pity  hopeleai  hung  her  head, 
While  **  *imd  the  pelting  of  that  merrileM  atonn,' 
Sank  10  the  cold  earth  Ocway'a  ftnirii'd  Ibnn! 


SaUime  of  thooght,  and  confident  of  fiune. 
From  Talea  where  Avon  winda,  the  Minatrel* 

Li^it-heazted  yoadi!  ajre,  aa  he haatea along, 

He  medilatea  the  future  aoqg, 
How  daundeaa  iElla  fray'd  the  Dedan  fte ; 

And  while  the  numben  flowing  atrong 

In  eddiea  whirl,  in  auigea  throog, 
Eznhing  in  the  apirila'  genial  throe^ 
In  tidea  of  power  hia  life-blood  aeenH  to  flow. 

And  now  hia  cheeka  widi  deeper  ardoia  flame, 
Ifii  eyea  have  ghnioaa  meaninga,  that  dedara 
Mire  than  die  light  of  outward  day  diinea  there, 
A  holier  triumph  and  a  atemer  ann! 
Wmfi  grow  within  him;  and  he  aoaia  above 
Ot  &rd'a,  or  Minatrera  lay  of  war  or  love. 
Friend  to  the  frtendlem^  to  the  Suflerer  health, 
He  heaiB  the  widow'a  prayer,  die  good  man'a  praiae ; 
To  acenea  of  blim  tnaaamtea  hia  ftncied  weahh. 
And  young  and  old  ihaD  now  aee  happy  daya. 
On  many  a  waate  he  bida  trim  gardena  riae, 
Givea  the  Une  aky  to  many  a  priaoner'a  eyea ; 
And  DOW  in  wradi  he  graapa  the  patriot  ateel. 
And  her  own  iron  rod  he  makea  Oppreaaon  feeL 

Sweet  Flower  of  Hope !  fiee  Nature'^  genial  child! 
That  didat  ao  fair  dixloae  thy  eariy  bloon. 
Filling  the  wide  air  widi  a  rich  perfiune ! 
For  Atee  in  vain  all  heavenly  aapedi  amiled ; 
From  the  hard  vmild  brief  respite  couM  they  win^ 
TTie  float  nipp'd  Aarp  without,  the  canker  prey'd 

within! 
Ah !  where  are  fled  die  charaiB  of  vernal  Grace, 
And  Joy'a  wild  f^eama  diat  Ughtra'd  o'er  diy  &ce  f 
Tenth  of  tamaltaoaa  aoul,  and  haggard  eye ! 
Thy  vTHted  fimn,  thy  hnnied  atepa,  I  view, 
Oa  thy  wan  fivehead  atarta  the  lethal  dew, 
And  oh!  the  anguiak  of  that  ahoddering  aif^ ! 

Sodi  were  die  atrogglea  of  die  gloomy  hour. 

When  Care,  of  widier'd  brow, 
Pkepar'd  the  poiaon'a  deadi-cold  power: 
Already  to  thy  lipa  waa  raiaed  the  bowl, 
When  near  diee  atood  Aflfeetkm  meek 
(Her  boaom  bare,  and  wildly  pale  her  cheek,) 
Thy  auDen  gaae  ahe  bade  diee  roll 
On  ecenea  that  well  might  melt  thy  aonl ; 
Tly  native  cot  ahe  flaah'd  upon  thy  view, 
Illy  native  cot,  where  atill,  at  cloae  of  day, 
Peace  miling  aate,  and  liaten'd  to  thy  lay ; 
Thy  fliater'f  ahrieka  ahe  bade  thee  hear. 
And  mark  diy  Modier*a  dirilfing  tear; 

See,  aee  her  breeet'a  eoovulaive  throe. 
Her  fllaot  agopy  of  woe! 
Ak!  d«h dwpoinn'd dnUoe ftooi dgr hma.' 


But  that  Despair  and  Indignation  rose. 
And  told  again  the  story  of  thy  woes ; 
Told  the  keen  insult  of  the  unfeeling  heart; 
The  dread  dependence  on  the  low-bom  mind ; 
Told  every  pang,  with  which  thy  soul  must 
Neglect,  and  grinning  Scorn,  and  Want  combined ! 
Recoiling  quick,  diou  bad'st  the  fiiend  of  pain 
Roll  the  black  tide  of  Deadi  throuf^  every  freemig 
vein! 

Ye  woods !  that  wave  o'er  Avon'a  rocky  aleep, 
To  Fancy's  ear  sweet  is  your  murmuring  deep! 
For  here  ahe  lovea  the  cypress  wreath  to  weave. 
Watching,  with  wiatful  eye,  the  aaddening  tiataofeva. 
Here,  fiir  fincnn  men,  amid  this  padiless  grove. 
In  solemn  thought  the  Minstrel  wont  to  rove, 
like  star>beam  on  the  slow  sequester'd  tide 
Lone^littering,  through  the  high  tree  branching  wkle. 
And  here,  in  Inapiration'i  eager  hour. 
When  most  the  big  soul  feels  the  maateiing  power. 
These  wilds,  these  cavema  roaming  o'er. 
Round  which  the  acreaming  sea  gnlls  soar. 
With  wild  unequal  steps  he  pass'd  akmg. 
Oft  pouring  on  the  winids  a  broken  song : 
Anon,  upon  some  rough  rock's  fearfhl  brow 
Would  pause  abrupt—- and  gaia  upon  die  vravaa 
below. 

Poor  Chattorton !  he  sorrows  ibr  thy  Ate 

Who  would  have  praised  and  loved  diee,  ere  too 

lato. 
Pbor  Chattorton!  ftrewell !  of  darkeat  huea 
This  chaplet  cast  I  on  thy  unshaped  tomb ; 
But  dare  no  longer  on  the  sad  theme  mnae, 
Lest  kindred  woes  persuade  a  kindred  doom: 
For  oh !  big  gall-drops,  shook  from  Folly's  wing. 
Have  blacken'd  die  fiur  promise  of  my  spring ; 
And  the  stem  Fate  transpierced  with  viewless  dart 
The  last  pale  Hope  that  shiver'd  at  my  heart! 

Hence,  gloomy  thoughts!  no  more  my  soul  shall 

dwell 
On  joys  that  were !  No  more  endure  to  weigh 
The  shame  and  anguiah  of  the  evfl  day, 
Wisely  forgetful !  Oer  the  ocean  swell 
Sublime  dT  Hope  I  seek  the  cottaged  dell. 
Where  Virtue  calm  with  careless  step  may  stray ; 
And,  dancing  to  the  moon-light  roundelay. 
The  wixard  Faarions  weave  a  holy  spell ! 

O  Chatterton !  that  thou  wert  yet  alive ! 
Sure  thou  wouldst  spread  the  canvas  to  the  gale. 
And  love  with  us  the  tinkling  team  to  drive 
O'er  peaceful  Freedom's  undivided  dale ; 
And  we,  at  sober  eve,  would  round  thee  throog. 
Hanging,  enraptured,  on  thy  stately  song ! 
And  greet  with  smiles  the  young-eyed  Poesy 
All  defUy  maak'd,  as  hoar  Antiquity. 

Alas  vain  Phantaaiea !  the  fleeting  brood 
Of  Woe  selfsolaced  in  her  dreamy  mood ! 
Yet  will  I  love  to  follow  die  aweet  dream. 
Where  Suaquehannah  poun  his  untamed  atream  t 
And  on  aome  hill,  whose  forost^ftowning  aide 
Waves  o'er  die  mnimun  of  hia  cabnet  dda. 
Will  nke  a  solemn  Cenotaph  to  diM, 
Sweet  Haiper  of  diaa-throadad  IfiBrtnAiy  \ 
And  there,  aoodied  aadly  by  the  ^AiccM  ^vnoD^ 
MuBsontba  aoie  OklbadlefibiiSni- 


COLERIDGE'S  POETICAL  WORKa 


SONGS  OF  THE  PIXIES. 


TIm  Pixici,  in  the  laponUiion  of  Devonshira,  are  a  raeo  of 
bomgi  inviaiblf  tmall,  and  hannleai  or  Triendly  to  man.  At  a 
■mall  dwtanro  frum  a  villace  in  that  coontj,  halT-way  op  a 
wood-covorod  hill,  ia  an  excavation  called  the  Pizioa'  Parlor. 
The  roota  of  old  treea  form  its  ceiling ;  and  on  its  aides  are 
innumerable  ciphers,  among  which  the  author  diacorered  his 
own  cipher  and  those  of  hia  brothera,  cut  by  the  hand  of  their 
childhood.  At  the  foot  of  the  hill  fluwa  the  river  Otter. 

To  this  place  the  Author  conducted  a  party  of  young  Ladies, 
during  the  Sammer  months  of  the  year  1793 ;  one  of  whom, 
of  stature  elegantly  small,  and  of  complexion  coloriess  yet 
dear,  was  proclainoed  the  Faery  doeen.  On  whidi  occasion 
the  following  irregular  Ode  was  written. 


I. 

Whom  the  untaught  Shopherds  call 

I^xies  in  their  madrigal, 
Fancy's  children,  here  we  dwell : 

Welcome,  Ladies !  to  our  cell 
Here  the  wren  of  softest  note 

Builds  its  nest  and  warbles  well ; 
Here  the  blackbird  strains  his  throat ; 

Welcome,  Ladies !  to  our  cell. 

IL 

When  fiulcs  the  moon  all  shadowy-pale, 
And  scuds  the  cloud  before  the  ^e,    - 
Krc  Mom  with  living  gems  bedight 
Purples  the  East  with  streaky  light. 
We  sip  the  furze-flower's  fragrant  dews 
Clad  in  robes  of  rainbow  hues  : 
Or  sport  amid  the  rosy  gleam. 
Soothed  by  the  distant-tinkling  team. 
While  lusty  Labor  scouting  sorrow 
Bids  the  Dame  a  glad  good-morrow, 
Who  jogs  the  accustom'd  road  along, 
And  paces  cheery  to  her  cheering  song. 

HI. 

But  not  our  fUmy  pinion 
We  scorch  amid  the  blaze  of  day, 
When  No(xitide's  fiery-tressed  minion 
Flashes  the  fervid  ray. 
Aye  from  the  sultry  heat 
We  to  the  cave  retreat 
Cercanopied  by  huge  roots  intertwined 
With  wildest  texture,  blacken'd  o'er  with  age : 
Round  them  their  mantle  green  the  ivies  bind, 
Beneath  whose  foliage  pale, 
Fann'd  by  the  unfiequent  gale. 
We  shield  us  from  die  Tjrrant's  mid-day  rage. 

IV. 

Thidier,  while  the  murmuring  duong 
Of  wild-bees  hum  their  drowsy  song, 
By  Indolence  and  Fancy  brought, 
A  youthfril  Bard,  «*  imknown  to  Fame," 
Wooes  the  Queen  of  Solemn  Thought, 
And  heaves  the  gentle  misery  of  a  si^ 
Gosng  with  tearful  eye, 
As  roond  our  sandy  grot  appear 
Many  a  rodely-eculptured  name 
lb  panave  Memory  dear ! 
^'^^ru^gmy  drmum  of  ntany-liacmped  htm, 
We  gimaoe  beStre  bm  view  t 


O'er  his  hush'd  soid  our  soothing  witcheries  shed. 
And  twine  our  faery  garlands  round  his  head. 

V. 

When  Evening's  dusky  car, 

Cro\%7i'd  with  her  dewy  star, 
Steals  o'er  the  fading  sky  in  shadowy  flight, 

On  leaves  of  aspen  trees 

We  tremble  to  the  breeze, 
Veil'd  from  the  grosser  ken  of  mortal  sight 

Or,  haply,  at  the  visionary  hour. 
Along  our  wildly-bower'd  sequester'd  walk, 
We  listen  to  the  onamour'd  rustic's  talk ; 
Heave  with  the  heavings  of  the  maiden's  breast. 
Where  yoiuig-eyed  Loves  have  built  their  turtle 

nest; 
Or  guide  of  soul-subdtiing  power 
The  electric  flash,  that  from  the  melting  eye 
Darts  the  fond  question  and  the  soil  reply. 


VI. 

Or  through  the  mystic  ringlets  of  the  vale 
We  flash  our  faery  feet  in  gamesome  prank ; 
Or,  silent^ondall'd,  pay  our  defler  court 
Circling  the  Sinrit  of  the  Western  Gale, 
Whore  wearied  with  his  flower-caressing  sport 
Supine  he  sltmibers  on  a  violet  bank ; 
Then  widi  quaint  music  hymn  the  parting  gleam 
By  lonely  Otter's  sleep-persuading  stream ; 
Or  where  his  waves  with  loud  imquiet  song 
Dash'd  o'er  the  rocky  channel  froth  along ; 
Or  where,  his  silver  waters  smootlied  to  rear, 
The  tall  tree's  shadow  sleeps  upon  his  breast. 

vn. 

Hence,  thou  lingerer.  Light ! 
Eve  saddens  into  Night. 
Mother  of  wildly-working  dreams !  we  view 
The  sonbre  hours,  that  round  thee  stand 
With  downcast  eyes  (a  duteous  band!) 
Their  darit  robes  dripping  with  the  heavy  dew. 
Sorceress  of  the  ebon  throne ! 
Thy  power  the  Pixies  own, 
When  round  thy  raven  brow 
Heaven's  lucent  roses  glow. 
And  douds,  in  watery  colors  drest, 
Float  in  light  drapery  o'er  thy  sable  vest : 
What  time  the  pale  moon  sheds  a  softer  day. 
Mellowing  the  woods  beneath  its  pensive  beam : 
For  'mid  Uie  quivering  light 't  is  ours  to  play, 
Aye  dancing  to  die  cadence  of  the  stream. 

vin. 

Welcome,  Ladies !  to  the  cell 
Where  the  blameless  Pixies  dwell : 
But  thou,  sweet  Nymph !    proclaim'd  our  Faery 
Queen, 
With  what  obeisance  meet 
Thy  presence  shall  we  greet  ? 
For  lo !  aHendant  on  thy  steps  are  seen 
Graceful  Ease  in  artless  stole. 
And  white-robed  Purity  of  soul, 
With  Honor's  softer  mien ; 
Mirth  of  dw  loosely-flowing  hair, 
And  meek-eyed  Pity'  ekxiuently  fair, 
Wttoie  tearfo\  cheeVoi  «ia  lovely  to  the  view. 
As  ■DOW'diop  w«l  Vitikk  dftN«. 

\\ 
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IX 

Unboastful  maid !  though  now  the  Lily  pale 

Tianaparent  grace  thy  beauties  meek ; 
Tet  ere  again  along  the  empurpling  vale, 
The  purpling  Yale  and  elfin-haimted  grove, 
Toong  Zephyr  hia  fresh  flowers  profusely  throws. 

We'll  tinge  with  livelier  hues  thy  cheek; 
And,  haply,  from  the  nectai^breatfaing  Rose 
Extract  a  blush  for  love ! 


THE  RAVEN. 

TALI,  TOLD  BT  A  SCHOOL-BOT  TO  BIB 
LmUC  BB0THEK8  AND 


Unbkenxath  a  huge  oak  tree 
There  was,  of  swine,  a  huge  company. 
That  grunted  as  they  crundi'd  the  mast : 
For  that  was  ripe,  and  fell  full  frsL 
Then  they  trotted  away,  for  the  wind  grew  high : 
One  acorn  they  left,  and  no  more  might  you  spy. 
Next  came  a  raven,  that  liked  not  such  folly : 
He  belong'd,  they  did  say,  to  the  witch  Melancholy  I 
Blacker  was  he  than  blackest  jet, 
Flew  low  in  the  rain,  and  his  ftalfaeis  not  wet 
He  pick'd  up  the  acorn  and  buried  it  straight 
By  die  side  of  a  river  bodi  deep  and  great 
Where  then  dkl  the  Raven  go  f 
He  went  high  and  low. 
Over  bill,  over  dale,  did  the  black  Raven  ga 
Many  Autumns,  many  Springi 
IVavell'd  he  widi  wandering  wings : 
Many  Summers,  many  Winteia— 
I  can't  tell  half  his  adventnrea. 

At  length  he  came  back,  and  widi  him  a  She^ 
And  the  aoom  was  grown  to  a  tall  oak  tree. 
They  built  them  a  nest  in  die  topmost  bough. 
And  young  ones  they  had,  and  were  happy  enow. 
But  soQQ  came  a  woodman  in  leathern  guise, 
His  brow,  like  a  pem-house,  hung  over  his  eyes. 
He  'd  an  ax  in  his  hand,  not  a  word  he  spoke. 
But  with  many  a  hem!  and  a  sturdy  stroke. 
At  length  he  brooght  down  die  poor  Raven's  own 

oak. 
His  young  ones  were  kiU'd;   for  diey  could  not 

depart. 
And  dieir  modier  did  die  of  a  broken  heart 


The  boof^  from  the  trunk  the  woodman  did  sever; 
And  they  floated  it  down  oo  the  course  of  the  river. 
They  aaw'd  il  in  planks,  and  ila  bark  they  did  strip, 
And  with  this  tree  and  others  they  made  a  goodship. 
TTie  ship  it  was  launch'd ;  but  in  sight  of  the  land 
Sodi  a  slonn  there  did  rise  as  no  ship  could  with- 
stand* 
It  bulged  oo  a  rodi,  and  die  waves  rush'd  in  last : 
Hie  dd  Raven  flew  round  and  round,  and  caw'd  to 
the  blast 


Hs  haaid  die  last  shriek  of  die  perishing 

See!  see!  o'er  die  topmast  die  mad  water  roOs! 

Si^  iM  was  dw  Raven,  and  oflThe  went  fleet, 
iad  Dm^  lidnif  bona  on  a  cknid  he  did  neet, 
iad  W  Ihaidfd  Um  again  and  again  for  diif  tiwif 


ABSENCE. 

A  FAREWELL  ODE  ON  QUITTING  SCHOOL  FOE  JESUl 
COLLEGE,  CAMBUDGE. 

Where  graced  with  many  a  classic  spoil 

Cam  rolls  his  reverend  stream  along, 

I  haste  to  urge  the  learned  toil 

That  sternly  chides  my  lovelorn  mmg : 

Ah  me !  too  mindful  of  the  days 

Illumed  by  Passion's  orient  rays. 

When  Peace,  and  Cheerfulness,  and  Health 

Enrich'd  me  with  the  best  of  wealth. 

Ah  foir  delighti !  that  o'er  my  soul 
On  Memory's  wing,  like  shadows  fly ! 
Ah  Flowers !  which  Joy  from  Eden  stole 
While  Innocence  stood  smiling  by  I — 
But  cease,  fond  heart!  this  boodess  moan : 
Those  hours  on  rapid  pinions  flown 
Shall  yet  return,  by  Absence  crown'd. 
And  scattOT  lovelier  roses  round. 

The  Sun  who  ne'er  remits  his  fires 
On  heedless  eyes  may  pour  the  day : 
The  Moon,  diat  oft  from  Heaven  retires. 
Endears  her  renovated  ray. 
What  though  she  leaves  the  sky  unblest 
To  mourn  awhile  in  murky  vest  f 
When  she  relumes  her  lovely  light. 
We  bless  the  wanderer  of  the  xi^ght 


JhtfhtdttiamlmatKMadSefm^  wmgwmtlJAod  oa  the  laka  die  aQTer  lostie dee^i. 


''■I 


LINES  ON  AN  AUTUMNAL  EVENING. 

0  THOU,  wild  Fancy,  check  thy  wing !  No  more 
Those  thin  white  flakes,  those  purple  clouds  explore ! 
Nor  there  with  happy  spirits  speed  diy  flight 
Bathed  in  rich  amber.glowing  floods  oC  light ; 

Nor  in  yon  gleahi,  where  slow  descends  die  day. 

With  western  peasants  hail  the  morning  ray ! 

Ah !  rather  Ind  the  perish'd  pleasures  move, 

A  shadowy  train,  across  the  soul  of  Love ! 

O'er  Disappointment's  wintry  desert  fling 

Each  flower  that  wreathed  the  dewy  locks  of  Spring, 

When  blushing,  like  a  bride,  fiom  Hope's  trim 

bower 
She  leap'd,  awaken'd  by  the  pattering  shower. 
Now  sheds  die  sinking  Son  a  deeper  gleam. 
Aid,  lovely  Scnveress !  aid  thy  poet's  dream ! 
With  ftiry  wand  O  bid  the  Maid  arise. 
Chaste  Joyance  dancing  in  her  bright'blue  eyes ; 
As  erst  when  from  the  Muses'  calm  abode 

1  came,  with  Learning's  meed  not  unbestow'd ; 
When  as  she  twined  a  laurel  round  my  brow. 
And  met  my  kiss,  and  half  retum'd  my  vow. 
O'er  all  my  frame  shot  rapid  my  thrill'd  heart. 
And  every  nerve  oonfoss'd  th*  electric  dart 

0  dear  deceit!  I  see  die  Maiden  rise, 

Chaste  Joyance  dancing  in  her  brigh^blue  eyes ! 
When  fiMt  the  hrk,  hi^h  soaring,  sweDs  his  diroat. 
Mocks  the  tirsd  eye,  and  scatters  the  wild  note, 

1  trace  her  footsteps  on  die  accustomVi  lawn, 
I  mark  her  glancing  'mid  die  gleaia  olt  difwii. 
WbeD  the  bent  ik^er  beneadi  the  in|£bV^^fi««|f 
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Amid  the  paly  ittdiance  loft  and  aad. 
She  meets  my  lonely  path  in  moon-beama  clad. 
With  her  along  the  straamlet'i  brink  I  rove ; 
With  her  I  list  the  warblingi  of  the  grove ; 
And  leems  in  each  low  wind  her  voice  to  float. 
Lone-whispering  Pity  in  each  soothing  note ! 

Spirits  of  Love !  ye  heard  her  name !  obey 
The  powerful  spell,  and  to  my  haunt  repair. 
Whether  on  clustering  pinions  ye  are  dtere, 
Where  rich  snows  bkjsaom  on  the  myrtle  trees, 
Or  with  ibnd  langnishnwnt  around  my  &ir 
Sigh  in  the  loose  luxuriance  of  her  hair; 
O  heed  the  spell,  and  hither  wing  your  way, 
Like  far-off  music,  voyaging  the  broen ! 

Spirits!  to  you  the  in&nt  Maid  was  given, 
Fonn'd  by  the  wondrous  alchemy  of  heaven ! 
No  fiurer  maid  does  Love's  wide  empire  know, 
No  fiurer  maid  e'er  heaved  the  bosom's  snow. 
A  thousand  Loves  around  her  fi>rehead  fly ; 
A  thousand  I/>ves  sit  melting  in  her  eye ; 
Love  lighti  her  smile — in  Joy's  red  nectar  dips 
His  myrtle  flower,  and  plants  it  on  her  Ups. 
She  speaks !  and  hark  that  passk^n-warUed  song — 
StiU,  Fancy !  still  that  voice,  those  notes  prolong. 
As  sweet  as  when  duit  voice  with  raf^roua  fidls 
Shall  wake  the  soften'd  echoes  of  Heaven's  halls ! 

O  (have  I  sigh'd)  were  mine  the  wiard's  rod. 
Or  mine  the  power  of  Proteus,  changeful  god ! 
A  flower«ntangled  arbor  I  would  seem, 
To  shield  my  Love  fiom  noontide's  sultiy  beam : 
Or  bloom  a  Myrtle,  from  whose  odorous  boughs 
My  love  might  weave  gay  garlands  for  her  brows. 
When  twilight  stole  across  the  &ding  vale, 
To  fim  my  love  I'd  be  the  Evening  Gale; 
Moam  in  the  soft  folds  of  her  swelling  vest. 
And  flutter  my  fiunt  pinions  on  her  breast! 
On  Seraph  wing  I'd  float  a  Dream  by  night. 
To  soothe  my  Love  with  shadows  of  de^||ht>M 
0^  soar  aloft  to  be  the  Spangled  Skies, 
And  gaie  upon  her  with  a  thousand  eyes ! 

As  when  the  Savage,  who  his  drowsy  frame 
Had  bask'd  beneath  the  Sun's  unclouded  flame, 
Awakes  amid  the  troubles  of  the  air, 
The  sldey  deluge,  and  white  lightning's  glare— 
Aghast  he  scours  befinv  die  tempest's  sweep, 
And  sad  recalls  the  «unny  hour  of  sleep : — 
So  tass'd  by  storms  along  life's  wildering  way, 
Afine  eye  reverted  views  that  cloudless  day, 
When  by  my  native  brook  I  wont  to  rove. 
While  Hope  with  kisses  nursed  the  Infimt  Love. 

Dear  native  brook !  like  Peace,  so  placidly 
Smoothing  through  fertile  fields  thy  current  meek ! 
Dear  native  brook !  where  first  young  Poesy 
Stared  wildly-eager  in  her  noontide  dream! 
Where  Uameless  pleasures  dimple  Quief  s  cheek. 
As  watwJities  ripple  thy  slow  stream! 
Dear  native  haunts!  where  Virtue  still  is  gqr. 
Where  Friendship's  fix'd  star  sheds  a  nkOow^d  lay, 
Where  Love  a  crown  of  thotnless  Roses  wmn. 
Where  soflen'd  Sorrow  smiles  within  her  lean ; 
■And  Memory,  widi  a  Vestal's  chaste  vas/iof^ 
i^aemmagfytdM  the  Uuabmt  Aoe  ofjofl 


No  more  your  sky-larks  melting  from  the  sight 
Shall  thrill  the  attuned  heart«tring  with  delight- 
No  more  shall  deck  your  pensive  Pleasures  sweel 
With  wreaths  of  sober  hue  my  evening  seat 
Yet  dear  to  Fancy's  eye  your  varied  scene 
Of  wood,  hill,  dale,  and  sparkling  brook  between 
Yet  sweet  to  Fancy's  ear  the  warbled  song. 
That  soars  on  Morning's  wings  your  vales  among. 

Scenes  of  my  Hope !  the  aching  eye  ye  leave. 
Like  ]ron  bright  hues  that  paint  the  clouds  of  eve 
Tearfiil  and  saddening  with  the  sadden'd  blase, 
Mine  eye  the  gleam  pursues  with  wistful  gaze, 
Sees  shades  on  shades  with  deeper  tint  impend. 
Till  chill  and  damp  the  moonless  night  descend. 


THE  ROSE. 

As  late  each  flower  that  sweetest  blows 
I  pluck'd,  the  Garden's  pride ! 
Within  the  petals  of  a  Rose 
A  sleeping  Love  I  spied. 

Around  his  brows  a  beamy  wreath 
Of  many  a  lucent  hue; 
AU  purple,  gtow'd  his  cheek,  beneath 
Inebfiate  widi  dew. 

I  sofUy  soiled  the  unguarded  Power, 
Nor  scared  his  balmy  rest; 
And  placed  him,  caged  within  the  flower. 
On  spotless  Sara's  breast 

But  when  unweeting  of  the  guile 
Awoke  the  prisoner  sweet. 
He  struggled  to  escape  awhile. 
And  stamp'd  his  ftery  feet 

Ah !  soon  the  soul-entrancing  sight 
Subdued  the  impatient  boy ! 
He  gazed !  he  dirill'd  with  deep  delight ! 
Then  clapp'd  his  wings  for  joy. 

**  And  O!  he  cried— ^* Of  magic  kind 
What  chann  this  Throne  endear! 
Some  other  Love  let  Venus  find— 
111  fix  my  empire  here.' 


n 


THE  KISa 

Onx  kiss,  dear  Makl !  I  said  and  si^'d- 
Yonr  soom  the  litde  boon  denied. 
Ah  why  refuse  the  blameless  bUasf 
Can  danger  lurk  within  a  kiss  t 

Yon  viewless  Wanderer  of  the  vale. 
The  Spirit  of  the  Western  Gale, 
At  Morning's  break,  at  Evening's  ch)sa 
Inhales  the  sweetness  of  the  i^ae. 
And  hovers  o'er  the  uniqiured  bloom 
Sij^iiQg  back  the  soft  peifume. 
Vigor  to  the  Zephyr's  wing 
Her  nectar-braathing  kNfli  flipfi 
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Ami  Ha  As  tfinr  of  tha  Daw 
8«»wi  on  Iba  BonV  hn*. 
bUbU  la!  iba  hmdm  har  baad. 
And  daiakbliHli<ird««p«rnd! 

Ibo  mil  iboM  krel;  lip!  diadna 
lbs  nitinqifai  of  tha  opening  Roaa; 
OUi!  Oincaful!  bid  Ihan  pnvra 
Aa  pnaive  to  tha  bnalh  of  Lm. 
In  MOdar  aecenM,  Uni  and  low, 
WelHdsMad  I  hnr  Iba  wUipafU  •>  Ho!" 
Ilia  wUipai'd  -  No"— tew  Uida  maant! 
Swaat  Uaebnd  (balndaaia  eooMU! 
Far  on  dHM  bnlf  ^a  Um  lAila 

Ai^  teapl*  »iih  Oigii'i  Ami 
TIm  (oida  TiotcoM  of  Jof. 

TO  A  Y0U?1G  a: 


Pooa  liltla  Ibat  of  u    . . 
I  lore  the  Unguid  puitinn  gf  ihy  faco : 
Ami  oil  wilh  gPDtle  huid  I  gin  Ibaa  broad, 
And  elaii  ihy  ragged  inat.  ud  pat  Ih;  bead- 
Bat  what  thy  dulled  iiiuiB  hUh  dnnav'd. 
Ttiat  never  tiwu  doel  ipart  along  (he  glade  I 
And  (moat  unlike  Ihe  natiin  of  diingi  young) 

PDrthwud  itill  thy  moTeleiB  head  ii  hungt 


icipole. 


M«ek  Child  of  Mwcry !  thy  fulu 

The  iluring  meal,  and  all  the  tbatuond  achei 

•  Which  pUient  meiit  of  the  unwunhy  take*  T' 

Or  »  thy  iod  heart  IhrilI'd  wilh  filial  jain 

To  aae  Ihy  wntched  ntMher*!  ihorten'd  chain  t 

And  troly,  veiy  pilcoui  ii  in-  hit — 

Choin'd  to  a  iag  wiihiD  a  luiron  ipot 

Where  the  ckiie^aUin  gnu  it  tarrely  HNin, 

While  imet  around  bar  wans  iho  lempung  green ! 

Rnr  Am  !  thy  maileT  ibonld  hare  loaml  lo  ahow 

Pity — beat  taught  by  fetlowihip  of  woe '. 

For  much  I  bu  me  that  lu  livea  lilw  Ihee, 

Half  hmiih'd  in  a  land  of  luxury ! 

How  aaUm^f  ita  fitttatepa  hilher  beixl  t 

It  mtm  ID  my,  '  And  have  I  then  dm  friemi  r 

Innoeant  Foal  ■'  Ihou  poor  deapaed  iorloni '. 


Ihiiltk 


leCial'ei 


And  bin  wonld  take  Ibee  wilh  ma.  in  Iho  dell 

or  peace  and  mild  equality  to  dwelt 

Where  Toil  dull  call  ibe  dinner  Uralth  hia  ftide, 

And  Laughler  lickla  Planty'e  rible*  >ide ', 

How  Iboa  wonUil  toia  thy  heel*  in  garaeaoDie  play, 

And  Aiak  abou^  aa  lamb  or  kitten  gay! 

Yea '.  and  noro  muncnlly  iweel  to  me 

lliy  iliiaiaiil  hanh  bray  of  joy  would  be. 

Than  warbled  malodiea  thai  soothe  lo  rat 


DOHESnC  PEACE. 

TOA  M*,  an  what  holy  gmmd 
H^  Daaaatic  Fewe  be  ftfmd  r 


Liatening  to  Iba  Sabbalh  balla* 
SdU  ammd  ker  atapi  are  aaan 
Spodev  Hmmc^  maakarmiaa. 

Inm  iliii  ■ riiliiajiig  ftm. 

Sonow  ■niUng  ihiougb  bar  laai 
And,  conacioaa  of  Ihe  poil  emp 
■«of  joy. 


TEE  SIGIL 

When  Youth  hii  bery  rngn  began 

While  Peace  Ihe  praeeni  hour  beguiled. 
And  all  Ihe  tovety  |*oap(TI  nniled ; 
Than,  Maiy !  'niid  my  lighlionie  glee 
I  headed  the  painleM  Sigh  Sir  tlwe. 


Awl  w 


glho  w 


My  banue'd  hovt  waa  dooni'd  to  know 
The  frantic  buni  of  ouuago  keen, 
And  the  alow  pang  iliai  gnaw)  umeFn  j 
Then  ^pwtack'd  on  lifc'ii  iiDrTUy  an, 
I  haavcd  an  anguiah'd  Sigh  for  Ihee ! 

But  BDon  reflection'a  power  impma'd 


Yd  hmivcd  a  languid  Sigh  for  Ihee! 
And  though  in  diitnnt  climre  to  roam, 
A  wnndercr  from  my  native  bonia, 
I  Ikin  would  nolhe  Ihe  aenw  of  Care 
And  lull  10  (leep  the  Joyi  that  were 
Thy  Image  may  n 


It  beiiiih'd  be — 


EPITAPH  ON  AN  INFANT. 
Eai  Sin  could  Uighl  or  Sorrow  tads, 

Death  came  wilh  friendly  care ) 
Tbe  opening  bud  lo  Heaven  eoavey'd. 

And  bode  it  Uo»m  there. 


UNE3  WRITTETJ  AT  THE  KING'S  ARMS 


RicuEK  than  miicr  o'er  hia  counllea  hcardi, 

Nobler  Ihan  kinga,  or  king-polluted  lorda, 

Hpre  dwell  Ihe  roan  of  Hoaa!  O  TiaveUer,  hear! 

Departed  merit  rlatma  ■  reverenl  tear. 

Friend  lo  Iba  friendiiaa,  lo  the  aick  man  health. 

With  gonerom  joy  ha  view'd  hia  modest  wealifa: 

He  bean  Ihe  widow's  beavan^malbd   pnyer  o 

ark'd  tbe  rfielUir'd  orphan's  taufnl  gaaa, 
,_      Jwre  tbe  somiw^hrtVRll'd  captive  )a.f, 
Fona  tbe  bright  bbm  of  Freedom'!  kiddIdAb  t«^ 
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T»  Ugliar  mt  ihan  M emoiy  wake  diy  tool. 
And  Viitiie  mingle  in  die  ennobled  bowL 
But  ii|  like  me,  throogfa  life's  dietreHfol  scene, 
Lonely  and  sad,  thy  pilgrimage  hath  been ; 
And  if  thy  breast  with  hearteick  anguish  fraught, 
Tliou  jouroeyest  onward  tempest-tosi'd  in  thought ; 
Here  cheat  thy  cares!  in  generous  visions  melt. 
And  dream  of  goodness,  thou  hast  never  felt  I 


LTNES  TO  A  BEAUTIFUL  SPRINO  IN  A 

VILLAGE. 

Qifci  mora,  sweet  Stream !  with  slow  foot  wander- 
ing near, 
I  bless  thy  milky  waters  cold  and  clear. 
Escaped  die  flashing  of  the  noontide  hours 
Widi  one  fresh  gailand  of  Pierian  flowers 
(Era  from  thy  aephy^haunted  brink  I  yim) 
My  languid  hand  shall  wreadi  diy  moosy  urn. 
For  not  through  pathless  grove  with  murmur  rude 
Thou  soothest  the  sad  wood-nymph,  Solitude ; 
Nor  diine  unseen  in  cavern  depths  to  well, 
The  Hermi^ibuntain  of  some  dripping  cell ! 
Pride  of  die  Vale !  diy  uneful  streams  supply 
The  scatter*d  cols  and  peaceful  hamlet  nigh. 
The  elfin  tribe  around  thy  friendly  banks 
Widi  infimt  uproar  and  soul-soothing  pranks. 
Released  from  school,  dieir  litde  hearts  at  rest, 
Launch  paper  navies  on  thy  waveless  breast 
The  rustic  hera  at  eve  with  pensive  look 
WUiding  lorn  ditties  leans  upon  his  crook. 
Or,  starting,  pauses  with  hope-mingled  dread 
TV)  list  die  much-loved  maid's  accustom'd  tread : 
She,  vainly  mindful  of  her  dame's  command, 
Loiters,  the  kmg-fill'd  pitcher  in  her  band. 
Unboastfnl  Stream !  thy  fount  with  pebbled  fidls 
The  fiided  form  of  past  delight  recalls. 
What  time  the  morning  sun  of  Hope  arose. 
And  all  was  joy ;  save  when  another's  woea 
A  transient  gloom  upon  my  soul  imprest. 
Like  passing  clouds  impictured  on  thy  breast 
life's  current  then  ran  sparkling  to  the  noon. 
Or  silvery  stole  beneath  the  pensive  Moon : 
Ah !  now  it  works  rude  brakes  and  dmrns  among. 
Or  o'er  die  rough  rock  bursts  and  foams  along ! 


LINES  ON  A  FRIEND, 

WBO  DUD  OF  A  FBKNKT  FEVER  IinM7CZD  BY  OALUX- 

NIODB  REPORTS. 

Edmund!  diy  grave  with  aching  eye  I  scan. 
And  inly  groan  for  Heaven's  poor  outcast — Man! 
Tis  tempest  all  m  gloom :  in  eariy  youth. 
If  gifted  widi  die  Idiuriel  hmce  of  Trudi, 
We  force  to  start  amid  her  feign'd  caress 
Vice,  siren-hag!  in  native  ugliness ; 
A  brother^s  fote  will  haply  rouse  the  tear. 
And  on  we  go  in  heaviness  and  fear! 
But  if  our  ftod  hearts  call  to  Pleasure's  bower 
Some  pigmy  Folly  in  a  careless  hour, 
The  faithless  guest  shall  stamp  the  enchanted  gnmnd 
Ajid  jmiz^ed  forms  of  Misery  rise  aronnd : 
Ifemrt^ihottmg  Femr,  witb  palUd  hok  afflmst, 
TTimi  ooartm  tlnf  futun  woe  lo  hide  tbeprntt; 


RenMHse,  the  pmaon'd  arrow  in  his  side. 

And  loud  lewd  Mirdi,  to  anguish  close  allied : 

Till  Frem^,  fierce-eyed  child  of  moping  pain. 

Darts  her  hot  lightnuig  flash  athwart  the  brain. 

Rest,  ii\jured  shade !  Shall  Slander  squatting  near 

Spit  her  cold  venom  in  a  dead  Man's  ear  f 

Twtm  thine  to  feel  the  s]anpathetic  glow 

In  Merit's  joy,  and  Poverty's  meek  woe ; 

Thine  all  that  cheer  the  moment  as  it  flies. 

The  soneless  Cares,  and  smiling  Courtesies. 

Nursed  in  thy  heart  die  firmer  Virtues  grew. 

And  in  thy  heart  they  wither'd  !  Such  chill  dew 

Wan  indcHence  <m  each  young  blosscnn  shed ; 

And  Vanity  her  filmy  netpwoik  spread. 

With  eye  that  roll'd  around,  in  asking  gaxe. 

And  tongue  that  traffick'd  in  the  trade  of  praise. 

Thy  follies  such !  the  hard  world  mark'd  &em  well ! 

Were  they  more  wise,  the  proud  who  -never  fell  f 

Rest,  ii^jur'd  shade!  the  poor  man's  grateful  pra3rer 

On  heavenward  wing  thy  wounded  soul  shall  bear. 

As  ofl  at  twilight  gloom  thy  grave  I 

And  sit  me  down  upon  its  recent 

With  introverted  eye  I  contemplate 

Similitude  of  soul,  perhaps  of— Fate ! 

To  me  hath  Heaven  with  bounteous  hand  assign'd 

Elnergic  Reason  and  a  shaping  mind. 

The  daring  ken  of  IVudi,  die  Patriot's  part, 

And  Pity's  sigh,  that  breathes  the  gende  heart 

Sloth-jaundic'd  all !  and  from  my  grMpless  hand 

Drop  Friendship's  precious  pearls,  like  hour-glass 

sand. 
I  weep,  yet  stoop  not!  the  faint  anguish  flows, 
A  dreamy  pang  in  Morning's  feverish  dose. 

Is  this  piled  eardi  our  being's  passless  inoundC 
Tell  me,  cold  grave!  is  Death  with  poppies  crown'dt 
Tired  sentinel !  'mid  fitful  starts  I  nod. 
And  fein  would  sleep,  though  pillow'd  on  a  clod ! 


TO  A  YOUNG  LADY,  WITH  A  POEM  ON 
THE  FRENCH  REVOLUTION. 

Much  on  my  early  youth  I  love  to  dwell, 
Ere  yet  I  baide  that  friendly  dome  ferewelU 
Where  first,  beneath  the  echoing  cloisters  pale, 
I  heard  of  guilt  and  wonder'd  at  the  tale ! 
Yet  though  the  hours  flew  by  on  careless  wing. 
Full  heavily  of  Sorrow  would  I  sing. 
Aye  as  the  stEur  of  evening  flung  its  beam 
In  broken  radiance  on  the  wavy  stream. 
My  soul  amid  the  pensive  twilight  gloom 
Moum'd  with  the  breexe,  O  Lee  Boo!*  o'er  thy  tomb. 
Where'er  I  wander'd,  Pity  still  was  near, 
Breathed  from  the  heart  and  glisten'd  in  the  tear : 
No  knell  diat  toll'd,  but  fiU'd  my  anxious  eye. 
And  sufllering  Nature  wept  that  one  shouki  die  !t 

Thus  to  sad  sympathies  I  soodied  my  breast. 
Calm,  as  the  rainbow  in  the  weeping  West : 
When  slumbering  Freedom  rouaed  with  high  disdain. 
Widi  giant  fury  bunrt  her  triple  diain ! 


•  Lse  Boo,  the  MO  of  Abba  Thnls.  Prinoe  of  the  Pd«w  U- 
mw  ow  to  Boffisiid  with  Captain  WiboB,  died  of  the 
■awl-pox.  and  is  boriod  in  Greoawkh  ehgfeb-rard.-8t«  Aslt's 


\^ 
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Fierce  oo  her  front  die  Uartiiig  Dog-eter  glow*d ; 
Her  famient  like  a  nudni^t  meteor,  flow'd ; 
Amid  ike  fdUng  of  the  sfonn-rent  iluei! 
She  CHM,  end  ■catter'd  faatdee  fiom  her  eyee! 
Tlien  Kwil«»*wfs  waked  the  patriot  fire, 
And  ntept  widi  wilder  hand  die  AloBan  lyre  i 
Red  from  die  Arrant*!  woimd  I  diook  the  lancei 
And  etiode  in  joy  the  reeking  plaini  of  France ! 

FaOan  ii  die  oppremor,  fiiendlem,  ^laedy,  low, 
And  mjr  heart  achea.  though  Mercy  itnick  the  blow. 
With  wearied  thought  onee  mora  I  leek  die  ahade. 
Where  penoefol  Virtne  wearee  die  myrtle  brakL 
And  O!  if  ejree  whooe  holy  gknoee  nSU 
Swift  memengewb  and  ekiqnent  of  eoul; 
If  mufei  more  winning»  and  a  gentler  mien 
Tlian  die  knre-wihler'd  Maniac'e  brain  hath  eeen 
»»T"WC  celeitial  feraiB  in  vacant  air, 
If  Aeee  demand  the  impamion'd  poet* ■  care— 
If  Mirth  and  nAen'd  Seoee  and  Wit  refined, 
Hie  bfauneleai  ftatnne  of  a  lovely  mind ; 
Then  haply  ahall  my  trembling  hand  amign 
No  lading  wreadi  to  beanty*e  nintly  ihrine. 
Nor,  Sara !  thou  theee  early  flowen  reftise-— 
Ne'er  hirfc'd  die  niake  beneath  their  simple  huee ; 
No  purple  bloom  die  diiM  of  nature  briiqpi 
FvoB  Flattery*!  mght^hade ;  m  he  leeb,  he  mng/L 


SONNET. 


GoalMl. 

aara-doa 

Fkadaa  fliigbt  inpira. 

irblBwe 

akhaipat 

ikMi,  or  kmaly  lyn 

lb  icraek  witb  ianhory  hud,  and  drew 

Soaaaaof 

ba'dtoM 

to  Natna  not  QBtrae. 

BtmUa, 

Mt  heart  haa  tfaank'd  thee,  Bowlea!  for  dioae  soft 


Whoae  eidneea  aoothea  me,  like  the  murmuring 
Of  vrikl-beea  in  the  sunny  ahowen  of  eprhig ! 
For  hence  not  callous  to  the  moumer'a  pains 
Throui^  youth's  gay  prime  and  tbomless  path  1 

vrent; 
And  when  the  mightier  throea  of  roan  began. 
And  drove  me  fiirdi,  a  thought*bewilder'd  man! 
Their  mild  and  manAieat  melancholy  lent 
A  mingled  diarm,  auch  aa  die  pang  conaign'd 
To  dumber,  though  the  big  tear  it  renew'd ; 
Bidding  a  atrange  mysterioua  Pleasure  brood 
Over  die  vravy  and  tumultuous  mind, 
As  die  great  Spirit  errt  with  plastic  sweep 
Moved  on  die  darkness  of  the  unlbrm'd  deep. 


SONNET. 

As  lata  I  lay  in  dumber*s  shadowy  vale. 
With  wetted  cheek  and  in  a  mourner's  guises 
I  saw  die  sainted  Ibim  of  Freedom  rise : 
She  ifake !  not  sadder  moans  the  autumnal  gale — 
** Great  Sod  of  Genius!  sweet  to  me  Ihy  name. 
Ere  in  an  evil  hour  with  altered  voice 
noQ  hidrt  Oppraarion's  hireling  ciew  rqoice, 
ihirihif  widi  wiaud  spell  my  hamtt'dAaae. 
Tal  Bovsr,  Ikuim/  tboa  dnmk'at  Omraptka'g  bowHi 
J9^ModiA0  ehemb'd  ian 


Of  Pomp,  and  proud  Precipitance  of  soul 
Wilder'd  with  meteor  fires.    Ah  apirit  pure ! 
That  error'a  mist  had  left  tAy  purged  eye  : 
So  might  I  chwp  diee  widi  a  mother's  joy ! 


SONNET. 

Thotoh  ronaed  by  that  dark  Yizir,  Riot  rude 
Have  driven  our  Priest  over  the  ocean  aweU: 
Though  Superstition  and  her  wolfiah  brood 
Bay  hia  mild  radiance,  impotent  and  fell ; 
Calm  in  hia  halla  of  brightneaa  he  aball  dwell ! 
For  lo  !  Religion  at  his  atrong  beheat 
Starts  with  mild  anger  finom  the  Papal  apell. 
And  flings  to  oorth  her  timel*glitlering  veat. 
Her  mitred  state  and  cumlxoua  pomp  unholy ; 
And  Justice  wakes  to  bid  the  Oppressor  wail, 
Insulting  aye  the  wrongs  of  patient  Folly : 
And  from  her  dark  retreat  by  Wisdom  won, 
Meek  Nature  slowly  UtiM  her  matron  veil 
To  smile  with  fondness  on  her  gazing  son ! 


SONNET. 

Wbkn  British  Freedom  for  a  happier  land 
Spread  her  broad  wings,  diat  flutter'd  widi  affriglit, 
EaflKUfi !  thy  voice  she  heard,  and  paused  her  fligfal 
Sublime  of  hope !  For  dreadleaa  thou  didat  stand 
(Thy  cenaer  glowing  with  the  hallow'd  flame) 
A  hireleaa  Priest  before  the  insulted  shrine. 
And  at  her  alter  pour  the  stream  divine 
Of  umnatch'd  eloquence.    Therefore  thy  name 
Her  sons  shall  venerate,  and  cheer  thy  breast 
With  blessings  heavenward  hreaUied.     And  when 

the  doom 
Of  Nature  bids  thee  die,  beyond  the  tomb 
Thy  light  shall  shine  :  as  sunk,  beneadi  the  West, 
Though  the  great  Summer  Sun  eludes  our  gate. 
Still  bums  wide  Heaven  with  his  distended  bhixe. 


SONNET. 

It  was  some  Spirit,  SimiDAN !  that  breathed 

O'er  thy  young  mind  such  wildly  various  power ! 

My  soul  hath  mark*d  thee  in  her  shaping  hour. 

Thy  temples  with  Hyroettian  flow'rets  wreathed: 

And  sweet  thy  voice,  as  when  o*er  Laura's  bier 

Sad  music  trembled  through  Vauclusa's  glade ; 

Sweet,  as  at  dawn  the  lovelorn  serenade 

That  wafts  soft  dreams  to  Slumber's  listening  ear. 

Now  patriot  rage  and  indignation  high 

Swell  the  full  tones!    And  now  thine  ejre-beams 

dance 
Meaning  of  Scorn  and  Wit's  quaint  revelry ! 
Wridies  inly  from  the  boeom-probing  glance 
The  Apostate  by  the  brainless  rout  adored. 
As  erst  that  elder  fiend  beneath  great  Michael's  sword. 


SONNET. 

O  WHAT  a  loDd  and  foarfiil  shriek  waa  ti^At^, 
Am  though  a  dioiisand  soiila  om  deaJihrcravn  v^^^ 
Ah  me !  they  view'd  beneath  a>UT«SUiiQ;a  awoid 
Fallen  Ko8CII78ko!  Through  thft  \wiit^wfCd  ias 
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(Aipsmet  die  tired  Coaack'e  barbaroof  yell 

Of  triumph)  oo  the  chill  and  midnight  gale 

Bina  widi  frantic  bant  or  ndder  swell 

The  dirge  of  murder'd  Hope !  while  Freedom  pale 

Bends  in  such  anguish  o'er  her  destined  iHer, 

As  if  from  eldest  time  some  Spirit  meek 

Had  gathered  in  a  mystic  urn  each  tear 

Hiat  ever  on  a  Patriot's  furrow'd  cheek 

Fit  channel  found ;  and  she  had  drain'd  the  bowl 

In  die  mere  wiUUlneai,  and  sick  despair  of  soul ! 


SONNET. 

As  when  &r  off  (he  warbled  strains  are  heard 
That  soar  on  Morning's  wing  the  vales  among, 
Within  his  cage  the  imprison*d  matin  bird 
Swells  the  foil  chorus  widi  a  generous  song : 
He  badies  no  pinion  in  the  dewy  light. 
No  Father's  joy,  no  Lover's  bliss  ho  shores, 
Tet  still  the  rising  radiance  cheers  his  sight ; 
His  Fellows'  freedom  soothes  the  Captive's  cores : 
Thbu,  Fayette!  who  didst  vrvike  with  startling  voice 
Life's  better  sun  from  that  long  wintry  night, 
Thus  in  diy  Country's  triumphs  sholt  rejoice. 
And  mock  with  raptures  high  the  dungeon's  might : 
For  lo !  the  morning  struggles  into  day. 
And  SkTet/e.apectres  shriek  and  vanish  from  the 
ray! 


SONNET. 

Trou  gende  Look,  that  didst  my  soul  beguile, 
IVhy  lust  thou  left  me?  Still  in  some  fond  dream 
Revisit  my  sad  heart,  ausjncious  Smile! 
As  ftib  on  closing  flowers  the  lunar  beam : 
What  time,  in  aidcly  mood,  at  parting  day 
I  lay  me  down  and  think  of  happier  years ; 
Of  joys,  that  glimmer'd  in  Hope's  twilight  ray. 
Then  left  me  darkling  in  a  vale  of  tears. 
O  pleasant  days  of  Hope— for  ever  gone ! 
Could  I  recall  you ! — ^But  that  thought  is  vain. 
Availeth  not  Persuasion's  sweetest  tone 
To  lure  the  fleet*wing'd  travellers  back  again: 
Tet  iair,  though  fidnt,  their  images  shall  gleam 
die  bright  rainbow  on  a  willowy  stream. 


SONNET. 

Pali  Roamer  through  the  Night;  thou  poor  Forlorn  I 
Remorse  that  man  on  his  death-bed  poasess. 
Who  in  the  credulous  hour  of  tenderness 
Betny'd,  then  cast  diee  forth  to  Want  and  Soom! 
The  world  is  pitiless:  the  Chaste  one's  pride, 
Mimic  of  Virtue,  scowls  on  diy  distress: 
Thy  loves  and  they,  that  envied  thee,  deride : 
And  Vice  alone  will  shelter  wretchedness! 
O!  I  am  sad  to  diink,  that  there  should  be 
Cold-boBom'd  lewd  ones,  who  endure  to  place 
Jhal  affinqgv  on  the  riirine  of  Misery, 
Aati£mv0  0ma  Fmnune  tho  cmnm  of  Love; 

^'^  ^ gnmi  CoaUbntr  tboi  ndm  tSivol 


SONNET. 

Sweet  Mercy !  how  my  very  heart  has  bled 
To  see  thee,  poor  Old  Man!  and  thy  gray  hain 
Hoar  with  the  snowy  blast:  while  no  one  carea 
To  clodie  thy  sbrivell'd  limbs  and  palsied  head. 
My  Father!  throw  away  this  tatter'd  vest 
That  mocks  diy  shivering!  take  my  garment    use 
A  young  man's  arm!  1 11  melt  these  frozen  dews 
That  hang  from  diy  white  beard  and  numb  thy  hreasL 
My  Sam  too  shall  tend  thee,  like  a  Child: 
And  thou  shalt  talk,  in  our  fire-ride's  recess. 
Of  purple  Pride,  that  scowls  on  Wretchedness. 
He  did  not  so,  the  Galilean  mild. 
Who  met  the  Laiars  tum'd  from  rich  men's  doors. 
And  call'd  them  Friends,  and  heal'd  their  noisome 
Sores! 


SONNET. 


Thod  bleedest,  my  poor  Heart!  and  thy  distress 
Reasoning  I  ponder  with  a  scornful  smile. 
And  probe  thy  sore  wt>und  sternly,  though  the  while 
Swoln  be  mine  eye  and  dim  with  heaviness. 
Why  didst  thou  listen  to  Hope's  whisper  bland? 
Or,  listening,  why  forget  the  healing  tale. 
When  Jealousy  with  feverish  fancies  pale 
Jarr'd  thy  fine  fibres  with  a  maniac's  hand? 
Faint  was  that  Hope,  and  rayless! — ^Yet  'twas  fiiir 
And  soothed  with  many  a  dream  the  hour  of  rest: 
Thou  shouldst  have  loved  it  roost,  when  most  opprest. 
And  nursed  it  with  on  agony  of  Core, 
Even  as  a  Mother  her  sweet  infant  heir 
That  wan  and  sickly  droops  upon  her  breast! 


SONNET. 


1 1> 


TO  THE  AUTHOR  OP  TUE  "  R0BBEE8. 

Schillbe!  that  hour  I  would  have  wished  to  die. 
If  through  the  shuddering  midnight  I  had  sent 
From  the  dork  dungeon  of  the  tower  time-rent 
That  fearful  voice,  a  fimiish'd  Father's  cry — 
Lest  in  some  afler  moment  aught  more  mean 
Might  stamp  me  mortal!  A  triumphant  shout 
Black  Horror  scream'd,  and  all  her  goblin  rout 
Diminish'd  shrunk  from  the  more  withering  scene! 
Ah  Bard  tremendous  in  sublimity! 
Could  I  behold  thee  in  thy  loftier  mood 
Wandering  at  eve  with  finely  frensied  eye 
Benedlh  some  vast  old  tempest«winging  wood! 
Awhile  with  mute  awe  gazing  I  would  brood: 
Tlien  weep  abud  in  a  wild  ecstasy! 


LINES 

OOMTOSED  WHILE  GUMBDia  THE  LEFT  ASCENT  OF 
■mOOKLBr  COOMB,  BOMEESBTSHIEE,  MAY,  1795. 

With  many  a  pause  and  oft-reverted  eye 
I  dimb  the  Coomb's  ascent :  sweet  songsters  near 
Warble  in  shade  dieir  wiM-wood  melody: 
Far  ofl*  the  unvarying  Cuckoo  soothes  my  ear. 
Up  aooor  the  staiding  stragglers  of  the  Flock 
l%at  on  green  plots  o'er  precipices  browse : 
FhuB  the  forced  fismnes  of  \hft  toSmA  tock 
IHieYeW'treebimUl  IkDeQ3^\\a^«i^'«:n«a\xra^ 
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CWd  wbkh  die  May-Aoni  btaidi  itfi  bloMomi  white) 
When  faioad  mooch  itoiiei  jut  oat  in  moajr  teats, 
I  Ktt  >— <iid  noy  have  gain'd  die  fopmoat  nte. 
Ah !  what  a  luxury  of  landKape  raeeti 
My  gaae !  Proud  Towen,  and  Coti  more  dear  to  me, 
EfaiKflfaadow'd  Fiekb,  and  prospecUbonnding  Sea ! 
Deep  Hghs  my  hnely  heart :  I  drop  die  tear: 
Enfhantmgtpot!  O  were  Bay  Su»  l>era ! 


imES 

nr  ns  ■amhsk  of 


0  FuiCK !  diet  on  a  lilied  tank  doaC  hnre 
*IV>  leit  thine  head  beneadi  an  OUTe  Tree, 

1  ffoald,  diat  firom  the  pimoni  of  thy  Dore 
One  quill  withouten  pain  ypluck*d  mi^^t  be ! 
For  O !  I  mth  my  Sara'a  fiowna  to  flee, 
And  fiun  to  her  lome  loodiing  aoog  would  write, 
Lest  she  reeent  my  rode  diaooartesy> 

Who  T0w*d  to  meet  her  ere  die  moimng  li|^ 
Bat  broke  my  plig^ited  wotd— eh!  fidae  and  recreant 
wij^t! 

Last  night  aa  I  my  weary  head  did  pillow 
Widi  thoughti  of  my  diaeraT'd  Fair  engroaa'd, 
C3dll  Fanqr  drooped  wreoAiDg  hemlf  widi  wfllow, 
Ae  diou^  my  bnaat  eolonb'd  a  pining  f^iost 
"From  some  bleiC  ooodi,  young  Rapture'a  bridal 

bOMi, 

R^ected  Slumber !  hither  wing  diy  way ; 

But  leave  me  with  the  matin  hour,  at  moat ! 

Am  night«loeed  Floweret  to  the  orient  ray, 

My  sad  heart  will  expand,  when  I  the  Maid  survey." 

But  Love,  who  heard  the  silence  of  my  diouc^t, 
Contrived  a  too  successful  wile,  I  ween: 
And  whisper'd  to  himseUI  widi  malice  fiaught— 
*  Too  kmg  our  Slave  the  Damsers  tmUea  hath  seen  : 
T6-monow  shall  he  ken  her  alter'd  mien!** 
He  spake,  and  ambash'd  lay,  till  on  my  bed 
The  nMHiiing  shot  her  dewy  glances  keen. 
When  as  1  'gan  to  lift  my  drowsy  head — 
**Now,  Bard!  Ill  work  diee  woe!"  the  laughing 
Elfin  said. 

Sleep,  softly-bfeathing  God !  his  downy  wing 
Was  fluttering  now.  as  quickly  to  depart ; 
When  twang'd  an  arrow  fiom  Love's  mystic  string. 
With  pathless  wound  it  pierced  him  to  the  heart 
Was  there  some  magic  in  the  Elfin's  dart  7 
Or  did  be  strike  my  couch  with  wiard  lance  t 
For  straight  so  frir  a  Form  did  upwards  start 
(No  fiiiier  deck'd  the  Bowers  of  old  Romance) 
That  Sleep  enamoured  grew,  nor  moved  fiom  his 
sweet  trance! 

My  Sara  came,  with  gendest  look  divine ; 

Bngfat  shone  her  eye,  yet  tender  was  its  beam : 

I  felt  the  piessme  of  her  lip  to  mine ! 

Whiapering  we  went,  and  Love  was  all  our  diem^ 

Love  pure  and  spodess,  as  at  first,  I  deem. 

He  sprang  from  Heaven!  Sodi  joya  widi  flbep  did 

lade, 
That  I  die  living  Image  of  my  nreani 


IMITATED  FROM  OSSIAN. 

The  stream  with  languid  munnur  creeps. 

In  Lumin's  jloieery  vale: 
Beneath  the  dew  the  illy  weeps. 

Slow-waving  to  the  gale. 

** Cease,  resdess  gale  !'*  it  seems  to  say, 
" Nor  wake  me  with  thy  sig^liing! 

The  honors  of  my  vernal  day 
On  rapid  wing  are  flying. 

•*  To^norrow  shall  the  Tmveller  come 
Who  late  beheld  me  blooming : 

Wt  searching  eye  shall  vainly  roam 
The  dreary  vale  of  Lumxa." 

With  eager  gaze  and  wetted  cheek 
My  wonted  haunts  along. 

Thus,  fiddifiil  Maiden!  thou  dialt  aeek 
The  Youth  of  simplest  song. 

But  I  along  the  fareeie  shall  roll 
The  voice  of  feeble  power; 

And  dwell,  the  moon-beam  of  thy  soul. 
In  Slumber's  nighdy  hour. 


THE  COMPLAIM*  OF  NINATHOMA. 

How  long  will  ye  round  me  be  swelling, 

O  ye  blue-tumbling  viraves  of  the  Sea? 
Not  always  in  Caves  wwa  my  dwelling. 

Nor  beneath  the  cold  blast  of  the  Tree. 
Through  the  high-sounding  halls  of  Cathl6ma 

In  the  steps  of  my  beauty  I  stray'd ; 
The  Warriors  beheld  Ninath6ma, 

And  they  blessed  the  white-bosom*d  Maid ! 

A  Ghost !  by  my  cavern  it  darted ! 

In  moon-beams  the  Spirit  was  drest— 
For  lovely  appear  the  departed 

When  they  visit  the  dreams  of  my  rest! 
But,  disturb'd  by  the  Tempest's  commotion, 

Fleet  the  shadowy  tbroM  of  Delight— 
Ah  cease,  thou  shrill  blast  of  the  Ocean ! 

To  howl  through  my  Cavern  by  Night 


IMITATED  FROM  THE  WEUSH. 

If,  while  my  passion  I  impart. 
You  deem  my  words  untrue, 

O  place  your  hand  upon  my  heart- 
Feel  how  it  throbs  &t  you! 

Ah  no !  Kject  die  dioughdess  claim. 

In  pity  to  3^ur  lover ! 
That  thrilling  touch  would  aid  the  flame 

Itvrishes  to  discover. 


Tmikf  ftnot   Too  hte  I  woke, 
*0!Lw 


ataibekoid  my  Lore  t  ewmtide!" 


TO  AN  INFANT. 

Ah  ceaw  diy  lean  and  Soba,  racy  ^M^^l^*- 
1  did  but  snatch  away  the  unclup'd  l^naSe  \ 
Some  safer  Toy  will  aocm  aneei  tidnft  «y*» 
And  to  quick  Langliter  change  thaa  pMraiAi  tx% 


It 


CX)LERIDGE*8  POETICAL  WORKa 


Ftmr  8tiiiiibl«r  on  die  rocky  ooMt  of  Woe, 
TuKMr'd  by  Fun  aedi  loaroe  of  Fun  to  know! 
AUke  the  ftodful  fruit  and  BCorBhing  fifo 
Aw^  dqr  eager  gmp  and  young  denie ; 
Alike  tlie  Good,  tiie  111  oflend  Hxy  ngfat, 
And  rouw  flie  ftonny  aeme  of  dirill 
Untanglit,  yet  wise!  'mid  all  thy  brief 
Thou  cloaely  dingeit  to  thy  Modier*!  anai^ 
Nestling  thy  little  fiM»  in  that  And  bnaH 
Whow  anzioua  heavingi  lull  thee  to  thy  feat! 
Men's  breathing  Mioiatuie!  thou  makeil  ne 
A  Babe  art  thou — and  such  a  thing  am  I! 
To  anger  vapid  and  as  looo  appeased. 
For  trifles  mourning  and  by  trifles  pleased, 
Break  Friendship's  Mirror  widi  a  tediy  blow. 
Yet  snatch  what  ooals  of  fire  on  Pleasure's 
glow! 


altar 


O  thou  that  rearest  widi  celestial  aim 

The  future  Seraph  in  my  mortal  frame. 

Thrice-holy  Faith !  whatever  thorns  I  meet 

As  on  I  totter  with  unpractised  ieet. 

Still  let  me  stretch  my  arms  and  ding  to  diee, 

Meek  Nuise  of  Souls  through  their  kng  In&ncy! 


UNsa 

WEWTM   AT  SBUKTON    BAIS,  NIAft    BEIlMnWATKB, 

smiMBBX,   1795,   IN   AinwxE  to   a 

F&OM  BRISTOL. 


Good  TMW  MMf  good,  sod  bod 

Reeaired  ftom  sfaMoC  firieod  Iqr  way  of  Lattar. 

For  what  M  tweet  con  labof'd  laji  inpsrt 

At  000  nide  rbrnie  wvm  from  a  ftitadlr  hesrtl 


Nor  trarek  my  meandering  eye 
The  starry  wiidemess  on  high ; 

Nor  now  with  curious  sight 
I  raaik  die  glow-worm,  as  I  pass. 
Move  with  *« green  radiance"  through  the 

An  emerald  of  light 

0  ever  present  to  my  view ! 
My  waited  spirit  is  with  you. 

And  soodies  your  boding  fears: 

1  see  you  all  opprest'd  with  gloom 
Sit  lonely  in  that  cheerless  room — 

Ah  me !  You  are  in  tears ! 

Beloved  Woman !  did  you  fly 
Chill'd  Friendship's  dark  disUkii^  eye, 

Or  Mirth's  untimely  din  T 
With  cruel  weight  these  trifles  press 
A  temper  sore  with  tenderness. 

When  aches  die  void  within. 


But  why  widi  sable  wand  unbless'd 
Should  Fancy  rouse  within  my  brsast 

Dim-viaiged  shapes  of  Drsad  t 
Untenanting  its  beanteons  elay 
My  Sara's  soul  has  wing'd  its  way, 

Ajfd  horan  round  niy  head ! 

IJ^liitpnmpi  Ote  tonder  Drman, 


You  roused  eadi  gender  sense 
As,  sighing  o'er  the  Blossom's  bloom. 
Meek  Evoiing  wakes  its  soft  perfume 

With  viewless  influence. 


And  haft,  my  Love !  The  sea-breeae  moans 
Through  yon  reft  house!  O'er  rolling  stones 

In  bold  ambitious  sweeps 
The  onwaid'surging  tides  supply 
The  silence  of  the  cloudless  Ay 

With  mimic  thunders  deep. 

Daft  reddening  from  the  channeU'd  Ue* 
(Where  stands  one  solitary  pile 

UnsUted  by  the  Mast) 
The  Watch-fire,  like  a  sullen  star 
Twinkles  to  many  a  dosing  Tar 

Rude  cradled  on  the  mast 

Even  there— beneath  that  light4iouse  tower- 
In  the  tumultuous  evil  hour 

Ere  Peace  with  Sam  came, 
Time  was,  1  should  have  thought  it  sweet 
To  count  the  echoings  of  my  feet, 

And  watch  the  storm-vex'd  flame. 

And  diere  in  bkck  soul-jaundiced  fit 
A  sad  gloom-pamper'd  Man  to  sit. 

And  listen  to  the  roar : 
When  Mountain  Surges  bellowing  deep 
With  an  uncouth  monster  leap 

Plunged  Ibaming  on  the  shore. 

Then  by  die  lightning's  blaze  to  maft 
Some  toiling  tempestehatter'd  baft ; 

Her  vain  distress-guns  hear ; 
And  when  a  second  sheet  of  light 
Flash'd  o'er  the  blackness  of  the  night — 

To  see  NO  Vessel  there! 


But  Fancy  now  more  gaily  sings : 
Or  if  awhile  she  droop  her  wings. 

As  sky-larks  'mid  the  com. 
On  summer  fields  she  grounds  her  breast : 
The  oblivious  Poppy  o'er  her  nest 

Nods,  till  returning  mom. 

O  maft  those  smiling  tears,  that  s^'ell 
The  open'd  Rose !  From  heaven  they  fell. 

And  with  the  sun-beam  blend. 
Bless'd  visitations  from  above, 
Such  are  the  tender  woes  of  Love 

Fostering  the  heart,  diey  bend ! 

When  slornqr  Midnight  howling  round 
Beats  on  our  roof  with  clattering  sound. 

To  me  vour  arms  you  11  stretch : 
Great  God !  you  11  say— To  us  so  kind, 
O  shelter  from  this  linid  bleak  wind 

The  houseless,  friendless  wretch! 

The  teats  that  tremble  down  your  cheel^ 
Shall  bathe  my  kisses  chaste  and  meek 
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In  Pity*!  dew  dhrine; 
And  from  your  hawrt  die  ii|^  diat  steal 
SbaU  onke  yoar  riuDg  boioin  ftel 

The  aniwering  iwdl  of  mme ! 

Howoftmy  Lmre!  widi Bhapingiiweet 
I  peint  die  monieiit  we  ahall  meetl 

Widi  eager  speed  I  dart— 
I  seiae  you  in  die  vacant  ab, 
And  &ncy,  widi  a  Husband's  care 

I  press  you  to  my  heart! 


T  is  said,  on  Summer's  erening  hour 
FlasiMS  the  golden-color'd  flower 

A  iaar  ele^ric  flame  t 
And  so  shall  flash  my  love-diarged  eye 
When  all  dw  heart's  big  ecstasy 

ShooiB  rapid  throng  die  fiime! 


LINES 

TO  ▲  mXlfD   m  ANIWXE  TO   ▲  MELAHOBOLT 


AwAT,  dioae  cknidy  looks,  diat  laboring  sigh. 
Hie  peevish  oflEipiing  of  a  sickly  hour ! 
Nor  meanly  dius  complain  of  Fortune's  power. 
When  die  bliiid  Gamester  duowi  a  luckless  die. 


Too  setting  Sun  flashes  a  moamAd  gleam 
Behind  thne  bndwn  ckmds,  his  stonny  train: 
To-morrow  shall  the  manyoolor'd  main 
In  hrightness  roll  beneath  his  orient  beam! 

Wdd,  as  die  autumnal  gust,  die  hand  of  Time 
flies  o*er  his  mysdc  lyre :  in  shadowy  dance 
The  alternate  groups  of  Joy  and  Grief  advance. 
Responsive  to  his  vaiying  strains  sublime ! 

Bean  on  its  wing  each  hour  a  load  of  Fate ; 
The  swain,  who,  lullM  by  Seine's  mild  muimurs,  led 
His  weary  oxen  to  their  nightly  shed, 
Today  may  rule  a  tempest-troubled  State. 

Nor  shall  not  Fortune  with  a  vengeful  smile 
Survey  die  sanguinary  Despot's  might, 
And  haply  hurl  the  Pageant  from  his  height, 
Unwept  to  wander  in  some  savage  isle. 

There,  shiv'ring  sad  beneath  the  tempest's  frown. 
Round  his  tir'd  limbs  to  wrap  the  purple  vest ; 
And  miz'd  with  nails  and  beads,  an  equal  jest ! 
Barter,  ftr  Ibod,  the  jewels  of  his  crown. 


REUGIOUS  MUSINGS; 

A  DE8ULTOKT  POEM, 
WUTTtM  ON  THE  CHUnifA8  KVK  OF   1794. 

This  is  the  time,  when  most  divine  to  hear, 

llie  voice  of  AdoratioQ  rouses  me. 

As  with  a  Cherub's  trump:  and  hi^  upborne, 

Tea,  mii^gling  with  the  Clioir,  I  seem  to  view 

The  yfwkm  of  the  heavenly  muldtnde. 

Who  bymn'd  die  soog  of  Peace  o'er  Beddefaem's 

fields! 
Tet  AoB  man  fari^  disn  mJJ  A0  Angol  hUtm, 
Thtalmttb^r^d  Ay  birtb,  Tbou,  Man  of  Worn! 


Despised  Galilean !  For  die  Great 
Invisible  (by  symbols  only  seen) 
^^th  a  peculiar  and  surpassing  light 
Shines  from  the  visage  of  the  oppreas'd  good  Man, 
When  heedless  of  himself  the  scotuged  Saint 
Mourns  ibr  the  Oppressor.    Fair  the  venial  Mead, 
Fair  the  high  Grove,  the  Sea,  the  Sun,  the  Stan ; 
True  impress  each  of  their  creating  l^re ! 
Yet  nor  high  Grove,  nor  niany<4»lor*d  Mead, 
Nor  the  green  Ocean  with  his  thousand  Ues, 
Nor  the  starr'd  Azure,  nor  the  sovran  Son, 
£  'er  with  such  nugesty  of  portraiture 
Imaged  the  supreme  beauty  uncreate, 
'As  thou,  meek  Savior !  at  die  fearful  hour 
When  thy  insulted  Anguish  wing'd  the  pra]rer 
Harp'd  l^  Archangels,  when  th^  sing  of  Mercy!  , 
Which  when  the  Almigh|y  heard  from  forth  his 

Tlirone, 
Diviner  light  fill'd  Heaven  widi  ecstasy ! 
Heaven's  hymnings  paused :  and  Hell  her  yawning 

mouth 
Closed  a  brief  momenL 

Lovely  was  the  death 
Of  Him  whose  life  was  love !  Holy  with  power 
He  on  the  thought-benighted  scepdc  beam'd 
Manifest  Godhead,  melting  into  day 
What  floating  mists  of  dark  Idolatry 
Broke  and  nusshaped  the  Omnipresent  Sire : 
And  fint  by  Fear  uncharm'd  the  drowsed  SouL* 
Till  of  its  nobler  nature  it  'gan  feel 
Dim  reoollecdons :  and  thence  soar'd  to  Hope, 
Strong  to  believe  whate'er  of  mystic  good 
The  £teiiial  dooms  for  his  immortal  Sons. 
From  Hope  and  firmer  Faith  to  perfect  Love 
Attracted  and  absorb'd :  and  centred  there 
God  only  to  behold,  and  know,  and  feel, 
Till  by  exclusive  Consciousness  of  God 
All  self-annihilated  it  shall  make 
God  its  Identity :  God  all  in  all ! 
We  and  our  Father  one ! 

And  bless'd  are  they, 
Who  in  this  fleshly  World,  die  elect  of  Heaven, 
Their  strong  eye  darting  through  the  deeds  of  Men, 
Adora  with  sted&st  unpresuming  gaze 
Him  Nature's  Essence,  Mind,  and  Energy ! 
And  gazing,  trembling,  patiendy  ascend 
Treading  beneath  dieir  feet  aU  visible  things 
As  steps,  that  upward  to  their  Father's  Throne 
Lead  gradual— else  nor  glorified  nor  loved. 
They  nor  Contempt  embosom  nor  Revenge : 
For  they  dare  know  of  what  may  seem  deform 
The  Supreme  Fair  sole  Operant :  in  whose  sight 
All  things  are  pure,  his  strong  controlling  Love 
Alike  from  ail  educing  perfect  good. 
Theirs  too  celestial  courage,  inly  arm'd — 
Dwarfing  Earth's  giant  brood,  what  time  they  muse 
On  their  great  Father,  great  beyond  compare ! 
And  marehing  onwards  view  high  o'er  their  heads 
His  waving  Banners  of  Omnipotence. 

Who  die  Creator  love,  created  might 

Dread  not :  vrithin  their  tenia  no  terrors  vralk. 


*  To  Noirrov  6ii}f»9Ka#4v  tt$  iroXXtiV 

Damab.  de  M||«L  ^£fiK^ 
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For  diey  are  holy  tfaingi  before  the  Lord, 

Aye  unpiofrned,  though  Earth  Bbould  league  with 

HeU; 
God*a  Altar  grasping  with  an  eager  hand. 
Fear,  the  wild-visa^,  pale,  eye-atarting  wretch. 
Suw-raiuged  hean  hm  hot  parraing  fienda 
Tell  at  vain  diatanoe.    Soon  re&eah'd  from  Heaven, 
He  caliDB  the  throb  and  tempeet  of  hk  heart 
Hii  countenance  wctlee ;  a  aoft  eolemn  bliH 
Swims  in  his  eye — his  swimming  eye  upraised : 
And  Faith's  whole  armor  glitters  on  his  limbs! 
And  thus  transfigured  with  a  dreadleas  awe, 
A  solemn  hush  of  soul,  meek  he  beholds 
All  things  of  terrible  seeming:  yea,  unmoved 
Vievi-s  e'en  the  immitigoble  ministers 
That  shower  down  vengeance  on  these  latter  days. 
For  kindling  with  intenser  Deity 
From  the  celestial  Merry-seat  they  come. 
And  at  the  renovating  Wells  of  Lave 
Have  fill'd  their  Vials  with  salutary  Wrath, 
To  sickly  Nature  more  medicinal 
Than  what  soft  balm  the  weeping  good  man  pooia 
Into  the  lone  despoiled  traveller's  wounds ! 

Thus  from  the  Elect,  regenerate  through  faidi, 
Poss  the  dark  Passions  and  what  thirrty  Cares 
Drink  up  the  spirit  and  the  dim  regards 
Self-centre.    Lo  they  vanish!  or  acquire 
New  names,  new  features— by  supernal  grace 
Enrobed  with  light,  and  naturalised  in  Heaven. 
As  when  a  shepherd  on  a  vernal  mom 
Through  some  thick  fi)g  creeps  timorous  with  slow 

loot. 
Darkling  he  fixes  on  the  immediate  road 
His  downward  eye:  all  else  of  fairest  kind 
Hid  or  delbnn'd.    But  lo !  die  bursting  Sun ! 
Touch'd  by  the  enchantment  of  that  sudden  beam. 
Straight  the  bUck  vapor  melteth,  and  in  globes 
Of  dewy  glitter  gems  each  plant  and  tree ; 
On  every  leaf)  on  every  blade  it  hangs ! 
Dance  glad  tho  new-bom  intermingling  rays. 
And  wide  around  the  landscape  streams  with  gloiy! 

Tlieie  is  one  Mind,  one  omnipresent  Mind, 

Omnific.    His  most  holy  name  is  Love. 

Truth  of  subliming  import !  with  the  which 

Who  feeds  and  saturates  his  constant  soul, 

He  from  hiB  small  particular  orbit  flies 

With  blesi'd  outstarting !  From  Himself  he  flies. 

Stands  in  the  Sun,  and  with  no  partial  gaze 

Views  all  creation ;  and  he  loves  it  all. 

And  blesses  it,  and  calls  it  very  good ! 

This  is  indeed  to  dwell  with  the  Most  High! 

Cherubs  and  rapiuro-trembling  Seraphim 

Can  press  no  nearer  to  the  Almighty's  Throne. 

But  that  wo  roam  unconscious,  or  with  hearts 

Unfeeling  of  our  uuivenal  Sire, 

And  that  in  his  vast  family  no  Coin 

Irgurcs  unii\jured  (in  her  best-oim'd  blow 

Victorious  Murder  a  blind  Suicide), 

Haply  ibr  this  some  younger  Angel  now 

Looks  down  on  Human  Nature :  and,  behold ! 

A  sea  of  bkrad  bestrew'd  with  wrecks^  where  Hiad 

Embattling  Interests  on  each  other  rush 

With  unhehn'd  rage ! 

Th  the  tahUne  cf  man, 
€}ur  noontide  Myarty,  lo  know  aunelvm 


Parts  and  proportions  of  one  wondrous  whole! 
This  frateniiaes  Man,  this  constitutes 
Our  charities  and  bearings.    But 't  is  God 
Diflfused  through  all,  that  doth  make  all  one  whole; 
Tliis  the  wont  superstition,  him  except 
Aught  to  desire.  Supreme  Reality! 
The  plenitude  and  permanence  of  bliss ! 

0  Fiends  of  Supentitkm  !  not  that  oft 

The  erring  Priest  hath  stain'd  with  brother's  Uood 
Your  grisly  idols,  not  for  this  may  wrath 
Thunder  against  you  from  the  Holy  One ! 
But  o'er  some  plain  that  steameth  to  the  son. 
Peopled  with  Death ;  or  where  more  hideous  Trade 
Loud-laughing  packs  his  bales  of  human  anguish : 

1  will  raise  up  a  mourmng,  O  ye  Fiends ! 

And  curse  your  spells,  that  film  the  eye  of  Faith, 
Hiding  the  present  God ;  whose  presence  lost. 
The  moral  worid's  cohesion,  we  become 
An  anarehy  of  Spirits  !  Toy-bewitch'd, 
Made  blind  by  lusts,  disherited  of  soul. 
No  common  centre  Man,  no  common  sire 
Knoweth  !  A  sordid  solitary  thing, 
'Mid  countless  brethren  with  a  lonely  heart 
Through  courts  and  cities  the  smooth  Savage  roams. 
Feeling  himself;  his  own  tow  Self  the  whole ; 
When  he  by  sacred  sjrmpathy  might  make 
The  whole  one  Self!  Self  that  no  aUen  knows! 
SeU;  lar  difllbsed  as  Fancy's  wing  can  travel ! 
Self,  spreading  still !  Oblivious  of  its  own. 
Yet  aU  of  all  possessing!  This  k  Faith ! 
This  the  Messiah's  destin'd  victory ! 

But  first  oflfences  needs  must  come !  Even  now* 

(Black  Hell  laughs  horrible — ^to  hear  the  scoflf!) 

Thee  to  defend,  meek  Galilnan !  Thee 

And  thy  mild  laws  of  love  unutterable, 

Mistrust  and  Enmity  have  burst  the  bands 

Of  social  Peace ;  and  listening  Treachery  lurks 

With  pUms  Fraud  to  snare  a  brother's  life ; 

And  diildless  widows  o'er  the  groaning  land 

Wail  numberless ;  and  orphans  weep  for  bread ; 

Thee  to  defend,  dear  Savior  of  Mankind ! 

Thee,  Lamb  of  God !   Thee,  blameless  Prince  of 

Peace! 
From  all  sides  rush  the  thirsty  brood  of  War ! 
Austria,  and  that  foul  Woman  of  the  North, 
The  lustful  Murderess  of  her  wedded  Lord ! 
And  he,  connatural  Mind !  whom  (in  their  songs 
So  bards  of  elder  time  had  haply  feign'd) 
Some  Fury  fondled  in  her  hate  to  man, 
Bidding  her  serpent  hair  in  mazy  surge 
Lick  his  young  iace,  and  at  his  mouth  inbreathe 
Horrible  sympathy !  And  leagued  with  these 
Each  petty  German  princeling,  nursed  in  goire ! 
Soul-horden'd  barterers  of  human  blood ! 


•  Jonuanr  Slat,  17M,  in  lbs  debate  oo  the  AddrcM  to  hit 
Majesty,  on  the  speech  fVom  the  Throne,  the  Earl  of  Guild- 
lord  saoTed  an  AsMndmeat  to  the  fbllowinc  efiect>-'*That 
the  House  hoped  his  Majesty  would  aeize  the  earlieat  oppor- 
Uinity  to  conclude  a  peace  with  France.**  etc  Thia  iooImni 
was  opposed  by  the  Duke  of  Portland,  who  "  conaidered  the 
war  to  be  merely  grounded  on  one  principle— the  preaerratioa 
of  the  ChristlM  KslirioD.'*  May  SOdi.  1794,  the  Uuke  of 
Bedford  mvwi  a  nonibar  of  Besohitioas.  with  a  view  to  the 
Establiahnenc  of  a  Psaos  with  France.  He  waa  oppoaed 
(aaaosff  olhen)  by  Lord  Abisfdoa  in  these  remarkable  wonbi 
**The  belt  road  to PSaoe,  my  Lorda.  ia  War!  and  War  cu- 
lied  oo  in  the  aame  manner  in  which  we  are  Uugfat  to  worrivp 
oar  CraaloK,  nssMly,  with  all  our  sooK  sad  with  al  oca 
aikids.  sad  with  •&  on  Visits,  ani  ^ith  aU  our  stisagth.** 
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Bkre-nierchaiiti!  SoorpioQ-wlupB  of 

Fate! 

in  MTSfuy  of  holy  letl, 
Myoke,  die  nee  degansnte, 
ritatn  ent  had  bhMh'd  to  call  her  aona ! 
Mend  die  BIbloefa  Friert  pfefen 
erof  hale,  and  bdkmelo  die  herd 


«y. 


Jkitf 


me  jealoiHy  of  waken'd  wradi 
ofdi  widi  our  aimiet  and  our  floeli^ 
r  die  red  minon  dieir  fiwat 
!  Id  mingle  iiendidi  deede 


When,  atung  to  lage  bf  Filjr,  doquent  men 
Have  rooMd  widi  peaUng  voice  mmnmber'd  tribea 
That  toil  and  groan  and  bleed,  hnngiy  and  UomL 
Theae  hnh'd  awhile  widi  patient  ejre  aenoe. 
Shall  waieh  die  mad  careering  of  the  Hoim  I 
Tlien  o'er  the  wild  and  wavy  chaoa  nA 
And  lame  die  oatrageooa  maai^  with  plaatio  — »giit 
Mmildii^  Goniuaon  to  auch  perfect  Anm, 
Am  eat  were  wont,  farigfat  viaiona  of  the  day  I 
To  float  befera  them,  when,  the  Sommer  nooo, 
Benaadi  Mme  areh'd  nanaotie  rook  reclined. 
They  feu  die  wa-breeie  lift  dicir  yoadiful  loeka ; 
G^in  die  month  of  bloHOBi,  at  mild  evob 
Wandering  widi  derallofy  feet  inhaled 
The  wafted  perfinnei,  and  the  ncka  and  waoda 
And  many-tinled  atroama  and  aetting  Son 
With  all  hie  foigeona  ooanpany  of  dooda 
Ecitadcffaaod!  dien  homeward  aa  they  atiqr'd 
Cart  te  tad  eye  to  earth,  and  inly  mnmd 
Why  diere  waa  Miieiy  in  a  worid  w  feir. 
Ah  far  remoTed  fiom  all  dial  glada  the  lotte. 
From  all  that  ■ofem  or  annoblea  Blan, 
The  wretched  Many !  Bent  beneath  their  loada 
They  gape  at  pageant  Power,  nor  recognixe 
Their  oon'  tranmnted  plunder !  From  die  tree 
Of  Knowledge,  ere  the  Ternal  mp  had  rken 
Rudely  diabtandi'd!  Ble$$ed  Sodety! 
Fitliett  depictured  by  some  aon^oorch'd  warte^ 
Where  oft  mi^eadc  throned  ^  tainted  noon 
The  Simoom  laili,  before  whow  pniple  pomp 
Who  fell!  not  praatrate  diet !  And  where  by  night. 
Fart  by  each  predooa  feonlun  on  green  hnlia 
The  lioD  coochea;  or  hyena  dipa 
Deep  in  die  lucid  ttream  hit  bloody  jawa ; 
Or  terpen!  planlt'hit  vart  nKKXhglittering  balk. 
Caught  in  whote  monrtroua  twine  Behemoth*  yeUt^ 
Hit  bonet  loud-craahing ! 

O  ye  numberiett, 
Whom  foul  Oppretsion*!  ruffian  gluttony 
Drivet  fiom  life't  plenteous  feart!   O  thou  poor 

wretch. 
Who  nursed  in  darkneas  and  made  wild  by  want, 
Roamest  for  prey,  yea  thy  unnatural  hand 
Dort  lift  to  deeds  of  blood !  O  pale-eyed  form. 
The  Tictim  of  seduction,  doom'd  to  know 
Polluted  nights  and  days  of  blasphemy ; 
Who  in  lothed  orgies  with  lewd  wassailers 
Must  gaily  laugh,  while  thy  remembered  home 
Gnaws  like  a  viper  at  thy  secret  heart ! 
O  aged  Women !  ye  who  weekly  catch 
The  nionel  toss'd  by  law-forced  Charity, 
And  die  so  slowly,  diat  none  call  it  murder ! 
O  lothely  Suppliants !  ye,  that  unreceived 
Totter  heart-broken  from  the  closing  gates 
Of  the  full  LazaT'house :  or,  gazing,  stand 
Sick  with  despair !  O  ye  to  Glory's  field 
Forced  or  ensnared,  who,  as  ye  gasp  in  death. 
Bleed  with  new  wounds  beneath  the  Vulture's  beak 
O  thou  poor  Widow,  who  in  dreams  dort  view 
Thy  Husband's  mangled  corse,  and  from  short  doaa 
Start'rt  widi  a  shriek ;  or  in  diy  half-diatch'd  cot 
Waked  by  the  wintry  nighUslorm,  wet  and  cold, 
Cowerrt  o'er  diy  screaming  baby !  Rert  awhila 


Lord  of  unsleeping  Love,* 
nbrting  Thoa !  We  shall  not  die. 
rto  theae,  in  mercy  didrt  thou  form, 
of  Good  throng  EviL  by  brief  wrong 
Hroth  lovely,  and  her  future  na(^ 
!  o'er  the  fix'd  untremhling  heart 

imeval  age  a  dalelett  while 
mt  Shepherd  wander'd  widi  his  flock, 
has  lent  where'er  the  green  grass  waved. 
Imagination  compiled  up 
if  new  desires:  with  bivy  aim, 
hinwU;  Earth'a  eagir  diildren  toil'd. 
rty  begsn,  two  ttiaaiaiug  fount, 
Vice  and  Virtne  flow,  honey  and  galL 
le  soft  oooeh,  and  many-cokMr'd  robe, 
ird,  and  areh'd  dome  and  oosUy  feast, 
the  invendve  arli,  that  nurMd  the  soul 
of  beauty,  and  by  sensual  wants 
diaed  the  mind,  which  in  the  meana 
forget  the  grosaneas  of  the  end, 
lured  with  its  own  activity. 
«  Disease  that  withers  manhood's  arm, 
;er'd  Envy,  spirit-quenching  Wont, 
and  Lords,  and  I^ests — all  the  sore  ills 
and  desolate  our  mortal  life. . 
iting  ills !  yet  each  the  immediate  source 
ier  good.    Their  keen  necessities 
ess  action  goading  human  thought 
le  Earth's  reasoning  animal  her  Lord  ; 
pale-feature<I  Sage's  trembling  hand 
an  hort  of  armed  Deities, 
he  blind  Ionian  febled  erst 

trice  thus,  from  Luxury  and  War 
lieavenly   Science  ;    and    from    Science 
Freedom. 

m'd  realms  Philosophers  and  Bards 
concentric  circles :  they  whose  souls, 
of  their  high  dignities  from  God, 
Wealth's  rivalry !  and  they  who  long 
d  with  the  charms  of  order  hate 
nnly  disproportion :  and  whoe'er 
1  nuld  sorrow  from  the  victor's  car 
ow  puppetry  of  thrones,  to  muse 
lert  triumph,  when  the  patriot  Sage 
red  lightnings  from  the  o'erroshing  dood, 
d  the  beauteous  Terrors  on  the  ewdi 
u^iestic.    Sach  a  phalanx  ne'er 
fbm  paces  to  the  calming  soond 
n  flmai  These  on  die  feted  dmy, 

•Bshsmotb,  in  H^hrsw.  iigmftoswMVMSa\Ai«BSRi&. 
a  art  from  wwmkutbg,  OLerd,  sidhs  riotroB§f  Some  belisve  it  is  dM  elephant  some  the  Vawo»(MKn«a\ 

/■flirai  it  is  the  wild  ban.  PeaiMittf  •  ilt  testpatoa  awi 
fqasdraped. 
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Cbildrai  of  Wratchediiea !  More  groani  mutt  rise, 
Mon  Mood  mmt  ■traaiiit  or  ere  your  wroogi  be  f uU. 
Tet  M  the  day  of  Retribatioa  nigh : 
The  Lunb  of  God  hath  open'd  the  fifth  teal : 
And  upward  niih  on  ewiAeet  wing  of  fire 
The  innomeiable  multitude  of  wrongi 
By  man  on  man  inflicted !  Rett  awhile, 
Children  of  Wretehedneii !  The  hour  ii  nigh ; 
And  lo!  the  Great,  the  Rich,  the  Mighty  Men, 
The  King!  and  the  Chief  CapCaiu  of  the  World, 
With  all  diat  fix*d  on  high  like  etan  of  Heaven 
Shot  baleful  influence,  ihall  be  oeit  to  earth. 
Vile  and  down-trodden,  af  the  untimely  firuit 
Shook  firom  the  fig-tree  by  a  radden  itoim. 
£ven  now  die  itorm  begine  :*  eadi  gentle  nane^ 
Faith  and  meek  Piety,  widi  ftarful  joy 
Tremble  iaroff— for  lo !  die  Giant  Frensy, 
Uprooting  empires  with  hii  whirlwind  arm, 
Mockedi  hi^  Heaven ;  buirt  hideooa.  finm  die  cell 
Where  the  old  Hag.  unconquerable,  huge. 
Creation's  eyeleaa  drudge,  black  Ruin,  aita 
Nursing  the  impatient  earthquake. 


O  return! 
Pure  Faith !  meek  Piety  I  The  abhorred  Form 
IVhoae  acarlet  robe  was  stifiT  with  earthly  pomp. 
Who  drank  iniquity  in  cupa  of  gold, 
Whoae  names  were  many  and  all  blasphemous. 
Hath  met  (he  horrible  judgment !  Whence  that  cry  f 
The  migh^  army  of  foul  Spirits  shriek*d 
Disherited  of  earth !  For  she  hath  fiillen 
On  whose  black  front  was  written  Mystery ; 
She  that  reel'd  heavily,  whose  wine  was  blood ; 
She  that  work*d  whoredom  with  die  Demon  P^er, 
And  from  the  dtak  embrace  all  evil  things 
Brought  forth  and  nurtured :  mitred  Atheism : 
And  patient  Folly  who  on  bended  knee 
Givea  back  the  steel  diat  stabb'd  him ;   and  pale 

Fear 
Hunted  by  ghastlier  shapings  than  surround 
Moon-blasted  Madneas  when  he  3rells  at  midnight ! 
Return,  pure  Faith !  return,  meek  Piety ! 
The  kingdoms  of  the  world  are  yours :  each  heart, 
Self-govem'd,  the  vast  fiimily  of  Love 
Raised  &om  the  common  earth  by  common  toil, 
£i\joy  the  equal  produce.    Such  delights 
As  float  to  earth,  permitted  visitants ! 
When  in  some  hour  of  solemn  jubUee 
The  massy  gates  of  Paradise  are  thrown 
Wide  open,  and  forth  come  in  fragments  wild 
Sweet  echoes  of  unearthly  melodies, 
And  odors  snatch'd  from  beds  of  Amaranth, 
And  they,  that  from  the  crystal  river  of  life 
Spring  up  on  freshen'd  wing,  ambrosial  galea ! 
Tlie  ftvor'd  good  man  in  hk  lonely  walk 
Perceives  them,  and  his  silent  spirit  drinks 
Strange  bliss  which  he  shall  recognize  in  heaven. 
And  such  delights,  such  strange  beatitude 
Seize  on  my  young  anticipating  heart 
When  diat  blest  future  ru^es  on  my  view! 
For  in  his  own  and  in  his  Father's  nugfat 
The  Savior  comes !  While  as  die  Thmiaand  Tears 
Lead  up  dieir  mystic  dance,  the  Deaert  ahouts ! 
Old  Ocean  dapa  hia  hands !  The  migfa^  Dead 
Rise  to  new  lift,  whoe'er  from  earliBat  tima 


With  conscious  seal  had  urged  Love's  wondrous  plan. 
Coadjutors  of  God.    To  Milton's  trump 
The  high  Groves  of  die  renovated  Earth 
Unboaom  their  glad  echoes :  inly  hush'd. 
Adoring  Newton  his  aerener  eye 
Raiaea  to  heaven :  and  he  of  miortal  kind 
Wiaest,  he*  flrst  who  mark'd  die  kleal  tribea 
Up  the  fine  fibres  dirough  the  sendent  brain. 
Lo !  Priestley  there,  PkUriot,  and  Saint,  and  Sage^ 
Him,  full  of  years,  fifom  his  loved  native  land 
Statesmen  blood-atain'd  and  Priests  idolatroiia 
By  daik  Ilea  maddening  the  blind  multitude 
Drove  with  vain  hate.    Calm,  pitying,  he  retired. 
And  muaed  expectant  on  theae  promised  3rears. 

0  years !  die  Uest  pre-eminence  of  Saints ! 
Ye  sweep  athwart  my  gaze,  so  heavenly  bright. 
The  wings  diat  veil  the  adoring  Seraph'a  eyes. 
What  time  he  bends  before  the  Jasper  Throne,t 
Reflect  no  lovelier  hues !  yet  ye  depart. 

And  all  beyond  is  darkneai !  Heights  most  strange^ 
Whence  Fancy  falls,  fluttering  her  idle  wiog. 
For  who  of  woman  bom  may  paint  the  hour, 
When  seized  in  his  mid  course,  the  Son  shall  wane 
Making  noon  ghasdy !  Who  of  woman  bom 
May  image  in  the  workings  of  his  diought. 
How  the  black-visaged,  red-eyed  Fiend  ooiatretch'dl 
Beneath  the  unsteady  feet  of  Nature  groans. 
In  feverish  slumber»— destin'd  then  to  wake. 
When  fiery  whirlwinds  thunder  his  dread  name 
And  Angels  shout,  Destruction !  How  his  arm 
The  last  great  Sprit  lifting  high  in  air 
Shall  swear  by  Him,  the  ever-hving  One, 
Time  is  no  more! 

Believe  thou,  O  my  soul. 
Life  is  a  vision  shadowy  of  Trudi ; 
And  vice,  and  anguish,  and  the  wormy  grave. 
Shapes  of  a  dream !  The  veiling  clouds  retire. 
And  lo !  the  Throne  of  the  redeeming  God 
Fohh  flashing  unimaginable  day, 
Wrepa  in  one  blaze  earth,  heaven,  and  deepest  hell. 

Contemplant  Spirits !  ye  that  hover  o'er 
With  untired  gaze  the  immeasurable  fount 
Ebullient  with  creative  Deity ! 
And  ye  of  plastic  power,  that  interfused 
Roll  through  the  grosser  and  material  mass 
In  organizing  surge !  Holies  of  God ! 
(And  what  if  Monads  of  the  infinite  mind) 

1  haply  journeying  my  immortal  course 

Shall  aometime  join  your  mystic  choirf  Till  then 

I  discipline  my  young  noviciate  thought 

In  ministries  of  heartrstirring  song, 

And  a]re  on  Meditation's  heavenvmrd  wing 

Soaring  alofl  I  breathe  the  empyreal  air 

Of  Love,  omnific,  omnipresent  Love, 

Whose  day-spring  rises  glorious  in  my  soul 

As  die  great  Sun,  when  he  his  influence 

Sheds  on  the  fi^jst-bound  waters — ^The  glad  atream 

Flows  to  the  ray,  and  warUea  as  it  flows. 


« AAafiv  to  Its  Asm*  JUratalioik 


•  David  Bsitlsy. 

t  Bev.  Chsp.  It.  V.  1  sad  8w— Aad  inunedialely  1 
8pMt!  and  bsboU.  aTkroBS  wss  stc  la  Bmtsd,  sad 
ontkedvoos.  Aad  hstbat  Mtwastokwk 
and  saidiaa  siMW,  siB. 

t  TIm  fiMaDa«ratfloa\B««mwttA. 


ladw 


JUVENILE  POEMa 


17 


THE  I^CmNT  OF  NATION& 


▲  TnoH. 

Amncimm  Ravwenee!  Horii  all  meoier  toog. 
Era  we  the  deep  piehidmg  ftnin  heve  poui'd 
To  die  Gieet  Fetiier,  only  Riglitfiil  Kng, 
Etemkl  Fadier!  lUag  Onmipoteiit! 
The  Wm,  the  Weid,  te  BratiOi^-tiie  Lmng  God. 

Sodi  fjrmpim^  nqiurai  beit  iwCnunenL 
Sawb,lhiukl  mf  mil  fiem Fraedoiii*t trophied  dome, 
Tlie  Harp  which  hangeth  high  between  the  Shields 
or  Bnitm  and  Leonidaa!  Widi  diat 


that  aolicitaig  apell,  fi»ce  hack 
Eaiih*a  free  and  ■tiinQg  ipirit  diet  lies  entmnc'd. 

For  what  is  Freedom,  hot  die  mifttter'd  use 
or  all  the  powers  which  God  Ibr  use  had  giYent 
Bnt  diieAf  this,  him  First,  him  Lsat  lo  view 
Thnmgh  meaner  powen  and  secondary  things 
EflUgent,  as  through  clouds  that  Tefl  his  blue. 
flor  all  that  meets  the  bodfly  sense  I  deem 
symbolical,  one  mighty  alphabet 
Virinftnt  minds;  and  we  in  this  low  world 
Placed  widI  our  backs  to  blight  Reality, 
Thtt  we  may  learn  widi  young  nnwounded  ken 
Tlie  substance  from  its  shadow.    Infinite  Love, 
WlKiee  latenoe  is  the  plenitade  of  All, 
Then  widi  retmded  Beams,  and  Sel^edipae 
Vdliflg;  levealert  thine  eternal  Son. 

But  aome  diera  an  who  deem  themselves  most  free 
When  they  within  this  gross  and  visible  sphere 
Chain  down  the  winged  dioaght,  soofling  ascent, 
Prood  in  dieir  meanness:  and  themselves  they  cheat 
With  noisy  emptineaB  of  learned  phrase. 
Their  sub«le  fluids,  impacts,  essences, 
8elf>working  tools,  uncaused  efllectB,  and  all 
Those  blind  Omniscients,  those  Almighty  Slaves, 
Untenanting  creation  of  its  God. 


But  properties  are  God :  the  naked  mass 
(If  mass  there  be,  frntastic  Guess  or  Ghost) 
Acts  only  by  its  inactivity. 
Here  we  pause  humbly.    Othen  boldlier  dunk 
That  as  one  body  seems  the  aggregate 
Of  Atoms  numberless,  each  organized ; 
So,  by  a  strange  and  dim  similitude, 
Infiniie  myriads  of  selikwnKious  minds 
Are  one  all-oonscious  Spirit,  which  informs 
With  absirfute  ubiquity  of  thought 
(His  one  eternal  selfeffirming  Act !) 
All  his  involved  Monads,  that  yet  seem 
With  various  province  and  apt  agency 
Each  to  purrae  its  own  seli^ntering  end. 
Some  nurse  the  infant  diamond  in  the  mine ; 
Some  roll  the  genial  juices  through  die  oak; 
Some  drive  the  mutinous  clouds  to  dash  in  air. 
And  rushing  on  the  storm  with  whirlwind  spaed, 
Yoke  the  red  Bghming  to  their  volleying  car. 
Thtrn  tbmB  ponae  dieir  never-var3ring  oourse, 
lid  eddy  in  their  strsam.    Othen,  more  wild, 
Wtt  conplei  inleresti  weaving  human  frteit 
Dvteoos  or  proud,  alike  obedmntMtt, 
Evalfv  Ab  pnetm  of  9tami  good. 


And  what  if  some  rebellious,  o*er  dark  realmi 
Arrogate  power  f  yet  these  train  up  to  God, 
And  on  the  rode  eye,  unconfirm'd  for  day. 
Flash  ineteor4ights  better  than  total  gloom. 
As  ere  from  Lieule-Oaive's  vapory  head 
The  Laplander  beholds  the  frr^iff  Sun 
Dart  his  slant  beam  on  unobeying  snows; 
While  yet  the  stem  and  wlitary  Night 
Brooks  no  alternate  sway,  the  Boreal  Bfbm 
Widi  mimic  lustre  substitutes  its  gleam. 
Guiding  his  course  or  by  Niemi  lake 
Or  Balda-Zhiok,*  or  die  mossy  stone 
Of  Sol&r'kapper,t  while  the  snowy  blast 
Drifbi  arrowy  by,  or  eddies  round  his  sledge, 
Making  the  poor  babe  at  its  modier's  back| 
Scream  in  iti  scantf  cradle :  he  the  while 
Wins  gende  solace  as  with  upward  eye 
He  marks  the  streamy  banners  of  the  Nordi, 
Thinking  himself  those  happy  spirits  shall  join 
Who  there  in  floating  robes  of  rosy  light 
Dance  sportively.    For  Fancy  is  the  Power 
That  first  unsensualises  the  dark  mind. 
Giving  it  new  delights ;  and  bids  it  swell 
With  wild  activity ;  and  peo[ding  air. 
By  obscure  fears  of  Beings  invisible. 
Emancipates  it  from  the  grosser  thrall 
Of  the  present  impulse,  teaching  Selfcontrol, 
Till  Snpersdtian  with  unconscious  hand 
Seat  Reason  on  her  throne.    Wherefore  not  vain, 
Nor  yet  widiout  permitted  power  impress'd, 
I  deem'd  those  legends  terrible,  with  which 
The  polar  ancient  thrills  his  uncoudi  throng; 
Whether  of  pit3ring  Spirits  that  make  dieir  moan 
O'er  shuig^ter'd  infimts,  or  that  Giant  Bird 
Vuokho,  of  whose  rushing  wings  the  noise 
Is  Tempest,  when  die  unutterable  shaped 
Speeds  from  the  mother  of  Death,  and  utters  once 
lliat  shriek,  which  never  Murderer  heard  and  lived. 
Or  if  the  Greenland  Wizard  in  strange  trance 
Pierces  the  untravell'd  realms  of  Ocean's  bed 
(Where  live  the  innocent,  as  far  from  cares 
As  from  the  storms  and  overwhelming  waves 
Dark  tumbling  on  the  surface  of  the  deep). 
Over  the  abysm,  even  to  that  uttermost  cave 
By  misshaped  prodigies  beleaguer'd,  such 
As  Earth  ne'er  bred,  nor  Air,  nor  die  uj^ier  Sea. 

There  dwells  the  Fury  Form,  whose  unheard 
name 
With  eager  eye,  pale  cheek,  suspended  breath, 


*  BaUt,  ZMiek ;  i.  e.  moiu  alUtudmis,  the  highest  moimlsia 
in  Lapland. 

t  89{far  Kmpper;  eapithim  BoNhr,  hio  loeoi  onuuinn  qnot- 
qnot  vetenim  Lappooam  rapentitio  ncriflcui  ralickMoqiiecii)- 
tai  dedieaTit.  celebratiMimoi  erat.  in  parte  linna  atatrahs  ritns 
■eaumilliarH  ipatio  a  man  diataoa.  Ipaelocna,  quem  carioattadi 
gratia  aliqoando  roe  invisine  memint.  duaboa  prealtii  lapidibm, 
aibi  inTicem  oppoaitit,  qoonim  alter  moaco  circemdatui  ant, 
ooMtabat.— ZaMintv  D*  Lavpomibmt. 

X  The  Lapland  Women  camr  their  infants  at  their  back  in  a 
piece  of  exeavated  wood,  which  lenrea  them  for  a  cradle. 
Oppoaite  to  the  infant**  month  there  is  a  hole  for  it  to  breathe 
tfaroagfa.— Mirandam  prorsoa  est  el  vix  eredibiie  nisi  eoi  TidiBset 
oootigit.  Lapponeshyeoie  iter  (acientea  per  ▼aataamontaa.per- 
qns  horrida  et  inria  tesqaa,  eo  presertim  tanpora  qno  onsnia 
psrpelais  niribua  obteeu  sunt  et  nives  Tenlis  agitsatar  etin 
gyraa  sgmtiur,  vism  ad  deslinata  Iocs  absque  errors  hiTamra 
poass,  lactsntens  antma  infkBtem  si  qoem  hshaal,  Vqn^  tMiia 
in  doiso  bajnist,  la  excaTSto  &ino  ^G'we&.'k  VqA  v««mK^  fCM^ 
pro  eoois  ntontor :  hi  hoe  infkos  ysmus  «\  pe\&Vsa  «MC««>A^Ba 
eoffigatos  jaeet— /<«isiMif  JH  JLsppeaihM. 

$  JaibsM  Aibmo.  ^_ 
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And  lipi  half«peoiiiff  widi  the  dread  of  ■otmd, 
Uuleeping  SUenoe  guaidi,  worn  out  with  fear, 
Leat,  haply  aacaping  oo  aome  treacherooa  blaa^ 
The  fetefol  word  let  alip  the  Elementa, 
And  fieniy  Nature.    Tet  the  wiard  her, 
Aim'd  with  TorngamckV  power,  the  Spirit  of 

Good, 
Foroea  to  unchain  the  fiiodfiil  progeny 
Of  the  Ooaaa's  atzeanu — ^Wild  phantanea!  yet  wiae, 
On  the  victorioua  goodneaa  of  High  God 
Teaching  Reliance,  and  Medicinal  Hope, 
Till  fiom  Bethabim  northward,  heavenly  Troth, 
Wilh^^ual  atepa  winning  her  difficult  way, 
TVanafer  their  rude  Faith  peifected  and  pniew 

If  there  be  Beingi  of  higher  dan  than  MaOt 
I  deem  no  noUer  province  they  poMeai, 
Than  by  diapoaal  of  apt  dreumatance 
To  rear  up  Kingdoma:  and  the  deeda  diey  ftotapt, 
Dietinguiahing  from  mortal  agency. 
They  chooae  their  human  miniaten  from  anch  atatea 
Afl  still  the  Epic  aong  half  foara  to  name, 
Repell'd  from  all  the  Minatrelaea  that  strike 
The  Palace-roof  and  soothe  the  Monarch's  pride. 

And  such,  peihaps,  the  Spirit,  who  (if  words 
Witneas*d  by  answering  deeds  may  claim  our  Faith) 
Held  commune  vrith  that  warrioMnaid  of  France 
Who  seourged  the  Invader.    From  her  in&nt  daya. 
With  Wiadom,  Mother  of  retired  Thoughts, 
Her  soul  had  dwelt;  and  ahe  was  quick  to  mark 
The  good  and  evil  thing,  in  human  lore 
Undisciplined.    For  lowly  was  her  Birth, 
And  Heaven  had  doom'd  her  eariy  years  to  Toil, 
That  pure  from  Tjrranny's  least  deed,  herself 
Unfear*d  by  Fellow-natures,  she  might  wait 
On  the  poor  Laboring  man  with  kindly  looks. 
And  minister  refreshment  to  the  tired 
Way-wanderer,  when  along  the  rough-hewn  Bench 
The  sweltry  man  had  stretch'd  him,  and  aloft 
Vacantly  watch'd  the  rudely  pictured  board 
Which  on  die  Mulberry-bough  with  welcome  creak 
Swung  to  the  pleasant  breexe.    Here,  too,  the  Maid 
Learnt  more  than  Schools  could  teach:  Man'a  shift- 

ingmind. 
His  Vioea  and  his  Sorrows !  And  full  oft 
At  Tales  of  cruel  Wrong  and  strange  Distress 
Had  wept  and  shiver'd.    To  the  tottering  £3d 
Still  as  a  Daughter  would  she  nm:  she  placed 
His  cold  Limbs  at  the  sunny  Door,  and  loved 
To  hear  him  story,  in  his  garrulous  sort, 
Of  his  eventful  yean,  all  come  and  gone. 

So  twenty  seasons  pest    The  Virgin*s  Fonn, 
Acttre  and  tall,  nor  ^oth  nor  Luxury 
Had  ahrunk  or  palod.    Her  front  sublime  and  broad. 
Her  flexile  eye4)rows  wildly  hair'd  and  low. 
And  her  full  e3re,  now  bright,  now  unillum'd. 
Spake  more  than  Woman's  Thought;  and  all  her 
fece 


•  They  esB  the  Good  Spirit  TorMraraaek.  Tha  othar  gmst 
b«t  i—Ksnsnt  spirit  ta  a  nanaleM  Fanala;  iha  dwdb  endar 
tiM  Ma  in  a  fiaat  booia.  whtm  tha  ean  deteia  in  eapMtj  aB 
theancMakoftheoeeaBhyharanciopowar.  Wbaiadeailh 
balUli  tha  Oraaolandan,  an  Amakok  or  magklaB  iMit  BBdar> 
take  a  joamtf  thkher.  He  paMei  thnmfh  the  UngdaM  of 
soaH  ovar  Ml  horribla  abyss  into  the  Palaea  of  thii  phaelaai, 
Mi^Ar  AirMa&afltaMaito  oaaMf  Hweaptiveaealaras  to  ssBMid 


Was  moulded  to  such  features  as  declared 
That  Pity  there  had  oft  and  strongly  work'd. 
And  sometimes  Indignation.    Bold  her  mien. 
And  like  a  haughty  Huntress  of  the  woods 
She  mov'd :  yet  sure  ahe  was  a  gentle  maid ! 
And  in  each  motion  her  most  innocent  soul 
Beam'd  ferth  so  brightly,  that  who  saw  woold  My 
Guilt  was  a  thing  impossiMe  in  her ! 
Nor  idly  would  have  said — for  she  had  Ured 
In  this  bad  World  as  in  a  place  of  Tombs, 
And  tonch'd  not  tl^  pollntioos  of  the  Dead. 

Twaa  Ae  cold  season,  when  the  Rustic's  tj^ 
YfOBi  die  drear  desolate  whiteness  of  his  fields 
Rolls  fer  relief  to  watch  the  skiey  tints 
And  clouds  slow  varying  their  huge  imagery ; 
When  now,  as  she  was  wont,  the  healthftil  Maid 
Had  left  her  pallet  ere  one  beam  of  day 
Slanted  the  fbg-smoke.    She  went  forth  alone. 
Urged  by  the  indwelling  angel-guide,  that  oft. 
With  dim  inexplicable  sympathies 
Disquieting  the  Heart,  shapes  out  Man's  course 
To  the  predoom'd  adventure.     Now  the  ascent 
She  climbs  of  that  steep  upland,  on  whose  top 
The  Pilgrim-Man,  who  long  since  eve  had  watch'd 
The  alien  shine  of  unconceming  Stars, 
Shouts  to  himself,  there  first  the  Abbey-lights 
Seen  in  Neofchatel's  vale ;  now  slopes  adown 
The  winding  sheep-track  vale-ward :  when,  befadd 
In  the  first  entrance  of  the  level  road 
An  unattended  Team !  The  foremost  h<»se 
Lay  with  stretch'd  limbs ;  the  others,  yet  alive. 
But  stifiT  and  cold,  stood  motionless,  their  manes 
Hoar  with  the  frozen  night^dews.     Dismally 
The  dork-red  down  now  glimmer'd ;  but  iia  gleams 
Disclosed  no  face  of  man.    The  Maiden  paused. 
Then  hail'd  who  might  be  near.    No  voice  replied. 
From  the  thwart  wain  at  length  there  reach'd  her 

ear 
A  sound  so  feeble  that  it  almost  seero'd 
Dbtant :  and  feebly,  with  slow  eflbrt  push'd, 
A  miserable  man  crept  forth :  his  limbs 
The  silent  frost  had  eat,  scathing  like  fire. 
Faint  cm  the  shafls  he  rested.    She,  meantime. 
Saw  crowded  close  beneath  the  coverture 
A  mother  and  her  children — lifeless  all, 
Yet  lovely !  not  a  lineament  vras  marr'd— 
Death  had  put  on  so  slumber-like  a  form ! 
It  was  a  (Hteous  sight ;  and  one,  a  babe. 
The  crisp  milk  frosen  on  its  innocent  lips. 
Lay  on  the  woman's  arm,  its  little  hand 
Stretch'd  on  her  boaom. 


Mutely  queationing, 
Tlie  Maid  gazed  wildly  at  the  Uving  wretch. 
He,  his  head  feebly  turning,  on  the  group 
Look'd  with  a  vacant  stare,  and  his  eye  spoke 
The  drowsy  pang  that  steals  on  wonHMit  anguiah. 
She  shudder'd :  but,  each  vainer  pang  subdiMd, 
Quick  disentangling  from  the  foremost  horse 
The  rustie  bands,  virilh  difficulty  and  toil 
The  stiff  eramp'd  team  forced  homeward.    There 

arrived. 
Anxiously  tends  him  she  with  healing  herbs. 
And  weeps  and  prays— but  the  numb  power  of  Deafli 
Spreads  o'er  his  limbs ;  and  ere  the  noontide  hour, 
lite  hovering  spirits  of  his  Wife  and  Babea 
Hail  him>iTOWiftrtiil  ^ei  ooadiYaa  vh^c^ 


JUVENILE  P0E1I& 


Hi 


imeini|itioni  long  Iram  ^iMtly  throei^ 
oiee  had  Altered  out  thit  ample  Ida. 

B  TiDage*  wbara  he  dwelt  an  Hnabandman, 
idaii  inroad  had  bean  aeised  and  fired 
BO  die  yeetereTening.    With  hia  wife 
ittie  onea  he  hurried  hia  eacape. 
aaw  the  neighhoiing  HanUeta  flame,  they 

heard 
randdirieiDi!  and  teneretmck  drove  on 
igh  anfieqnented  roadi,  a  weaiy  way ! 
tw  nor  hooM  nor  cottage.    AU  had  qnench'd 
erening  hearth-£re :  fiv  the  ahum  had  ipread. 
jr  dipt  keen,  the  night  waa  &ng'd  with  fioit, 
tbey  piO¥iiiooIe« !  Tlie  weeping  wile 
aii'd  her  children'a  moana ;    and  itill  they 

raoan'd, 
in^  and  Cdd  and  Hunger  drank  their  life, 
cknad  their  eyea  in  ileepb  nor  knew  't  was 

Death, 
ily,  laihing  hit  o'er>wearied  team, 
i  a  tad  reapite,  till  betide  die  baae 
B  hi^  hiU  hit  foremoat  hofae  dropped  dead, 
bopelett,  ttrengthlttt,  aick  for  lack  of  food, 
apt  baneeth  die  oorertore,  entranced, 
ittken'd  by  the  maidwiM  Snrh  hit  tale. 

!  aoflbring  to  die  hm^  of  what  waa  aofier^d, 
widi  too  keen  a  ajrmpatfay,  the  Maid 
ed  with  moYing  ^a,  mole,  ttartful,  dark ! 
K>w  her  flnh'd  tomultoooa  featuret  thot 
atraoge  Yiradty,  at  fiiet  the  eye 
ieery  Fancy^raaBd !  and  now  once  more 
i  ttid  Yoid,  and  fix'd,  and  all  within 
mquiet  tileooe  of  confuted  thought 
ihapeleai  feehnga.    For  a  mighty  hand 
rtroag  upon  l^er,  till  in  the  heat  of  toul 
a  high  Idll-top  tracing  back  her  tteps, 
the  beacon,  up  wfaoae  tmoulder'd  ttcmet 
ender  ivy-tnili  crept  thinly,  there, 
lacioua  of  the  driving  element, 
iwaUow*d  up  in  the  ominout  dream,  ihe.aate 
ly  at  broad-eyed  I9uraber!  a  dim  anguiih 
led  from  her  look!  and  itill,  with  pant  and  tob, 
be  toil'd  to  flee,  and  ttill  lubdued* 
in  inevitable 


OB  aa  aha  toil'd  in  troublout  ecttaty,' 
Hrror  of  great  darknett  wrapt  her  round, 
t  voice  uttered  forth  unearthly  tonet, 
ng  her  toul— >«  O  Thou  of  the  Mott  High 
n,  whom  all  the  perfected  in  Heaven 
d 


IbOowiiff  IhcBMBti  wtit  iatanded  la  flbrai  part  of  the 
irkt.  fliMhtd.] 

"Maid  beloved  of  Heaven!** 
er  the  tntolary  Power  eiclaim'd) 
the  adventurout  progeny 
> ,'  foul  mitrionariet  of  foul  tire, 
)  to  regain  the  loitea  of  that  hour 
I  Love  roae  glittering,  and  hit  gorgeout  wingt 
the  abyit  fluttered  with  inch  glad  noiae, 
lat  time  after  kmg  and  peatfnl  calmi, 
afimy  ihapea  and  mitcreated  lifb 
lifllf  die  vaiC  Factfic,  die  fretfa  breeie 
OB  dto  mafehant^ail  Ofrimag:.    Night 


Sent  iSxth,  when  the  die  PtatoplaaC  befaeU 
Stand  beanteoua  on  Conftawm'a  rlMmnHHl  wave. 
Moaning  the  fled,  and  entered  the  Pkofliand 
That  leiida  with  downward  windinga  to  the  Cava 
Of  daiknett  palpable,  Deaert  of  Death 
Sunk  deep  beneath  Gdienna'a  matty  rootb 
There  many  a  datelett  age  the  Beldame  lurk'd 
And  trembled ;  till  engender*d  by  fierce  Hato, 
Fierce  Hato  and  gloomy  Hope,  a  Dream  aroie. 
Shaped  like  a  black  ckmd  mark'd  wi&  tiraaka  of 

fire. 
It  routed  die  Hell-Hag :  the  the  dew  damp  wiped 
From  oflf  her  brow,  and  through  the  uncouth  maae 
Retraced  her  ttepi ;  but  ere  the  leaeh'd  the  mouth 
Of  that  drear  labyrindi,  thuddering  the  panaad. 
Nor  dared  re-enter  die  diminiah'd  Gulf. 
At  through  the  dark  vanlta  of  aome  moiiUer*d 

Tower 
(Which,  fearful  to  approach,  the  evening  IGifd 
Circlet  at  dittance  in  hit  homeward  way) 
Tlie  windt  breathe  hollow,  deem*d  the  pl«inimr  gnNUi 
Of  priton'd  tpiritt ;  with  tuch  fearfld  voice 
Night  murmur'd,  and  die  tound  through  Chaoa  went 
Leap*d  at  her  call  her  hideoot-ironted  brood  I 
A  dark  beheat  they  heard,  and  ruth'd  on  earth ; 
Since  that  tad  hour,  in  Campa  and  Couna  adored, 
Rebela  from  God,  uod  Monarcht  o'er  Bfankind !** 


From  hit  obacure  haunt 
Shriek*d  Fear,  of  Cruelty  die  ghattly  Dam, 
Feverith  3ret  freezing,  eager-paced  yet  dow, 
At  the  that  creepa  from  forth  her  twampy  raedt, 
Ague,  the  bifbim  Hag !  when  early  fi^prtog 
on  the  marrii-bred  vapors 


*•  Even  to**  (die  ezuldng  Maiden  taid) 
«  The  tainted  Heraldt  of  Good  Tidingi  fell. 
And  thus  they  witnetB'd  God !  But  now  die  cloudt 
Treading,  and  ttormt  beneath  their  feet,  they  loar 
Higher,  and  higher  toar,  and  toaring  ting 
Loud  songi  of  Triumph !  O  ye  tpiritt  of  God, 
Hover  around  my  mortal  agoniet !" 
She  spake,  and  inttanUy  frint  melody 
Meltt  on  her  ear,  toothing  and  sad,  and  slow^ — 
Such  Measures,  ss  at  calmest  midnight  heard 
^  aged  Heimit  in  his  holy  dream. 
Foretell  and  solace  death ;  and  now  they  rise 
Louder,  as  when  with  harp  and  mingled  voice 
The  white-robed*  multitude  of  slaughtor*d  saints 
At  Heaven's  wideopen'd  portals  gratulant 
Receive  some  mar^d  Puriot   The  harmony 
Entranced  the  Maid,  till  each  suspended  sense 
Brief  dumber  seised,  and  confused  ecstasy. 

At  length  awakening  slow,  she  gazed  around : 
And  through  a  Mist,  the  relic  of  that  trance 
Still  thinning  as  she  gazed,  an  Isle  appeared. 
Its  high,  o*er-hanging,  white,  broad-breasted  difii^ 
Glass'd  on  the  subject  ocean.    A  vast  plain 
Stietch'd  opposite,  where  ever  and  anon 


•  RersL  ri.  9. 11.  And  wh«i  hs  hwl  oiMasd  the  flfUi  sesl,  I 
saw  under  the  altar  tlM  sooli  of  Umm  that  wen  ilaialsi^kM 
woid  orGod,BDdfbt  die  tssdsDOUf  vilttdbi3M|\NjyL   haA> 
wbke  robes  wwa  giveii  onto  snty  oaa  ot  ^Sbasa,  aai*iBk>ina 
/ssjd  ooto  them  thst  they  shooU  leitTali  fsc  a.  ^isAia  «sssnA« 
faatiftbeirAOowservaali  also  and  tMbc  \iNflka«a,^aMX  dD«d& 
6e  kilM  aa  IhoF  iwe,  shoald  ba  MfiiaaL. 


OOLERUXSErS  POETICAL  WORKS. 


The  Plow-mm,  ibUowing  tad  hit  meagre  teun, 
Tam'd  up  frodi  iculli  unttutled,  and  the  bonea 
Of  fierce  hate-braadiing  combatants,  who  diere 
All  mingled  lay  benea^  the  common  earth, 
Death*8  gloomy  reconcilement !  O'er  the  Fielda 
Step!  a  &ir  ibrm,  repairing  all  ahe  might, 
Her  templea  oliYe-wreathed ;  and  where  ahe  trod 
Freah  fiowereta  roae,  and  many  a  ibodfiil  herb. 
But  wan  her  cheek,  her  footsteps  insecure, 
And  anxxNis  pleasure  beam'd  in  her  fidnt  eye. 
As  ahe  had  newly  left  a  couch  of  pain. 
Pale  Convaleacent !  (yet  some  time  lo  rule 
With  power  exclusive  o'er  the  willing  world. 
That  Uess'd  prophetic  mandate  then  fulfill'd. 
Peace  be  oo  Earth !)  A  happy  while,  but  brief^ 
She  aeem'd  to  wander  with  assiduous  feet, 
And  heal'd  the  recent  harm  of  chill  and  blight. 
And  nursed  each  plant  that  fair  and  yirtuous  grew. 

But  soon  a  deep  precurriTe  sound  moan'd  hollow: 
Bfack  rose  the  clouds,  and  now  (as  in  a  dream) 
Their  reddening  shapes,  transformed  to  Warrior* 

hosts. 
Conned  o'er  the  Sky,  and  battled  in  mid-air. 
Nor  did  not  tfie  large  blood-drops  fall  from  Heaven 
Pbrtentooa !  while  aloft  were  seen  to  float. 
Like  hideous  ftatures  booming  on  the  mist. 
Wan  Stains  of  ominous  Light !  Resign'd,  yet  sad. 
The  ikar  Form  bowed  her  olive-crowned  Brow, 
Then  o*er  the  plain  widi  oft-reverted  eye 
Fled  till  a  Place  of  Tombs  she  roach'd,  and  there 
Within  a  mined  Sepulchre  obscure 
Found  Hiding-place. 

The  delegated  Maid 
Gaied  through  her  tears,  then  in  sad  tones  exclaim'd, 
**  Tbou  mild-eyed  Form !  wherefore,  ah !  wherefore 

fledf 
The  power  of  Justice,  like  a  name  all  Light, 
Shooe  fifom  thy  brow ;  but  all  they,  who  unhlamed 
Dwelt  in  thy  dwellings,  call  thee  Happiness. 
Ah !  why,  uninjured  and  unprofited. 
Should  multitudea  against  their  brethren  rush  f 
Why  sow  they  guilt,  still  reaping  Misery  f 
Lenient  of  care,  thy  songs,  O  Peace !  are  sweet. 
As  after  showers  the  peifumed  gale  of  eve, 
That  flings  the  cool  drops  on  a  (everoua  cheek: 
And  gay  the  grassy  altar  piled  with  fruits. 
But  boasti  the  shnne  of  Dsmon  War  one  charm. 
Save  that  with  many  an  orgie  strange  and  foul. 
Dancing  around  with  interwoven  arms. 
The  Maniac  Suicide  and  Giant  Murder 
Exult  in  their  fierce  union  7  I  am  sad. 
And  know  not  why  the  simple  Peasants  crowd 
Beneath  the  Chieftains*  standard !"  Thus  the  Maid. 


To  her  the  tutelary  Spirit  replied : 
"  When  Luxury  and  Lust's  eihausted  stores 
No  more  can  rouse  the  appetites  of  Kings ; 
When  the  low  flattery  of  their  reptile  Lords 
Falls  flat  and  heavy  on  the  accustom'd  ear ; 
When  Eunuchs  sing,  and  Fools  bufifooneiy  make, 
And  Dancers  writhe  their  hsriot-limbs  in  vain; 
Then  War  and  all  its  dreMl  vidssitiides 
Pleamgljr  agiimte  duir  stagnant  Hearti ; 
/^  Aty»a^  itr  ^ug^  jtg  yictoriet,  im  defeata, 
^'P^  tfoymlty'B  keen  condiment ! 
^»err/i»v  uauyured  and  unproSled 


(Victims  at  once  and  Executionera), 
The  congregated  Husbandmen  lay  waste 
Tlie  Vineyard  and  the  Harvest    As  long 
Tlie  Bothnic  coast,  or  southward  of  the  Line, 
Tliough  hush'd  the  Winds  and  cbudless  the  high 

Noon, 
Tet  if  Leviathan,  weary  of  ease. 
In  sports  unwieldy  toss  his  Island-bulk, 
Ocean  behind  him  billows,  and  before 
A  stMm  of  waves  breaks  foamy  on  tfie  strand. 
And  hence,  for  timea  and  seasons  Moody  and  dark. 
Short  Peace  ahall  skin  the  wounds  of  causeless  War, 
And  War,  his  strained  sinews  knit  anew. 
Still  violate  the  unfinish'd  works  of  P^ce. 
But  yonder  look !  for  more  demands  thy  view!** 
He  said :  and  straightway  from  the  opposite  Ue 
A  Vapor  sailed,  as  when  a  cloud,  exhaled 
From  Egypt's  fields  that  steam  hot  pestilence. 
Travels  the  sky  for  many  a  trackless  league. 
Till  o'er  some  Death-doom'd  land,  distant  in  vain. 
It  broods  incumbent.    Forthwith  from  the  Plain, 
Facing  the  Isle,  a  brighter  cknid  arose, 
And  steer'd  its  course  which  way  the  Vapor  went. 

The  Maiden  paused,  musing  what  this  might  moaik 
But  long  time  paas'd  not,  ere  that  brighter  cloud 
Retum'd  more  bright ;  along  the  plain  it  swept ; 
And  soon  from  forth  its  bursting  sides  emerged 
A  daading  form,  broad-boaom'd,  bold  of  eye. 
And  wild  her  hair,  save  where  with  laurels  boon^ 
Not  more  migestic  stood  the  healing  God, 
When  from  his  bow  the  arrow  sped  that  slew 
Huge  Python.    Shriek'd  Ambition's  giant  throng, 
And  with  them  hiss'd  the  Locust-fiez^  that  crawl'd 
And  glitter'd  in  Corruption's  slimy  track. 
Great  was  their  wrath,  for  short  they  knew  their 

reign; 
And  such  commotion  made  they,  and  uproar. 
As  when  the  mad  Tornado  bellows  through 
The  guilty  islands  of  the  western  main. 
What  time  departing  from  their  native  shotee, 
Eboe,  or  Koromantyn'a*  plain  of  Palms, 


*  Ths  riaiFss  in  the  Wast-Indiei  eoonder  death  as  a 
lo  their  native  ooontrj.  Thii  KntiBient  it  thos  «pfe«ed  is 
the  introdaetaoD  to  a  Greek  Priae-Ode  on  the  StsTe-Tnide,  of 
which  the  ideas  are  hetter  than  the  lancuage  in  which  thsf 
an  conveied. 

fl  9K0TOV  rvXa(,  Oavartt  rpoXcirwv 
Be  ycvef  vwnioit  vxa^sv^jStv  A.rf 
Ov  (cvf«^  fp  ycni«#v  fnrapayftoi ; 

Ov^*  oAoAvy/iw, 

AXXa  Koc  cvkXoktc  ;(^o/»eirvirof(rt 
K*aff/uin*y  Xff '  ^^P^  t^^^  ^^* 
AXX*  ofttts  EXcv9cpif  ffvvotccff, 

Srvyvc  TvpavM ! 

AaffKioK  nu  wTt(nyto9t  erin 
A  I  ^oXmrriov  maOopttmi  oiSfia 
AiOtpovXayrois  viro  nova*  avun 

narftti  hr*  tuav. 

HvOa  fiav  ILpaeat  Bpyftcvqeiv 
A/i^i  sifyiitftv  mrpcvwv  vr*  aXmtVf 
OirvVve  Pf9T9is  fKoBm  fiporat^  ra 

Afiva  Xcyevsi. 


LmftAL  TEAlfBLAnON. 

Iisa«k«  0iaOallaaQ(l>«AQnMa,O\kaia&\ 
lakad  tiWb  Hkaa'.  T\wa  ^w^hoWa 


SIBYLUNB  T.BATWfl. 


rt,  wd  itagtmce  nk  of  HcBTen. 

jw  taSaanco,  the  anwIwIaBiniB  plu 

H  ftolBt  iifi  to  imM  Ac  Uom  ! 
~      '    1.  niwiDbliKid! 


naSonftal  nm  (nFraedom,  n 


bdorad.  Bid  Dd((aM  of  Bmtoi!'* 


Tt  bar  Aa  nudu;  %irit 


■■  ^  ba  Ar  tM(  Oaao— Sura  Ih^  Canntiy ! " 


-  Clmy  (a  Tbce.  F*ih«r  of  Euih  ud  Haana! 
All-canadDiii  Fraaancg  of  tba  Itniiana ! 
Nitore'i  vait  ErwHicUiig  EDei|f  ! 
In  Vm,  in  Daad,  Impulaa  of  AU  to  AU ! 
Whelhar  %  lore  wiih  miTafiaetad  nf 
Baam  on  tba  PnqibM'*  purged  ajt.  Or  if 
DBonog  mloa  Iha  anfliudaM.  wild  of  »*™»glit 
Scalier  aaw  fhnuiea  on  dia  ioAelad  thnng, 
Thou  both  nwpuiiig  and  pndonmmg  bodi. 
Fit  iDnnmsnU  and  beat,  of  parfect  and : 
Otoiy  lo  Tbea,  Filher  of  Eanh  and  BmTaii!" 


More  wild  aod  walla  and  daacdale  ihan  nhera 
Hie  wbiLa  bear,  drifting  m  i  field  of  ie 
"      '■  10  her  niidcr'd  cQba  wich  pitaou 


JbClisUinr  ftejomt. 


:.  POEMS  OCCASIONED  BY  POLITICAL 
EVENTS  OR  FEJSLINGS  CONNECTED 
WITH  THEH. 


ippear  In  nortali.  The  aecaid  Slioiilia  ealk 
ta  lo  auipeod  their  prinle  joya  and  aonmn, 
and  devote  Itaeio  for  a  nhile  (a  dia  cauMi  of  Immui 
nature  in  general.  The  Gnl  Epode  apnka  of  dw 
Empreai  of  RuHia,  who  died  of  so  tpofltvf  on  dia 
]7th  of  Niivembcr,  1796  \  having  juat  oonclnded  a 
nitaiiliiry  tmif  with  the  Singa  combtned  agiirat 
Franco.  The  firat  and  lecond  Anliurofihe  docriba 
the  Image  of  the  Departing  Year,  etc.  bb  in  a  viiion. 
Tike  aeomd  Epode  prupheaiea.  in  angiuidi  of  apuit* 
■he  down&U  Vt  Ihii  country. 


(»E  TO  THE  DEPARTING  TEAR.' 

Tt*  al  ^1  Ititis  IfSa^mhi  ntnt 
Ir^afci,  Ttpdmrt  ffBi/iliiiiifniilns- 

Akhyl.  Agam.  ISU. 


TbaOda  eonaBanea  wiA  an  Addiea  to  the  Dirina 
'  ~  K^  dial  tagnlalaa  inio  one  TMl  tenooDT  an 
Ik  of  tiaok  hOHctai  cabmitoui : 

*nk  Mi  ^a  (MMaid  aa  tti  Mb  Bfc  a^  au  An  / 


When  Id! 


Hull 
riKwd  ■lillnm 


Ibldi  lar  waving  on  the  wind, 
pv  the  train  of  the  DxruiTiMa  Ytia! 
Starring  fWrni  my  dleat  Mdneaa, 
Than  with  no  unholy  iDndnea, 
£je  yot  the  enter'd  cloud  (brecloaed  my  nght» 


i  Ihe 
flight. 


n. 


From  Diitemper'a  midnight  a^Tfii'h ; 
ki  Ihenea,  where  I\)Verty  dolh  waaia  and  Ungui 
Or  triiere.  hn  two  bright  nrchia  bhaiding. 

Lore  illaminea  manhood'a  maie  ; 

Or  where,  o'er  cradled  inbnla  benbit^, 

Hope  hai  fii'd  her  wiahTol  gna. 


C0LERIDGI7S  POETICAL  WORKS. 


Bf  Tima't  wild  Iwrp^  and  bf  die  hud 
Whan  inde&ligable  swoep 
RakM  its  &tefal  itringa  from  ttoep^ 
I  bid  yoQ  hattdi  a  mix'd  tumultaoai  band! 
Fnan  every  priTate  bower, 

And  eadi  domertic  hearth, 
HMte  tot  one  aoleniii  boor ; 
And  with  a  load  and  yet  a  loiidcr  ^oioa^ 
(yer  NatDie  uraggluig  in  portentoui  birth 

Weep  and  rqoioe ! 
Still  eehoao  the  dieed  Name  diat  o*er  die  eartii 
Let  ilip  the  atoim,  and  woke  die  brood  oT  Hell : 

And  DOW  advance  in  ■aindy  Jubilee 
JiMlice  and  Tnith !  They  too  have  heard  thy  spell. 
They  loo  obey  thy  namo,  Divineat  Liberty ! 

IIL 

I  nark'd  Ambition  in  hia  v^iu^anay! 

I  heard  the  mailed  Monarch*!  troublona  ciy^- 
"Ah!  wherefore  does  the  Northern  ConquereMttay! 
Groana  not  her  chariot  on  ita  onward  way  7'* 
Fly.  mailed  Monarch,  fly ! 
Stunn'd  by  Death's  twice  mortal  mace, 
No  more  on  Murder's  lurid  6ce 
The  inaatiale  hag  shall,  gloat  i»ith  drunken  eye ! 
Manes  of  die  unnuroher'd  slain ! 
Ye  that  gasp'd  on  Wprsaw's  plaiirt 
Ye  that  erst  at  Ismail's  tower, 
When  human  ruin  choked  the  streams. 

Fell  in  conquest's  glutted  hour, 
'Mid  women's  shrieks  and  infants*  screams ! 
of  the  unooffin'd  slain, 
Sodden  Masts  of  triumph  swelling. 
Oft,  at  night,  in  misty  train. 

Rush  aroimd  her  narrow  dwelling ! 
The  exterminating  fiend  is  fled — 

(Fool  her  life,  and  dark  her  doom) 
Mighty  armies  of  the  dead 

Dance  like  death-fires  round  her  tomb! 
Then  with  prophetic  song  relate. 
Each  aome  tyrant-murderer's  late  I 

IV. 

Departing  Year !  't  was  on  no  earthly  shore 
My  soul  beheld  thy  vision !  Where  alone, 
Voiceleas  and  stem,  before  the  cloudy  throne. 
Aye  Memory  sits :  thy  robe  inscribed  widi  gore. 
With  many  an  unimaginable  groan 
Thou  storied'st  thy  sad  hours !  Silence  ensoed. 
Deep  silence  o'er  the  ethereal  multitude. 
Whose  locks  widi  wreaths,  whose  wreadn  with 
glories  shone. 
Then,  his  eye  wild  ardors  glancing, 
From  the  choired  Gods  advancing. 
The  Spirit  of  the  Earth  made  reverence  meet, 
And  stood  up,  beautiful,  before  the  dondy  seat 

V. 

Tliroughout  die  bhssful  throng, 

Hu^'d  were  harp  and  song : 
Till  wheehng  roond  the  throne  the  lampada  aeven 

(Tlie  myatic  Words  of  Heaven)^ 

Permissive  signal  make : 
77t&  fuvBDtBpini  bow'd,  Uian  qmd  Ui  wnqpi  and 
'    MpaJtef 


**  Thou  in  stormy  Uacknesa  tfanoiof 

Love  and  uncreated  Light, 
Bjy  the  Earth'i  misolaced  groaning, 
Sein  thy  terrors.  Arm  of  mightl 
By  Peace  with  proflei'd  inauU  sacred* 
Masked  Hate  and  envying  Sconi ! 
By  Years  of  Havoc  yet  unboni! 
And  Hm^ier's  bosom  to  die  frost>windM  bared: 
But  chief  by  Afric's  wrongs^ 

Strange,  horrible,  and  foul ! 
Bjy  what  deep  guilt  bekoga 
Todw  deaf  Sjmod,' fall  of  giAa  and  hoe!' 
By  WeaUh's  insensate  laugh !  by  Torture's  howl 
Avenger,  rise ! 
For  ever  shall  the  thanklem  Island  scowl, 
*Hm  quiver  ftdl,  and  with  unbroken  bow  f 
Speak!  flom  thy  stonn-black  Heaven,  O  speak  aloi 

And  on  the  darkling  foe 
Open  thine  oye  of  fire  fiom  some  imcertain  dood 
'    O  dart  tho  flash !  O  rise  and  deal  die  Mow! 
The  pest  to  thee,  to  thee  the  future  cries ! 
Hark !  how  wide  Nature  joins  her  groans  belo 
Rise,  God  of  Nature !  rise.'' 


VL 

The  voice  had  ceased,*the  vision  fled ; 
Yet  still  I  gasp'd  and  leel'd  viridi  dread. 
And  ever,  when  the  dream  of  night 
Renews  die  phantom  to  my  sight. 
Cold  sweaUdrops  gather  on  my  limbs ; 

My  ears  throb  hot ;  my  eye-bolls  start ; 
My  brain  widi  horrid  tumult  swims ; 
Wild  is  the  tempest  of  my  heart ; 
And  my  thick  and  struggling  breath 
Imitates  die  toil  of  Death ! 
No  stronger  agony  confounds 

The  Soldier  on  the  war-field  spread, 
Whoi  all  forodone  widi  toil  and  wounds. 

Death-like  he  doies  among  heape  of  dead ! 
(The  strife  is  o'er,  the  day-light  fled,  « 

And  the  night-wind  clamors  hoaiae ! 
See !  the  starting  wretch's  head 

Lies  pillow'd  on  a  brother's  corse !) 


vn. 

Not  ]ret  enslaved,  not  wholly  vile, 
O  Albion !  O  my  mother  Isle ! 
Thy  valleys,  fair  as  Eden's  bowers. 
Glitter  green  with  sunny  showers ; 
Thy  grassy  uplands'  gende  swells 

Echo  to  the  bleat  of  flocks 
(Those  grassy  hills,  those  glittering  dells 

Proudly  ramparted  with  rocks) ; 
And  Ocean,  'mid  his  uproar  wikl 
Speaks  safety  to  his  ibland-chiiji  ! 

Hence,  for  many  a  fearless  age 

Has  social  Quiet  loved  thy  shore ! 
Nor  ever  proud  Invader's  rage 
Or  sack'd  thy  towers,  or  stain'd  diy  fields  widi  go 


vin. 

Abandon'd  of  Heaven !  mad  Avarice  thy  giiida. 
At  cowardly  dirtance,  yet  kindlmg  widi 

a3 


8IBYLUNE  LEAVEa 


fMJA  fhf  bHdi  md  dqr  eon^Mib  mean  tboa  hMt 


And  jfHB*d  die  wiUydliiv  of  Fuaiiie  and  Blood! 
ThenliaBicandMe!  liay  widi  ooger  woDdermg 

ShaD  hflw  Dntnictioii,  like  a  Vulture,  Mraam ! 

SttMigo-eyd  DeoUuitioii!  who  with  maiij  a  dream 
or  cantial  firaa  through  nedier  mm  upthundaring 

floodiaaharfiaroaMlituda;  yet,  aa.ihe  lies 
Bf  liTid  fiwDt,  or  red  mleamc  Hreain, 

If  ever  to  hor  Hdkm  dngon-eyai, 

O  AUaon!  tfaf  pradoitin'd  nuna  rire, 
Tte  fiand-lHV  on  hor  porilow  couch  doth  leap^ 
BfnUaring  dktaoipar'd  triumph  in  har  channed  daap. 

IX. 

Awajt  my  aoult  away ! 
bi  Taio.  in  tup,  the  Burda  of  waning  ani^— 
And  faaik!  I  hear  the  ftmiih'd  brood  of  pray 
Flap  tteir  hmk  peimoni  on  dio  groaning  wind! 
Away,  my  aoul,  away ! 
I,  unpariaking  of  the  eTil  thing, 
Widi  daily  pnyer  and  daily  toil 
Soliciting  ibr  food  my  acanly  nil. 
Have  waird  my  country  with  a  loud  lament 
Now  I  racentra  my  immortal  mind 

In  die  deep  nbbath  of  meek  Mlfcantent; 
CSeam'd  from  the  vaportua  pamioni  that  bedim 
God*a  Image,  aiater  of  the  fjeiaphnn. 


FRANCE. 


AH  ODB. 


Ti  Ckiuda!  that  &r  above  me  float  and  pauie, 

Whore  padiJere  mareh  no  mortal  may  control! 

Te  Ooean-Wavea !  that,  whereaoe*er  ye  rdl, 
Tield  homage  only  to  eternal  lawa! 
Te  Woods!  that  listen  to  the  night-birda*  nnging, 

Bfidway  the  imooth  and  perilooa  slope  reclined, 
flave  when  your  own  imperious  branches  swinging, 

Have  made  a  solenm  mode  of  the  wind ! 
Where,  like  a  man  beloved  of  God, 
nirongh  gloama,  which  never  woodman  trod, 

Ifow  oft,  pursuing  Andes  holy. 
My  moonlight  way  o'er  flowering  weeds  I  wound. 

Inspired,  beyond  the  guess  of  folly, 
By  each  rode  shape  and  wild  unconquerable  sound ! 
O  ye  loud  Waves!  and  O  ye  Forests  high! 

And  O  ye  Clouds  that  far  above  me  soar*d ! 
ITuu  riaing  Sun!  thou  blue  rejoicing  Sky ! 

Tea,  every  diing  that  is  and  will  be  free! 

Bear  witness  for  me,  wheresoe*er  ye  be. 

With  what  deep  wordiip  I  have  still  ador'd 
The  spirit  of  divinsst  Liberty. 

n. 

Whan  FVsiioe  in  wrath  her  giantBmbs  upcear'd. 
And  with  diat  oath,  which  smoto  air,  earth  and  aea, 
ftamp'd  her  stroi^  foot  and  said  die  would  be  five, 
sitnasi  for  me,  how  I  hoped  and  ftar'd ! 

WiA  what  a  Joy  my  krf^  gratulatioo 
0aBW^ I  aa^  anid  a  davish  baadi 

And  mhan  to  whelm  ib0  dkeatAMOtod  ntikm, 
VBm  Mmdb  mOmtaml  by  m  whmid'a  mad. 


/ 


The  Monarchs  mareh*d  in  evil  day. 
And  Britain  joined  the  dire  amy ; 

TVmgh  dear  her  shores  and  drding  ocean, 
iWigh  many  friendships,  many  youthful  lovea 

Had  swoln  the  patriot  emotion. 
And  flung  a  magic  light  o*er  all  her  hiUsandgroraa; 
Yet  still  my  voice,  unalter'd,  sang  defeat 

To  all  that  braved  the  tjrrant-quelKng  lanoa^ 
And  shame  too  long  delay*d  and  vain  retrret! 
For  ne'er,  O  liberty!  widi  partial  aim 
I  dimm'd  diy  light  or  darap'd  thy  holy  flame ; 

But  bless'd  die  pnms  of  detiver'd  France, 
And  hung  my  head  and  wept  at  Britain's  name. 

m. 

^  And  what,**!  said, "  though  Blasphemy's  kmd  scream 
With  that  sweet  muric  of  deliverance  strove! 
Though  all  the  fierce  and  drunken  pessioQs  wove 
A  dance  more  wild  than  e'er  was  maniac's  dream  ' 
Ye  storms,  that  round  the  dawning  east  assemblei^ 
The  Sun  was  rising,  though  he  hid  his  light ! 
And  when,  to  soothe  ray  soul,  that  hoped  ard 
trembled. 
The  dissonance  censed,  and   all  seem'd  «^l"i  anc' 
bright; 
When  France  her  front  deepecarr'd  and  goiy 
Conceal'd  with  clustering  wreathi  of  gkxnr « 

Whin,  insnpport^y  advancing. 
Her  arm  made  mockery  of  the  warrior's  tramp; 

While  timid  looks  of  fury  glancing. 
Domestic  treason,  cnish'd  beneath  her  fatal  stamp. 
Writhed  like  a  wounded  dragon  in  his  gore ; 

Then  I  reproach'd  my  fears  that  would  not  flee ; 
"  And  soon,"  I  said,  **  shall  Wisdom  teach  her  kre 
In  the  low  huts  of  them  that  toil  and  groan! 
And,  conquering  by  her  happiness  alone. 

Shall  France  compel  the  nations  to  be  free, 
Till  Love  and  Joy  look  round,  and  call  the  Earth 
their  own." 

IV. 

Forgive  me,  Freedom !  O  forgive  thore  dreams ! 

I  hear  thy  voice,  I  hear  diy  loud  lament. 

From  Ueak  Helvetia's  icy  caverns  sen^— 
I  hear  thy  groans  upon  her  blood-stain'd  streams! 

Heroes,  that  for  your  peaceful  country  peridi'd ; 
And  ye  that,  fleeing,  spot  your  mountain-snows 

With  bleeding  wourids;  forgive  me  that  I  cherish'd 
One  thought  that  ever  bless'd  your  cruel  foes ! 

To  scatter  rage,  and  traitorous  guilt, 

Where  Peace  her  jealous  home  had  built; 
A  patriot  race  to  disinherit 
Of  all  that  made  their  stormy  wilds  so  dear ; 

And  with  inexpiable  spirit 
To  taint  the  bloodless  fjreedom  of  the  mountaineer-^ 
O  France,  that  mockest  Heaven,  adulteroua,  blind. 

And  patriot  only  in  pernicious  toils ! 
Are  there  thy  boasts.  Champion  of  human-kind  t 

To  mix  with  Kings  in  the  low  lust  of  sway, 
YeU  in  the  hunt,  and  share  the  murderous  prey ; 
To  insult  the  shrine  of  Liberty  with  spoils 

From  Freemen  torn ;  to  tempt  and  to  betray  t 

V. 

The  Sanaual  and  die  Darii  rebel  in  vain. 
Staves  by  dieir  own  ooinpohioiil  lELinM\.f;aDft 
They  burst  their  maiiBclea  and  fi«ax  lOkva  tmbda 

Of  Freedom,  graven  on  %  YueavSm  t^bflusiX 


r 
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O  libeitj^ !  vnih  profidea  endeavor 
Hatb  I  ponued  diee,  many  a  weary  hour ; 

But  thtm  nor  awell'tt  the  victor's  strain,  nor  ever 
Didst  breathe  diy  soul  in  forms  of  human  power. 
Alike  fiom  all,  howe*er  they  praise  thee 
(Not  prayer  nor  boastful  name  delays  thee), 

Alike  fiom  Priestcraft's  harpy  minions, 
Aikd  fiustious  Blasphemy's  obscener  slaves. 
Thou  speedest  on  thy  subtle  pinions, 
Hie  guide  of  homeless  winds,  and  playmates  of  the 

vmves! 
And  diere  I  felt  thee !— on  that  sea-cliff's  veige. 

Whose  pines,  scarce  travell'd  by  the  breeze  above. 

Had  made  one  murmur  with  the  distant  surge ! 

Yes,  while  I  stood  and  gazed,  my  temples  bare. 

And  shot  my  being  through  earth,  sea,  and  air, 

Possosiing  all  things  with  intensest  love, 

O  liberty !  my  spirit  felt  thee  there. 

FAruary,  1797. 


FEARS  IN  SOLITUDE. 
w&rrnDf  m  apeil,  1798,  durhio  thb  alasm  of 

AN  INVASION. 

A  OBKKN  and  silent  spot,  amid  the  hills, 
A  small  and  silent  dell !  0*er  stiller  place 
No  nnking  sky-lark  over  poised  himself 
The  hills  are  heathy,  save  diat  swelling  slope, 
Which  hath  a  gay  and  gorgeous  covering  on. 
All  golden  with  Uie  never-blooraless  furze. 
Which  now  blooms  most  profusely ;  but  the  dell. 
Bathed  by  the  mist,  is  fiesh  and  delicate 
As  vernal  oom-field,  or  the  tmripe  flax, 
When,  through  its  holf-transparont  stalks,  at  eve, 
Tlie  level  Sunshine  glimmers  with  green  light 
Oh!  *tb  a  quiet  Bpiri^heaIing  nook! 
Which  all,  methinks,  would  love ;  but  chiefly  he^ 
The  humble  man,  who,  in  his  youthful  years. 
Knew  just  so  much  of  folly,  as  had  made 
Wm  early  manhood  more  securely  wise ! 
Here  he  might  lie  on  fern  or  wither'd  heath. 
While  fiom  the  singing-lark  (that  sings  unseen 
The  minstrelsy  that  solitude  loves  bc»t). 
And  fiom  the  Sun,  and  from  the  breezy  Air, 
Sweet  influences  trembled  o'er  his  frame ; 
And  he,  virith  many  feelings,  many  thoughts, 
Made  up  a  meditative  joy,  and  found 
Religious  meanings  in  the  forms  of  nature ! 
And  so,  his  senses  gradually  wrapt 
In  a  hiQf'Sleep,  he  dreams  of  better  worlds. 
And  dreaming  hears  thee  still,  O  singing-lark ! 
That  aingest  like  an  angel  in  ^e  clouds ! 


My  God !  it  is  a  melancholy  thing 
For  such  a  man,  who  would  full  iaki  preserve 
His  soul  in  calmness,  yet  perforce  must  feel 
For  all  his  human  brethren — O  my  God ! 
It  weighs  upon  the  heart,  that  he  must  think 
What  uproar  and  what  strife  may  now  be  stiiring 
This  way  or  diat  vmy  o'er  these  silent  hlUa— 
B,  and  the  tfannder  and  the  shout, 


And  all  the  crash  of  onset ;  fear  and  rage. 

And  undetermined  conflict — even  now. 

Even  now,  perchance,  and  in  his  native  isle ; 

Carnage  and  groans  beneath  this  blessed  Sun! 

We  have  oflfended,  Oh !  my  countrymen ! 

We  have  oflbnded  very  grievously. 

And  been  most  tynrannous.    From  east  to  west 

A  groan  of  accusation  pierces  Heaven ! 

The  wretched  plead  against  us ;  multitudes 

Countless  and  vehement,  the  Sons  of  God, 

Our  Brethren !  like  a  cloud  that  travels  on, 

Steam'd  up  from  Cairo's  swamps  of  pestilence. 

Even  so,  my  countrymen !  have  we  gone  forth 

And  borne  to  distant  tribes  slavery  and  pangs. 

And,  deadlier  far,  our  vices,  whose  deep  taint 

With  slow  perdition  murders  the  whole  man. 

His  body  and  his  soul !  Meanwhile,  at  home» 

All  individual  dignity  and  power 

IngulTd  in  Courts,  GDmmittees,  Institutiona, 

Associations  and  Societies, 

A  vain,  speech-mouthing,  sp^ch-reporting  Guild, 

One  BenefltrClub  for  mutual  flattery,    ' 

We  have  drunk  up,  demure  as  at  a  grace, 

Pbllutions  from  the  brimming  cup  of  wealth ; 

Contemptuous  of  all  honorable  rule, 

Yet  bartering^jreedom  and  the  poor  man's  life 

For  gold,  as  at^  market!  The  sweot  words 

Of  Christian  promise,  words  thM«ven  yet 

Might  stem  destruction  were  they  wisely  preach'd. 

Are  mutter'd  o'er  by  men,  whose  tones  proclaim 

How  flat  and  wearisome  Uiey  feel  their  trade: 

Rank  scofiers  some,  but  roost  too  indolent 

To  deem  them  falsehoods  or  to  know  their  truth. 

Oh!  blasphemous!  the  book  of  life  is  made 

A  superstitious  instrument,  on  which 

We  gabble  o'er  the  oaths  we  mean  to  break ; 

For  all  must  swear— all  and  in  every  place. 

College  and  wharf^  council  and  justice^ourt ; 

All,  all  must  swear,  the  briber  and  the  bribed. 

Merchant  and  lawyer,  senator  and  priest. 

The  rich,  the  poor,  the  old  man  and  the  young  ; 

All,  all  make  up  one  scheme  of  peijury, 

That  faidi  doth  reel ;  the  very  name  of  God 

Sounds  like  a  juggler's  charm ;  and,  bold  with  joy. 

Forth  fiom  his  dark  and  lonely  hiding-place, 

(Portentous  sight!)  the  owlet  Atheism, 

Sailing  on  obscene  wings  athwart  the  noon. 

Drops  his  blue-firinged  lids,  and  holds  them  close. 

And  hooting  at  the  glorious  Sun  in  Heaven, 

Cries  out, «  Where  is  it  ? " 

Thankless  too  for  peace 
(Peace  long  preserved  by  fleets  and  perilous  seas). 
Secure  from  actual  war&re,  we  have  loved 
To  swell  the  war-whoop,  passionate  for  war ! 
Alas!  for  ages  ignorant  of  all 
Its  ghastlier  workings  (famine  or  blue  plague. 
Battle,  or  siege,  or  flight  through  vvintry  snows). 
We,  this  whole  people,  have  been  clamorous 
For  war  and  bloodshed ;  animating  sports. 
The  which  we  pay  for  as  a  thing  to  talk  of, 
Spectators  and  not  combatants?  No  guess 
Anticipotive  of  a  wrong  unfolt. 
No  speculation  or  contingency. 
However  dim  and  vague,  too  vague  and  dim 
To  yield  a  justifying  oause ;  and  forth 
(StniSrd  out  with  big  preamble,  holy  namei^ 
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And  a4iiinliant  of  the  God  in  Hesyen), 

We  Mad  our  mandatea  lor  the  certain  death 

Of  tfaooaandt  and  ten  thooaanda !  Bojrs  and  girla. 

And  women,  that  would  groan  to  aee  a  child 

Poll  off  an  iuecf  ■  leg,  aU  read  of  war. 

The  beat  amnaement  for  onr  momiqg*nieal ! 

llie  poor  wretch,  who  haa  leamf  hia  only  prayen 

From  cuiaea,  who  knowa  acarcely  words  enough 

To  aafc  a  hleaaing  from  hia  Heavenly  Father, 

Becomea  a  fluent  phiaaeman,  abaolute 

And  technical  in  victoriea  and  deleata, 

And  all  our  dainty  teima  for  fratricide ; 

Tenna  which  we  trundle  moothly  o*er  our  tonguea 

Like  mere  abatiactioDi,  empty  aounda,  to  which 

We  join  no  feeling  and  attach  no  fbnn ! 

As  if  the  aoldier  died  without  a  wound ; 

As  if  the  fibraa  of  ihia  godlike  fiame 

Were  gored  without  a  pang ;  aa  if  the  wretch. 

Who  fell  in  battle,  doing  bkiody  deeda, 

Paa*d  off  to  Heaven,  tranalated  and  not  kill'd  : 

As  tbou^  he  had  no  wife  to  pine  for  him. 

No  God  to  judge  him!  Tliereiore,  evil  days 

Are  cooling  on  us,  O  my  countrymen ! 

And  what  if  all«venging  Providence, 

Strang  and  retributive,  should  malWus  know 

The  meaning  of  our  words,  force  vmfo  feel 

The  deaolat&OD  and  the  agony 

Of  our  fieroe  doin|> ! 


9ptn  w  yet  awhile. 
Father  and  God!  O!  spars  us  yet  awhile! 
Oh!  let  noc  Ei^riidi  wumeo  drag  their  flight 
Fainting  beneath  the  burthen  of  dieir  babea. 
Of  the  aweet  infonti,  that  but  yesterday 
Langh'd  at  the  breast !  Sons,  brothers,  husbands,  all 
Who  ever  gaxed  widi  fondneas  on  die  forms 
Which  grew  up  with  you  round  the  same  fire«de. 
And  an  who  ever  heard  the  sabbath-bells 
Without  the  infiders  scorn,  make  yourselves  pure ! 
Bland  forth :  be  men !  repel  an  impious  foe, 
Impions  and  ftbe,  a  light  yet  cruel  race, 
Who  kngh  away  all  virtue,  mingling  mirth 
Widi  deeds  of  murder;  and  still  promising 
Freedom,  themselves  too  sensual  to  be  free, 
Foison  life's  amitiea,  and  cheat  the  heart 
Of  fiuth  and  quiet  hope,  and  all  diat  soothes 
And  all  that  lifb  die  spirit!  Stand  we  forth ; 
Render  them  back  upon  the  insulted  ocean. 
And  let  them  toss  aa  idly  on  its  waves 
As  the  vile  sea-weed,  which  some  mountain-blast 
Swept  fiom  our  shores !  And  oh !  may  we  return 
Not  with  a  drunken  triumph,  but  with  fear, 
Repenting  of  the  wrongs  with  which  we  stung 
So  fierce  a  foe  to  frenxy ! 


I  have  told, 
O  Britona!  O  my  brethren!  I  have  told 
Most  bitter  tnuh,  but  widiout  bitterness. 
Nor  deem  my  leal  or  factious  or  mistinied ; 
For  never  can  true  courage  dwell  with  them. 
Who,  playing  tricks  widi  conscience,  dare  not  look 
At  th^  own  vioea.    We  have  been  too  long 
Dopas  of  a  deep  delusion !  Some,  belike, 
Gioaning  vith  restless  enmity,  expect 
An  fhiiig»  fiom  change  of  oonsdlnted  powar; 


On  which  onr  vice  and  wretchedneas  were 

Like  fancy  points  and  fringes,  with  the  robe 

Pull'd  ofl*  at  pleasure.    Fondly  these  attach 

A  radical  causati<m  to  a  few 

Poor  drudges  of  chastising  Providence,* 

Who  borrow  all  their  huea  and  qualitiea 

From  onr  own  folly  and  rank  wickedness. 

Which  gave  them  birth  and  nursed  them.    Others, 

meanwhile. 
Dote  with  a  mad.  idolatry ;  and  all 
Who  will  not  fall  before  their  images. 
And  yield  them  worship,  they  are  enemies 
Even  of  their  country ! 

Such  have  I  been  deem'd — 
But,  O  dear  Britain !  O  my  Modier  Isle ! 
Needs  must  thou  prove  a  name  most  dear  and  holy 
To  me,  a  son,  a  brother,  and  a  friend, 
A  husband,  and  a  father !  who  revere 
All  bonds  of  natural  love,  and  find  them  all 
Within -the  limits  of  thy  rocky  shores. 

0  native  Britain !  O  my  Mother  Isle ! 

How  shouldst  thou  prove  aught  else  but  dear  and 

holy 
To  me,  who  from  thy  lakes  and  mountain-hills. 
Thy  clouds,  thy  quiet  dales,  thy  rocks  and  seas. 
Have  drunk  in  aO  my  intellectual  lifo. 
All  sweet  sensations,  all  ennobling  thoughts. 
All  adoration  of  the  God  in  nature. 
All  lovely  and  all  honorable  things. 
Whatever  makes  this  mortal  spirit  foel 
The  joy  and  greatness  of  its  future  being  t 
There  lives  nor  fonn  nor  feeling  in  my  soul 
Unborrow'd  from  my  country.    O  divine 
And  beauteous  islaiHl !  thou  hast  been  my  sole 
And  most  magnificent  temple,  in  the  which 

1  walk  with  awe,  and  sing  my  stately  songs, 
Loving  the  God  that  made  me ! 

May  my  fean, 
My  filial  fears,  be  vain !  and  may  the-  vaunts 
And  menace  of  the  vengeful  enemy 
Fbbb  like  the  gust,  that  roar'd  and  died  away 
In  the  distant  tree :  which  heard,  and  only  heard 
In  this  low  dell,  bow*d  not  the  delicate 


But  now  the  gende  dew-fiill  sends  abroad 
The  fruit-like  perfume  of  the  golden  fune : 
The  light  has  left  the  summit  of  the  hill. 
Though  still  a  sunny  gleam  lies  beautiful, 
Aslant  the  ivied  beacon.    Now  farewell. 
Farewell,  awhile,  O  soft  and  silent  spot ! 
On  the  green  sheep-track,  up  the  heathy  hill. 
Homeward  I  wind  my  way ;  and  lo !  recall'd 
From  bodings  that  have  well-nigh  wearied  me, 
I  find  myself  upon  the  brow,  and  pause 
Startled !  And  after  lonely  sojourning 
In  such  a  quiet  and  surrounding  nook, 
This  burst  of  prospect,  here  the  shadowy  main. 
Dim-tinted,  there  the  mighty  miyesty 
Of  that  huge  amphitheatre  of  rich 
And  elmy  fields,  seems  like  society- 
Conversing  with  the  mind,  and  giving  it 
A  Uvelier  impulse  and  a  dance  of  lYvo\k|^V\ 

/And  now,  beloved  Stowcyl  IbcYwAA 
ny  church-tower,  and,  medun^  t!hA  foiu  Viam  ^n> 
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Clwtaring,  which  mark  the  manitoii  of  my  fiiend, 
Ajod  dose  behind  them,  hidden  from  my  view, 
1m  my  own  lowly  cottage,  where  my  babe 
And  my  babe's  mother  dwell  in  peace !  With  light 
And  quicken'd  ibotrtepe  thitherward  I  tend, 
Eemembering  thee,  O  green  and  nlent  dell ! 
And  grateful,  that,  by  nature's  quietnoM 
And  folituy  mQ■ngi^  all  my  heart 
la  loften'd,  and  made  worthy  to  indulge 
Love,  and  the  thong^ti  that  yearn  iir 

IMer  SfaNoey,  April  iStk,  179& 


FIRE.  FAMINE,  AND  SLAUGHTER 

A  WAR  ECLOGUE, 
wire  AN  APOLOOETIO  PJUETAOI.* 


The  Scene  a  deeoUUed  TVad  tf|  Idt  Vendie.  FAMon 
ie  ditcooered  lymg  <m  the  groimi  i  to  her  enter  FiME 
and  Slauobtdu 

FAMINE. 

Suma!  aiaten!  who  tent  you  here? 

SLAUOHTEK  (fO  FOUC). 

I  will  whisper  it  in  her  ear. 


No!  no!  no! 
Spirits  hear  what  spirits  tell : 
Twill  make  a  holiday  in  Hell 

No!  no!  no! 
Myself,  I  named  him  once  below, 
And  all  the  souls,  that  damned  be, 
Leap'd  up  at  once  in  anarchy, 
Clapp*d  dieir  hands  and  danced  for  glee. 
They  no  longer  heeded  me ; 
But  laugh'd  to  hear  Hell's  burning  rafters 
Unwillingly  re-echo  laughters! 

No!  no!  no! 
Spirits  hear  what  spirits  tell ! 
T  wiU  make  a  holiday  in  HeU ! 

FAMINE. 

Wlusper  it, sister!  so  and  so! 
In  a  dark  hint,  soft  and  slow. 

BLAUUUTEE. 

Letters  four  do  fbnn  his  name— 
And  who  sent  you  t 


BOTB. 

The— «*» 


the 


■LAUOBTEB. 

He  came  by  stealth,  and  unlock'd  my  den« 
And  I  have  drunk  the  blood  since  then 
Of  tfarioe  three  hundred  thonsand  men. 


BOTH. 

Who  bade  you  do  itt 

SLAOGHRE* 

Tbemme!  Ibe 


*» 


Letters  four  do  form  his  name. 
He  let  me  loose,  and  cried  Halloo ! 
To  him  alone  the  praise  ie  due. 

FAMINE. 

Thanks,  sister,  thanks!  the  men  have  bled. 

Their  wives  and  their  diildren  faint  for  bread. 

I  stood  in  a  swampy  field  of  battle; 

ll^th  bones  and  sculls  I  made  a  rattle. 

To  frifl^iten  the  wolf  and  carrion  crow. 

And  the  homeless  dog — but  they  would  not  ga 

So  off  I  flew;  lor  how  could  I  bear 

To  see  diem  gorge  their  dainty  fare? 

I  heard  a  groan  and  a  peevish  squall. 

And  throng^  the  chink  of  a  cottage-wall— 

Can  you  guess  what  I  saw  there? 

BOTB. 

Whisper  it,  nster!  in  our  ear. 

FAMINE. 

A  baby  beat  its  dying  mother. 

I  had  starved  the  one,  and  was  starving  the  other! 


BOTB. 


Who  bade  you  do'tf 


FAMINE. 

The  same!  the  same! 
Letters  four  do  form  his  name. 
He  let  me  loose,  and  cried  Halloo! 
To  him  alone  the  praise  is  due. 


Sisiers!  I  from  Ireland  came! 

Hedge  and  corn-fields  all  on  flame, 

I  triumph'd  o'er  the  setting  sun! 

And  all  the  while  the  work  was  done^ 

On  as  I  strode  with  my  huge  strides, 

I  flung  back  my  head  and  I  held  my  sides. 

It  was  so  rare  a  piece  of  fun 

To  see  the  swelter'd  cattle  run 

With  uncouth  gallop  through  the  night. 

Scared  by  the  red  and  noisy  light! 

By  the  light  of  his  own  Uasing  cot 

Was  many  a  naked  rebel  shot: 

The  hoose^tream  met  the  flame  and 

While  crash!  fell  in  the  roof,  I  wist, 

On  some  of  those  old  bedrid  nurses. 

That  deal  in  discontent  and  curses. 


i'd. 


BOTB. 


Who  bade  you  do 'tf 


The  same!  the 
Letters  four  do  form  his  name. 
He  let  me  loose,  and  cried  HaUoo! 
To  him  alone  the  pnuse  is  due. 


He  let  us  loose,  and  cried  Halloo! 
How  shall  we  yield  him  honor  duet 


FAMINE. 


Wiadom  oonnot  w\tiki\MJk  cC  fiond, 
111  gnaw,  Wi  pMKw  tbfi  mn^tnAA, 
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Till  ituB  enp  of  nga  o'eibrim : 
Hiey  iball  mob  Um  and  hk  brood — 


lliey  dadl  Ifltr  him  Imib  fiom  limb! 


0  tfaanklea  beldamea  and  untrue! 
And  ia  thia  all  dwt  yoa  can  do 
For  him  who  did  to  mndi  for  yout 
Ninety  mootha  he,  by  my  troth ! 
Hatfi  riddy  cater'd  for  yoa  both; 
And  in  an  hour  would  yoa  lepay 
Ane^UyeanT  work  1— Away!  away! 

1  akme  am  ftidiful !  I 
Cling  to  him  eradaatingly* 

1796. 


RECANTATION 
nxnanATiD  »  the  roet  of  thi  mad  oz. 


An  Oi,  kbg  led  widimui^  hay. 

And  woih'd  with  yoke  and  chain, 
Waa  tum'd  out  on  an  April  day. 
When  fields  are  in  dieir  bait  amy, 
And  growing  graana  qiaikle  gay. 
At  ooce  with  ami  and  lain. 

The  giBM  WM  fine,  the  son  was  bri^it. 

With  truth  I  may  aver  it ; 
The  Ox  was  glad,  as  well  he  mi^^t, 
Thoqg^  a  green  meadow  no  bad  si^t. 
And  fridL'd  to  diow  his  huge  delight, 

Mndi  like  a  beast  of  spirit 

"  Slop,  neig^ibon !  stop !  why  these  alarms  f 

The  Ox  is  only  glad.** 
But  still  they  pour  fimn  cots  and  fiurms 
Halloo!  die  parish  is  up  in  aims 
(A  kotuing  hunt  has  always  charms), 

HaUoo!  the  Ox  is  mad. 

The  firighted  beast  scampered  about. 
Plunge !  throu^  the  hedge  he  drove— 

The  mob  pursue  with  hideous  rout, 

A  bull-dog  &stens  on  his  snout, 

He  gores  the  dog,  his  tongue  hangs  outr^ 
£'s  mad,  he 's  mad,  l^  Jove ! 

" Stop, neighboiB,  stop!"  abud  did  call 

A  sage  oir  sober  hue. 
But  all  at  onoe  on  him  they  fell. 
And  women  squeak  and  children  squall, 
*  What !  would  you  have  him  toss  us  all  f 

And,  danune !  vrbo  are  you  f " 

Ah,  hapless  sage !  his  ears  they  stun. 

And  curM  Um  o'er  and  o'er — 
"  Tou  bloody-minded  dog ! "  (cries  oneO 
**  To  Bht  your  windpipe  were  good  iun-* 
X)d  W, —  you  for  an  mfiotul^  son 
Of  a  Pnabyterian 


**  You  *d  have  him  gore  the  parish-priest. 

And  run  against  the  altar — 
You  FiendV*^-The  sage  his  warnings  ceased 
And  North,  and  South,  and  West,  and  East, 
Halloo !  they  follow  the  poor  beast, 

Mat,  Dick,  Tom,  Bob^  and  Walter. 

Old  Lewis,  't  was  his  evil  day, 

Stood  trembling  in  his  shoes ; 
The  Ox  was  his— what  could  he  say  T 
His  legs  were  stifien'd  with  dkmay, 
The  Ol  ran  o'er  him  'mid  the  fiay. 

And  gave  him  his  death's  bnuse. 

The  frighted  beast  nm  on-— bat  here. 
The  Gospel  scaroe  more  true  i^— 

My  muse  stops  short  in  mid-Gareei^-> 

Nay!  gentle  reader!  do  not  sneer, 

I  cannot  choose  but  drop  a  tear, 
A  tear  for  good  old  Lewis. 

The  firighted  beast  rsn  through  the  town. 

All  foUow'd,  boy  and  dad. 
Bull-dog,  Parson,  Shopman,  Clown, 
The  Publicans  rush'd  from  the  Crown, 
**  Halloo!  hamstring  him !  cut  him  down ! " 

Tkey  drwBe  ike  poor  Ox  mod. 

Should  you  a  rat  to  madness  tease. 

Why  even  a  rat  might  plague  you : 
There  *s  no  philosopher  but  sees 
That  rage  and  fear  are  one  disease    ■ 
Though  that  may  bum  and  this  may  fineeae. 
They're  both  alike  the  ague. 

And  so  this  Ox,  in  frandc  mood, 

Faced  round  like  any  BuU-^ 
The  mob  tum'd  tail,  and  he  pursued. 
Till  they  with  fright  and  fear  were  stow'd. 
And  not  a  chick  of  all  this  brood 

But  had  his  beUy-fiiU. 

Old  Nick's  astride  the  beast,  'fis  cleai^ 

Old  Nicholas  to  a  tittle ! 
But  all  agree  he  'd  disappear. 
Would  but  the  parson  venture  near. 
And  through  his  teeth,  right  o'er  the  steer 

Squirt  out  some  fiistiDg-epittle.t 

Achilles  was  a  warrior  fleet. 

The  Trojami  he  could  worry — 
Our  parson  too  was  swift  of  feet. 
But  show'd  it  chiefly  in  retreat ! 
The  victor  Ox  scour'd  down  the  street. 

The  mob  fled  hurry*ekuny. 

Through  gardens,  lanes,  and  fields  new-plow 
Through  his  hedge  and  through  ker  hedge 

He  plunged  and  toas'd,  and  bellow'd  kmd,    • 

Till  in  l^  madness  he  grew  proud 

To  see  this  helterskelter  crowd. 
That  had  more  wrath  than  courage. 


t  Afloocdii«  to  tlw  sopentidoa  of  thAY7«A0(Miaxisa.>fti 
BMsCtfae  DeviL  yoa  msf  sithec  eatVna  Vaiiilff  "^iiii  «.#xv 

roo  Bwy  eaosslilm  kwtSBtly  to  dtevpaaiVl  vctoste  w 

boras. 
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AIm!  to  mend  the  breachei  wide 

He  made  for  theie  poor  ninniee, 
They  all  mint  work,  whate'er  betide, 
Both  days  and  months,  and  pay  beside 
(Sad  news  for  Avarice  and  for  Pride) 

A  Bght  of  golden  guineas. 

But  here  onoe  more  to  view  did  pop 

The  man  diat  kept  his  senses. 
And  now  he  cried — ^  Stop,  neighbctts!  slop ! 
The  Ox  is  mad !  I  would  not  twop^ 
Mo,  not  a  scfaooUhoy's  ikrthing  top 

For  all  die  parish  fonoes. 

"The  Ox  is  mad!  Ho!  Dick,  Bob, |tfat! 

What  means  this  coward  fuss  7 
Ho!  stretch  this  rope  across  the  plat— 
T  will  trip  him  up— «r  if  not  that. 
Why,  damme !  we  must  lay  him  flat  — 

See,  here's  my  Uunderbuss!" 

**  A  lying  dog !  just  now  he  said. 

The  Ox  was  only  glad, 
Let's  break  his  Presbyterian  head !  "— 
**  Hush! "  quoth  the  sage,  **  you  *ve  been  misled, 
No  quarrels  now — ^let's  all  make  head— 

Yon  drooe  the  poor  Ox  mad!** 

As  thus  I  sat  in  careless  chat. 
With  the  morning's  wet  newspaper, 

In  eager  haste,  without  his  hat. 

As  blind  and  blundering  as  a  bat. 

In  came  that  fierce  aristocrat, 
Our  pvusy  woollen  draper. 

And  so  my  Muse  perforce  drew  bit. 

And  in  he  rush'd  and  panted : — 
"  Well,  have  you  heard  f "— ^  No !  not  a  whit" 
"  What!  han't youheard  ?"— Come,out widi  it ! " 
*'That  Tiemey  votes  for  ACister  Pitt, 

And  Sheridan 's  reomled,** 


n.  LOVE  popis. 


Qasa  hmnilistsiMro  ■trios  oliin  effndit  in 
Perleffw  hie  tecrriDM,  et  qood  phsremtai  soati 
Ue  poer  pocro  fecit  mihi  eufpide  ▼nhnia, 
Onnia  psnIaUm  oonramit  loosior  ataa, 
VivoBdoqoB  nmol  morimor,  rapimarqiM  nsnsodo. 
tape  mihi  eoUatoseniin  noailleTidebqff: 
FlroM  sUa  «t,  monMiae  slii,  ooTamenliiiaMfOk 
Voxqos  shad  mmis^- 
PSetora  naac  gaBdo  caHdotmiseremiir  anmalas, 

pudst   Vflleras  traoqiiilk  tnmalliii 
hoCTBt  niiegwwqne  sMuoi  potat  Irts  tocqtnm. 


INTRODUCTION  TO  THE  TALE  OF  THE 
DARK  LADIE. 


The  fbOowiat  Posm  li  iateodsd  ts  the  fatrodaetko  to  a 
souMwhatlMgsroas.  ThsassoftheoldBslbdwovd  £«ii0ftr 
Lsdy.it  thsool^pieesof  obsoletaoMiin  H;  tnd  ts  it  is  pro- 
ftMsdIr  a  tsle of  andent  ttawf.  I  trait  that  the  aihetimwia 
loveis  of  Tenerabie  antiqaitr  [ae  Camdea  eaye]  will  iraot  ae 
ifcrnirpaidoB;  aad  perhaps  may  he  indaeed  to  admit  a  fbfee 
rati  pntpriHr  ta  It.  A  Jimrltr  otjeetmo  anr  be  addaosd 
^^f^ffMAor,  Aat  ka  thmo  tkaea  9fnmr  Bad  expectatJei, 
'  '  »naadjuh.MadineUoim,lmitt09lA 


Mtthe 


to  offer  tothe  poblioa  albr  tale  ofold- 
and  (hre  yean  ago,  I  own  I  ibouki  hare  allowed  sod 
fbroe  of  this  otoe<^ioo.  But,  alaa !  explocion  hae 
expioaoo  m  lapidly.that  novelty  itself  oeaees  to  appear  new;  and 
it  ie  pomible  tiMt  now  eren  a  limple  ttory ,  wboUy  nnnpired  with 
pofitia  or  peieonafily,  may  find  eome  attention  amid  the  hnh- 
bnb  of  letolutione,  ae  totfaoee  who  have  lemaioed  a  looff  time 
by  the  fidkof  Niacaia,  the  towest  whiq»erinff  beeomeediitiBet 
br  sndihle.  &  T.  C. 

Dec  Sl«  1790. 


O  LiAVi  the  lily  on  its  stem; 

0  leave  the  rose  upon  the  spray; 
O  leave  the  elder  bloom,  fidr  maids! 

And  listen  to  my  lay. 

A  cypress  and  a  myrtle-bough 

IThis  mom  around  my  harp  you  twined. 
Because  it  ftshion'd  mournfully 

Its  murmurs  in  the  wind. 

And  now  a  Tale  of  Love  and  Woe, 
A  woiul  Tale  of  Love  I  sing  ; 

Hark,  gentle  maidens,  hark!  it  sighs 
And  trembles  on  the  string. 

But  most,  my  own  dear  Genevieve, 
It  sighs  and  trembles  most  for  thee ! 

0  come,  and  hear  what  cruel  wrongs 
Befell  the  Dark  Ladie. 

Few  Sorrows  haA  she  of  her  own. 
My  hope,  my  joy,  my  Genevieve! 

She  loves  me  best,  whene'er  I  sing 
The  songs  diat  make  her  grieve. 

All  tfaooghti,  all  passions,  all  delights. 
Whatever  stir  this  mortal  frame. 

All  are  but  ministers  of  Love, 
And  feed  his  sacred  flame. 

Oh !  ever  in  my  waking  dreams, 

1  dwell  upori  that  happy  hour, 
When  midway  on  the  mount  I  sate. 

Beside  the  ruin'd  tower. 

The  moonshine,  stealing  o'er  the  scene. 
Had  blended  with  the  lights  of  eve ; 

And  she  was  there,  my  hope,  my  Joy, 
My  own  dear  Genevieve ! 

She  lean'd  against  the  armed  man. 
The  statue  of  the  armed  knight ; 

She  stood  and  listen'd  to  my  harp. 
Amid  the  ling'ring  light 

1  play'd  a  sad  and  doleful  air, 

I  sang  an  old  and  moving  story — 
An  old  rude  song,  ihai  fitted  well 
That  ruin  wild  and  hoary. 

She  lirten'd  with  a  flitting  blush, 
ll^th  downcast  eyes  and  modest  grace ; 

For  well  she  knew,  I  could  not  choose 
But  gaxe  upon  her  &ce. 

I  told  her  of  the  Knight  that  wore 
Upon  his  shield  a  burning  brand ; 

And  how  for  ten  long  years  he  woo'd 
The  Lsdia  oi  1^  liuui-. 
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I  told  bwkow he  pined:  end  eh! 

He  deem  die  low,  die  pleeding  tone 
Widi  which  I  muig  anodier^  knre, 

laieipmed  my  own. 


widi  a  flitting  blnah ; 
With  downcast  vym,  end  modest  gxaoe ; 
And  ihe  forgaTe  me,  that  I  gaied 
Too  ibndly  on  her  iace!. 

Bot  when  I  told  die  eniel  ioom 

Tliat  craaed  thia  bold  and  lonely  Knight, 
And  how  he  ioam*d  ibm  mountain-woodib 

Nor  reited  day  or  ni^; 

And  how  he  cnMo'd  die  woodman's  padis, 
Tliroii^  brieiB  and  swampjr  mowss  beat ; 

How  boi^(hs  reboonding  soooiged  his  limbs» 
And  low  stubs  goted  his  ftet ; 


That 

And 
And 

In 


fien  die  saTage  den, 
sometimes  from  die 


dazhaome  rimde* 


starting  up  at 
and  sunny  ^ade; 


There  came  and  look*d  him  in  die  fiusa 

An  Angel  beautiful  and  brif^t ; 
And  how  he  knew  it  waa  a  Fieod, 
miserable  if"M>*»*» 


And  hewp  unknowing  what  he  did. 
He  leapt  amid  a  lawlesi  band. 

And  saved  fium  outrage  worse  than  death 
The  Ladie  of  die  Land! 


And  bow  she  wept,  and  clasp'd  his 
And  how  she  tended  him  in 

And  meekly  strove  to  expiate 
The  scorn  diat  crazed  his  brain : 


And  bow  she  nuraed  him  in  a  cave ; 

And  how  his  madnw  went  away, 
When  on  the  yellow  ibrest-leavea 

A  dying  man  he  lay ; 

His  dying  words — ^but  when  I  reach'd 
That  tend*rest  strain  of  all  die  ditty. 

My  &lt*ring  voice  and  pausing  harp 
Disturb*d  her  soul  with  pity! 

AH  impulses  of  soul  and  sense 

Had  thrill'd  my  guildsss  Genevieve ; 

Tlie  music  and  die  doleful  tale, 
Hie  rich  and  balmy  eve ; 

And  hopes  and  fean  diat  kindle  hope, 

An  undiatinguishable  throng. 
And  gende  wishes  long  subdued. 

Subdued  and  cheriah'd  long ! 

She  wept  with  pity  and  delight. 

She  Uush'd  with  love  and  maiden-shame; 
And,  like  the  murmun  of  a  dream, 

I  heard  her  breathe  my 


I  saw  her  boeom  heave  and  swell. 

Heave  and  swell  with  inward 
I  eoold  not  choose  but  love  lo  mv 


/ 


Her  wet  cheek  glow'd :  she  stepC  aside. 
As  conscious  of  my  look  she  stepp'd ; 

Then  suddenly,  with  tim'rous  eye. 
She  flew  to  me  and  wept 


She  half  incloaed  me  with  her 

She  press'd  me  with  a  meek  embrace ; 
And  bending  back  her  head,  look'd  up^ 

And  gazed  upon  my  ftoe. 

T  was  pardy  bve,  and  partly  fear. 
And  pardy  't  viras  a  bashlid  art. 

That  I  might  radier  feel  dian  see 
The  swelling  of  her  heart 

I  calm*d  her  fean,  and  she  was  calm. 
And  told  her  love  with  virgin  pride ; 

And  so  I  won  my  Genevieve, 
My  bright  and  beauteous  bride. 

And  now  once  more  a  tale  of  woe, 

A  woefid  tale  of  love  I  aing : 
For  thee,  my  Genevieve !  it  sigfai^ 

And  treinbles  on  the  string. 

When  last  I  sang  the  cruel  sooin 

That  crazed  this  bold  and  lonely  Knight, 

And  how  he  roam'd  the  mountain-woodsy 
Nor  rested  day  or  night ; 

I  promised  thee  a  sister  tale 

Of  man's  perfidious  cruelty  : 
Come,  then,  and  hear  what  cruel  wrong 

Befen  die  Dark  Ladie. 


lewti,  or  the  arcassun 
love4:haunt. 

At  midnight  hy  the  stream  I  roved 
To  forget  die  form  I  bved. 
Image  of  Lewd !  from  my  mind 
Depart;  for  Lewd  is  not  kind. 

The  moon  was  high,  the  moonlight  gleam 

And  the  shadow  of  a  star 
Heaved  upon  Tamaha's  stream ; 

But  the  rock  shone  brighter  for. 
The  rock  half-shelter'd  from  my  view 
By  pendent  boughs  of  tressy  yew— 
So  shines  my  Lewti's  forehead  fair, 
Gleaming  tluough  her  sable  hair. 
Image  of  Lewti !  from  my  mind 
Depart ;  for  Lewd  is  not  kind. 

I  saw  a  cbud  of  palest  hue, 

Onward  to  the  moon  it  pass*d ; 
Sdll  brighter  and  more  bright  it  grov« 
With  floating  colors  not  a  few. 

Till  it  reach*d  the  moon  at  last : 
Then  the  cloud  was  wholly  bright 
With  a  rich  and  amber  li^t ! 
And  so  with  many  a  hope  I  seek 

And  widi  such  joy  I  find  my  L^wti : 
And  even  so  my  pale  wan  cheek 

Drinks  in  as  deep  a  Auah  of  beautyX 
Nay,  treacherous  imaged  \eav«  m§  tOAH^ 
if  Lewti  never  will  be  ViiA. 
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The  littte  ckmd— it  Amib  away, 

Awsyitgoei;  awiyioioon? 
AIm!  it  hM  no  power  to  itay : 
In  huM  are  dim,  iti  hues  are  gtay^- 

Away  it  paww  from  the  moon ! 
How  mooniftiUy  it  Mema  to  fly, 

Kwwt  ftding  more  and  more, 
To  joj^ea  legiani  of  the  iky--- 

And  now  'tis  whiter  than  belbra ! 
Aa  whito  as  my  poor  cheek  will  be. 

When,  Lewti!  on  my  coach  I  lie, 
A  dying  man  §bt  love  of  thee. 
Nay,  tieacheraue  image !  leave  my 
And  yet  thou  didat  nol  look  mikind. 

I  taw  a  vapor  in  the  sky, 

lliin,  and  whito,  and  very  hi|^  { 
I  ne'er  beheld*  ao  thin  a  ckmd : 

Farhapa  the  breeaeo  diat  can  fly 

Now  bebw  and  now  above. 
Have  matoh'd  akifl  the  lawny  ihroiid 

Of  Lady  fiuiw-that  died  lor  bve. 
For  maide,  as  well  as  yonths,  have  pendi'd 
From  fhiitleM  love  too  Ibndly  cheririi'd. 
Nay,  treacherous  image !  leave  my  mind— 
For  Lewti  never  will  be  kind. 

Hush  t  my  heedless  ftet  fiom  mider 
Slip  the  crumbling  banks  §br  ever: 

like  echoes  to  a  distant  thunder, 
They  plunge  into  the  gentle  river. 

The  rivepawans  have  heard  my  tread. 

And  tlartie  fiom  tfieir  reedy  bed. 

O  beauteous  Burds!  methinks  ye  measure 
Your  movements  to  some  heavenly  tune ! 

0  beauteous  Birds  I  *t  is  such  a  pleasure 
To  see  you  move  beneath  the  moon, 

1  would  it  were  jrour  true  delight 
To  sleep  by  day  and  wake  all  night 

I  know  the  place  where  Lewti  lies. 
When  silent  night  has  closed  her  eyes : 

It  is  a  breezy  jasmine-bower, 
The  nightingale  sings  o*er  her  head  : 

Voice  of  the  Night !  had  I  the  power 
That  leafy  labyrinth  to  thread. 
And  creep,  like  thee,  with  soundless  tread, 
I  then  might  view  her  bosom  whito 
Heaving  lovely  to  my  sight, 
As  these  two  swans  together  heave 
On  the  gently  swelling  wave. 

Oh !  that  she  saw  me  in  a  dream. 
And  dreamt  that  I  had  died  for  care ; 

All  pale  and  wasted  I  would  seem, 
Yet  6ir  withal,  as  spirits  are ! 

I'd  die  indeed,  if  I  might  see 

Her  bosom  heave,  and  heave  for  me ! 

Soothe,  gentle  image !  soothe  my  mind ! 

To-morrow  Lewti  may  be  kind. 
1795. 


THE  PICTURE,  OR  TEDS  LOVER'S 
RESOLUTION. 

T^oooB  wBeAmidtboma,  and  maUed  oodenvwd 
r^n»mfrw»jr,' now  climbs  and  now  demsmtd 


O'er  rocks,  or  bare  or  mossy,  widi  wild  fcoC 
Crushing  the  purple  whorts ;  while  of% 
Huiiying  along  the  drifted  forest-leaves. 
The  scared  snake  rusdes.  Onward  still  I  tail, 
I  know  not,  ask  not  whither!  A  new  joy, 
Lovely  as  light,  sudden  as  summer  gust. 
And  gladsame  as  the  firM-bora  of  the  spring, 
Beckons  me  on,  or  fbttows  fiom  behind. 
Playmate,  or  guide !  The  mester-passkm  qoell'd, 
I  feel  diat  I  am  fiee.    With  dun-red  bark 
The  fir-trees,  and  the  unfiequent  slender  oak. 
Forth  tnm  this  tangle  wiM  of  bosh  and  fataka 
Soar  vp^  and  fonn  a  melancholy  vault 
Hi|^  o'er  me,  mnrravring  like  a  diaiuit  sea. 

Here  Wisdom  might  reaort,  and  here  Remone ; 
Here  too  the  lovelorn  man  yvho,  sick  in  soul. 
And  of  this  busy  human  heart  aweary, 
Woiships  the  spirit  of  unconscious  lifh 
In  tree  or  wild-flower. — Crentle  Lunatic ! 
If  ao  he  might  not  wholly  cease  to  be. 
He  would  fiur  rather  not  be  that,  he  is ; 
But  would  be  something,  that  he  knows  npt  oC 
In  winds  or  waters,  or  among  the  rocks! 

But  hence,  fond  wretch !  breathe  not  contagkai 
here! 
No  myrtle-walks  are  these:  these  are  no  grovea 
Where  Love  dare  loiter !  If  in  sullen  imnd 
He  should  stray  hither,  the  bw  stumps  shall  gore 
His  dainty  feet,  the  brier  and  the  thorn 
Make  his  plumes  haggard.    like  a  wounded  bird 
Easily  caught,  ensnare  him,  O  ye  Nymphs, 
Ye  Oreads  chaste,  ye  dusky  Dryades ! 
And  ytm,  ye  Earth-winds !  you  that  make  at  mom 
The  dew-drops  quiver  on  the  spiders'  webs! 
You,  O  ye  wingless  Airs !  that  creep  between 
The  rigid  stems  of  heath  and  bitten  furze. 
Within  whose  scanty  shade,  at  summer-noon. 
The  mother-sheep  hath  worn  a  hollow  bed — 
Ye,  that  now  cool  her  fleece  with  dropleas  damp, 
Now  pant  and  murmur  with  her  feeding  Umb. 
Chase,  chase  him,  all  ye  Fays,  and  el/in  Gnomes ! 
With  prickles  sharper  than  his  darts  bemock 
His  little  Godshipt  making  him  perforce 
Creep  through  a  thom-bush  on  yon  hedgehog's  back 

This  is  my  hour  of  triumph !  I  can  now 
With  my  own  fancies  play  the  meny  fool. 
And  laugh  away  worse  folly,  being  fiee. 
Here  will  I  seat  m3r8elf,  beside  this  old, 
Hollow,  and  weedy  oak,  which  ivy-twine 
Clothea  as  with  net-work :  here  will  I  couch  my 

limbs, 
Cloae  by  this  river,  in  this  silent  shade, 
As  safe  and  sacred  fiom  the  step  of  man 
As  an  invisible  wortd — unheard,  unseen. 
And  list'ning  only  to  the  pebbly  brook 
That  murmurs  with  a  dead,  yet  tinkling  sound ; 
Or  to  the  bees,  diat  in  the  neighboring  trunk 
Make  honey^hoarda   The  breeze,  that  visits  me. 
Was  never  Love's  aocompKce,  never  raised 
The  tendril  ringlets  fiom  the  maiden's  brow, 
And  the  blue,  delicate  veins  above  her  cheek ; 
Ne'er  play'd  the  wanton— never  half-disclosed 
The  maiden's  nowy  boaom,  scattering  thenoe 
Eye-poisons  fbr  some  lovo'djstemper'd  youth, 
Wio  ne'er  heneefin^  toK^  aee  an  w^ent^jt^rra 
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m  ■nirfihw,  bat  hu  feeble  beait 
0w  mwwf  Kke  a  dinolvizig  thing. 


It  hnem !  tben  only,  if  I  gnea  uigbt, 
the  ftndiew  of  tbe  robin't  breMt» 
PtOi  in  little  breast,  eo  full  of  nog; 
above  me,  on  the  uynmlain'ttdL 
m  too^  deiert  Stream !  no  pool  of  thine, 
.  dear  ai  lake  in  lateit  tnmmer«Te, 
rnfleet Ike elately  virgin's  robe, 
%  As  ioxm  divine,  the  downcast  look 
platiye !  Behold !  her  open  pabn 
her  dieek  and  brow !  her  elbow  rests 
bare  brandi  of  hal^nprooted  tree, 
■ns  towards  its  minor!  Who  erewhile 
■a  her  oountenanoe  tnm'd,  or  hiok'd  bj 

slealth 
\r  is  true  lore's  cmel  nmseX  he  now 
sdftst  gase  and  miaflending  eye, 
pB  tile  watery  idol,  dreaming  hopes 
IS  to  the  son],  bat  fleeting,  Tain, 
dmt  phsniom-world  on  which  he  gand, 
anheeded  gazed :  6r  see,  ah !  see, 
ative  ^rrant  with  her  left  hand  plucks 
Mb  of  tall  floweis  that  behind  her  grow, 
I,  and  willow-berb,  and  fc^^skyve  bells  t 
Idenly,  as  one  that  toys  witfi  time, 
I  diem  on  the  pool !  'Hien  all  the  charm 
■ft— all  that  phantooHwaU  so  fair 
■,  and  a  tboosand  drdeCi  spread, 
ch  misriiapes  the  other.   Stay  awhile, 
mih,  who  soaroely  daiest  lift  op  thine  eyes! 
•amyWiU  soon  renew  its  smoothness,  soon 
dons  win  retam!  And  b!  he  stays: 
m  the  fragments  dim  of  lovely  fonns 
rembiing  back,  anile,  and  now  once  more 
4  beoomea  a  ndrror ;  and  behold 
ild-flower  on  the  marge  inverted  there, 
»re  the  hal^prooted  tree — ^but  where, 
B  the  virgin's  snowy  arm,  diat  lean'd 
are  branch  ?  He  tarns,  and  she  is  gone ! 
aid  she  steals  throu^  many  a  woodland 


he  shall  seek  in  vain.    Ill-&ted  youth ! 
by  day,  and  waste  thy  manly  prime 
krve^yeaming  by  tfie  vacant  brook, 
dy  thoughts  bewitch  thine  eyes,  and  thou 
•t  her  ihadow  still  abiding  there, 
iad  of  the  Mirror! 

Not  to  diee, 
and  desert  Stream !  belongs  this  tale : 
and  dark  art  thou — the  crowded  fin 
am  thy  shores,  and  stretch  acron  thy  bed, 
tiiee  doleful  as  a  cavem-well : 
ben  the  shy  king-fithers  build  their  nest 
iteep  banks,  no  loves  hast  thou,  wild  stream! 

be  ny  diosen  haunt— emancipate 
Msion's  dreams,  a  freeman,  and  alone, 
id  trace  ill  devious  course.   O  leadi 
e  to  deeper  shades  and  lonelier  giooms. 
sling  tliraaii^  tiie  canopy  of  £u, 
T  tfaie  soBshine  spots  diat  mossy  reck, 
flia  rrver,  whose  disparted  waves 
'  aamdar  with  an  angry  sound, 
an  toiataite!  Andseei  Otefnuigl^ 
thBtAarJm 

F 
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FlacelesB,  as  spiriti,  one  soft  waterman 

Throbbing  vnthin  them.  Heart  at  once  and  Eye! 

With  its  soft  neighboihood  of  filmy  douds, 

The  stains  and  shadings  of  fh^otten  tears, 

Dimness  o'eriwuih  with  hartra !  Soeh  llto  boor 

Of  deep  ezuoyment,  fbUowing  bve's  brief  feuds ; 

And  harlt,  the  noise  of  a  near  waterftll! 

I  pass  fiwdi  into  light— I  find  myself 

Beneadi  a  weeping  binsh  (most  beautifkl 

Of  forest-trees,  the  Lady  of  the  woods). 

Hard  by  the  brink  of  a  tall  wee<fy  ntk 

That  overbrows  the  cataract    How  burMs 

The  landscape  on  my  sight !  Two  crescent  Ulb 

Fdd  in  belund  eadi  other,  and  so  vmik^ 

A  circular  vale,  and  land-lock'd,  as  might  seem, 

Wiih  brook  and  bridge,  and  gray  stone  cottagea, 

Half  hid  Inr  rocks  and  fiiiit4reesi    AtmyfiMt, 

The  whorde-banies  ate  bedew'd  with  spimy, 

Dash'd  upwards  by  the  furious  vraterfalL 

How  sdmnnly  tlie  pendent  ivy  mass 

Swings  in  its  vrinnow ;  all  the  air  is  «*!»«- 

The  smoke  fiom   oottage-dumneys,  tinged  with 

light. 
Rises  in  odumns ;  fiom  diis  hoose  alone, 
CHose  by  tlie  waterfall,  the  cdumn  •^n% 
And  feels  its  ceaseless  hreeae.   But  what  is  dus  t 
That  cottage,  vridi  ila  slanting  chimney-smoke. 
And  close  beside  its  porch  a  sleeping  child. 
His  dear  head  pillow'd  on  a  sleeping  dog-~ 
One  arm  between  its  fore-legs,  and  the  hnyd 
Holds  loosely  ill  small  handful  of  wild-flowvit, 
Unfilleted,  and  of  unequal  lengths. 
A  curious  picture,  with  a  master's  baste 
Sketch'd  on  a  strip  of  pinlqr-silver  skin, 
Peel'd  from  die  birchen  bark!  Diyinest  maid! 
Yon  bark  her  canvas,  and  those  purple  berries 
Her  pencil !  See,  the  juice  ii  scarcely  dried 
On  the  fine  skin !  She  has  been  newly  here ; 
And  k> !  yon  patch  of  headi  has  been  her  couch — 
The  pressure  still  remains!  O  blessed  couch! 
For  diis  mayst  thou  flower  eariy,  and  the  Sun, 
Slanting  at  eve,  rest  bright,  and  linger  long 
Upon  diy  purple  bells!   O  Isabel! 
Daughter  of  genius !  stateliest  of  our  maids ! 
More  beautiful  than  whom  Alcasus  wooed, 
Tlie  Lesbian  woman  of  immortal  song ! 
O  child  of  genius !  stetoly,  beautiful. 
And  full  of  love  to  all,  save  only  me. 
And  not  ungende  e'en  to  me !  My  heart. 
Why  beats  it  thus  f  Through  yonder  coppice-wood 
Needs  must  the  pathway  turn,  that  leads  straightway 
On  to  her  &ther's  house.    She  is  done ! 
The  night  draws  on— sudi  ways  are  hard  to  hit-— 
And  fit  it  is  I  should  restore  this  sketch, 
Dropt  unawares,  no  doubt    Why  should  I  yearn 
To  keep  die  relic  ?  't  will  but  idly  feed 
Tlie  passion  that  consumes  me.    Let  me  haste ! 
The  picture  in  my  hand  which  she  has  left. 
She  cannot  blame  me  that  I  follow'd  her ; 
And  I  may  be  her  guide  the  long  wood  through. 


THE  NIGHT-SCENE. 

A  DRAMATIC  FRAOMENT. 

SANDOVAL. 

You  loved  die  daughter  of  Don  Maaoiiq^aX 
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KARL  BBNAT. 
■ANDOTAL. 

Did  foa  not  ny  yon  woo'd  hert 

■AftL  BKNKT. 

Her  whom  I  dired  not  woo! 


Loved  f 


Onoeltoved 


■ANDOTAL. 

And  woo'd,  perchanoe. 
One  wlKNn  you  loved  not ! 

BAKL  BENAY. 

Oh !  I  were  moft  htm, 
Not  knring  Olopen.   Trae,  I  woo'd  her. 
Hoping  to  heal  a  deeper  wound ;  bat  she 
Met  my  advancet  with  impaanon'd  piide. 
That  londled  love  with  love.    And  when  her  aire, 
Who  in  hia  dream  of  hope  already  grasp'd 
The  golden  circlet  in  his  hand,  rejected 
My  auit  with  insult,  and  in  memory 
Of  ancient  feuda  pour'd  cunea  <m  my  head. 
Her  Ueannge  overtook  and  baffled  them ! 
Bat  dioa  art  ttem,  and  with  unkindly  coontenaaoe 
Alt  inly  reaaoning  whilat  thou  liateneat  to  me. 

SANDOVAL. 

Anxknialy,  Hemy !  reaaoning  anxiooaly. 
Bat  Oiropenh— 

EAU.  HXNIY. 


gather  roond  her! 
Within  dda  wood  there  winds  a  secret  paange^ 
Beneath  the  walls,  which  opens  out  at  lengdi 
Into  the  gloomiest  covert  of  the  garden— 
The  night  ere  my  departure  to  the  army, 
She,  nothing  trembling,  led  me  through  that  gloom. 
And  to  that  covert  by  a  silent  stream. 
Which,  with  one  star  reflected  near  its  marge, 
Was  the  sole  object  visible  around  me. 
No  leaflet  stirr'd ;  the  air  was  almost  soltry ; 
So  deept  so  dark,  so  close,  the  umbrage  o'er  as ! 
No  leaflet  stiir^d ; — ^yet  pleasure  hung  upon 
The  gloom  and  stillness  of  the  balmy  nigh^ftir. 
A  little  further  on  an  arbor  stood, 
Fragrant  with  flowering  trees— I  well  remember 
What  an  uncertain  glimmer  in  the  darkness 
Tlieir  snow-white  blossoms  made— 4hither  she  led 

me. 
To  diat  sweet  bower !  Then  Oropea  trembled— 
I  heard  her  heart  beat — if  'twere  not  my  own. 

iANDOVAL. 

A  mde  and  Bearing  note,  my  fiiend ! 

EAU.  BBlfET. 

Oh!  no! 
I  have  small  memory  of  aoght  but  pleasure. 
The  inquietudes  of  feaiv  like  lesser  streama 
Still  flowing,  still  were  lost  in  thoee  of  love : 
So  love  grew  mightier  from  the  fear,  and  Nature, 
Fleeing  from  Pain,  shelter'd  herself  in  Joy. ' 
The  Stan  above  our  heads  were  dim  and  steady, 
like  eyes  sufflised  with  npture.    life  was  in  us : 
fFe  W0I9  sJJ  liie,  aacb  atom  of  oar  fiamea 
A  bring mml-^I  vow'd  to  die  &r  her: 
H7£&  the  Aint  voice  of  one  who,  Imvmg  qiokeo, 


Relapses  into  blessedness,  I  vow'd  it: 
That  solemn  vow,  a  whisper  scarcely  heard, 
A  murmur  lu'eathed  against  a  lady's  ear. 
Oh !  there  is  joy  above  the  name  of  pleasure. 
Deep  self-possession,  an  intense  repose. 

SANDOVAL  {wUh  a  tttrocutic  tmile). 
No  other  than  as  eastern  sages  paint, 
Tlie  God,  who  floats  upon  a  lotos  leaf. 
Dreams  for  a  thousand  ages ;  then  awaking. 
Creates  a  world,  and  smiling  at  the  bubble, 
Relapaes  into  Uisa. 

EARL  BBNEY. 

Ah!  was  that  blia 
Fear'd  as  an  alien,  and  too  vast  for  man  t 
For  suddenly,  impatient  of  its  silence, 
Did  Oropeia,  starting,  pasp  my  forehead. 
I  caught  her  arms ;  the  veins  were  swelling  on  thi 
Through  the  daik  bower  she  sent  a  hoUgw  voice 
Oh !  what  if  all  betny  me  ?  what  if  thou  ? 
I  swore,  and  with  an  inward  thought  that  seem'^ 
Tlie  purpose  and  the  substance  of  my  being, 
I  swore  to  her,  diat  were  she  red  witfi  guilt, 
I  would  exchange  my  unblench'd  state  with  hers 
Friend !  by  that  winding  passage,  to  that  bower 
I  now  will  go— all  objects  there  will  teach  me 
Unwavering  love,  and  singleness  of  heart 
Go,  Sandoval !  I  am  prepared  to  meet  her-^ 
Say  nothing  of  me — I  myself  will  aeek  her — 
Nay,  leave  me,  friend !  I  cannot  bear  the  tormen 
And  keen  inquiry  of  that  scanning  eye — 

[Ea&l  Henkt  retires  into  the  10c 

SANDOVAL  idUme). 
O  Henry !  always  strivest  thou  to  be  great 
By  thine  own  act — ^yet  art  thou  never  great 
But  by  the  inspiration  of  great  passion. 
The  whirl-blast  comes,  the  desert^ands  rise  up 
And  shape  diemselves :  from  Earth  to  Heaven  tl 

stand. 
As  dioagh  they  were  the  pillars  of  a  temple. 
Built  by  Omnipotence  in  its  own  honor ! 
But  the  blast  pauses,  and  their  shaping  spirit 
Is  fled :  the  mighty  columns  were  but  sand. 
And  lazy  snakes  trail  o'er  the  level  mine ! 


TO  AN  UNFORTUNATE  WOMAN, 

WHOM  THE  AVTBOtL  HAD  KNOWN  IN  THE  DAYS 

HEE  INNOOENOB. 

Myrtle-leaf  that,  ill  besped, 
Finest  in  the  gladsome  ray, 

Soil'd  beneath  the  common  tread. 
Far  from  thy  protecting  spray ! 

When  the  Partridge  o'er  the  sheaf 
Whirr'd  along  the  yellow  vale. 

Sad  I  saw  thee,  heedless  leaf! 
Love  the  dalliance  of  the  gale. 


lightly  didst  thou,  foolish  thing ! 
Heave  and  flutter  to  his  sighs, 
YAnVa  tha  tbnaieT,  on  his  vring, 


SEBYLLINE  LEAVEa 


GaOy  fitm  Ay  motfaeiwrtalk 
Weit  tfaoQ  danced  and  fmHed 

Soon  on  tliii  unahelter'd  walk 
Fliiqg  to  6de,  to  IOC  and  dia 


TO  AN  UNFORTUNATE  WOMAN  AT  THE 

THEATRE. 

BfAiDKif ,  that  with  nillan  hiow 
Sbteat  behind  thow  virgmi  gay. 

Like  a  aooich'd  and  mildew'd  bou^^^ 
LeafleH 'mid  the  htooooa  of  May ! 

Bim  who  hind  thee  and  finaook. 

Oft  I  watdi'd  with  angiy  gaze^ 
Fearfiil  taw  his  pleading  kxik, 

Amjooi  heaid  hia  fervid  phiaie. 

Soft  the  ^ancea  of  the  yondi. 
Soft  hit  speech,  and  loft  hia  n^ ; 

Bat  no  tound  like  ample  troth. 
Bat  no  troe  love  in  hia  eye. 

Lodung  thy  polluted  kt, 
Ke  Aee,  Maiden,  hie  thee  hence ! 

Seek  thy  weeping  Mothei^s  col* 
With  a  wiaer  innncenca 

llkoa  beat  known  deceit  and  fiiQy. 

Thou  haat  felt  that  vice  ii  woe : 
With  a  monqg  mehncholy 

Inly  aim'd,  go^  Muden!  ga 

Mother  nge  of  SdMonunioD, 

Finn  thy  itepi,  O  Melancholy ! 
llie  etrongeet  plume  in  wiadom'i  pinion 

la  the  memory  of  pait  fidly. 

Mote  the  tky-lark  and  ibriorn. 
While  she  moulti  the  firstling  plumee. 

That  had  ddmm'd  the  tender  com. 
Or  the  bean-field*s  odoroos  blooms : 

Soon  with  renovated  vnng 

ShaU  she  dare  a  k>ftier  flight 
Upward  to  the  day-star  spring. 

And  embathe  in  heavenly  light 


UNES  OOBfiiOSED  IN  A  OONCERT-ROOM. 

lot  eoU,  nor  stem,  my  soul !  yet  I  detest 
These  scented  Rooms,  where,  to  a  gandy  throng, 

Bwves  the  pioad  Harlot  her  dktended  broait. 
Id  intricaciea  of  laborioos  song. 

Hisse  feel  not  Mnaic's  genuine  power,  nor  deign 
To  melt  at  Nature's  passian-warbled  plaint ; 

Im  when  the  loog-brealhed  singer's  uptriU'd  strain 
BoisiB  in  a  aquall— diey  gape  for  vfonderment 

Barii  die  deep  bos  of  Vanity  and  Hate ! 

Seorafii],  yet  envious,  vnth  self-torturing  sneer 
Uf  lady  eyea  some  maid  of  humbler  state, 
'  Whfla  te  pert  Captain,  or  tb0/»xBiiiiariViaf( 

FtaOiim  jMonfeitf  mtadkl  in  har  mr. 


O  give  me,  fiom  this  heartless  scene  releaaed, 
To  hear  our  old  musician,  blind  and  gray 

(Whom  stretching  from  my  uutm's  aims  I  kks'd). 
His  Scottish  tunes  and  warlike  wiiipphff  play 

By  moonshine,  on  the  babi^  summer-nig^t, 
Tlie  while  I  dance  amid  the  tedded  hay 

With  many  maids,  whose  ringlets  toss  in  light 

Or  lies  the  purple  evening  on  the  bay 
Of  the  calm  glossy  lake,  O  let  me  hide 

Unheard,  unseen,  behind  the  alder-trees. 
Tot  round  their  roots  the  fisher's  boat  is  tied. 

On  whose  trim  seat  doth  Edmund  stretch  at  ease, 
And  virfaile  the  lazy  boat  sways  to  and  tto^ 

Breathes  in  his  flute  sad  aiia»  so  wild  and  slow, 
That  his  own  cheek  is  wet  wiUi  quiet  tears. 

But  O,  dear  Anne !  when  midnigfat  wind  career^ 
And  the  gust  pelting  <m  the  out-house  shed 

Makea  the  cock  shrilly  on  the  ninetorm  crow. 

To  hear  thee  sing  some  baUad  MX  of  woe, 
Bal)ad  of  shipwreck'd  sailor  floating  dead. 

Whom  his  own  true-love  buried  in  the  sands ! 
Thee,  gentle  woman,  fer  thy  voice  remeasures 
Whatever  tones  and  melancholy  pleasuras 

The  things  of  Nature  utter ;  birds  or  tiees. 
Or  moan  of  ocean-gale  in  weedy  caves. 
Or  where  the  stifi*  grass  'mid  the  heath-plant  waves, 

Munnur  and  music  thin  of  sudden  breeie. 


THE  KEEPSAKE. 

Thi  tedded  hay,  the  first  fruila  of  the  soil. 
The  tedded  hay  and  corn-sheaves  in  one  field. 
Show  summer  gone,  ere  come.   The  foxglove  tall 
Sheds  its  loose  purple  bells,  or  in  the  gust. 
Or  when  it  bends  beneath  the  up«pringing  lark. 
Or  mountaii^finch  alighting.  And  the  rose 
(In  vain  the  darling  of  successful  love) 
Stands,  like  some  boasted  beauty  of  past  years, 
The  thorns  remaining,  and  the  flowen  all  gone. 
Nor  can  I  find,  amid  my  lonely  walk 
By  rivulet,  or  spring,  or  wet  road-side, 
Tliat  blue  and  brightreyed  floweret  of  the  brook, 
Hope's  gentle  gem,  the  sweet  Forget4ne-not!* 
So  will  not  fede  the  flowers  which  Emmeline 
^th  delicate  fingers  aa  the  snow-white  silk 
Has  work'd  (the  flowers  which  most  she  knew  I 

loved). 
And,  more  bebved  than  they,  her  auburn  hair. 

In  the  cool  morning  twilight,  eariy  waked 
By  her  fiill  bosom's  joyous  restlessness. 
Softly  she  rose,  and  lightly  stole  along, 
Down  the  slope  coppice  to  the  woodbine  bower. 
Whose  rich  flowers,  swinging  in  the  morning  breeze. 
Over  their  dim  fast-moving  i^adows  hung. 
Making  a  quiet  image  of  disquiet 
In  the  smooth,  scarcely  moving  river-pool. 
Tliere,  in  that  bower  where- first  she  own'd  her  love. 
And  let  me  kiss  my  own  warm  tear  of  joy 
From  oflf  her  glowing  cheek,  she  sate  and  stretch'd 


•  One  of  the  names  (and  nMriting  to  be  tlM  oalr  one)  of  iba 
M»o$otis  Scffrpuidti  Poiiwtru,  a  (ko^ei  fiom  iul  \o  Viifk<i« 
ioefaes  bigb,  with  bloa  bloMom  snd  biighl  i«Vk>vr  aia.  \V  \Aa 
ssflM  name  over  the  whole  Emptie  of  QenMBif  VKwfUa- 

aieJU)  aod.  we  believs,  in  Deomaik  and  AwtAsau 
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The  alk  apon  the  fipame,  and  work'd  her  nuDe 
Between  the  Mom-Boae  and  Fofget-me-not-^ 
Her  own  deer  name,  with  her  own  auburn  hair ! 
That  fivoed  to  wander  till  tweet  tpring  return* 
I  yet  mi^  ne'er  fiirget  her  nnile,  her  look* 
Her  voice  (that  even  in  her  mirthful  mood 
Haa  made  me  wish  to  steal  away  and  weep). 
Nor  yet  the  entrancement  of  diat  maiden  kiH 
With  which  ahe  promiaed,  that  when  tpiing  retom'd, 
She  would  resgn  one  half  of  that  dear  name, 
And  owB  thenMiirth  no  odier  name  hot  mine  I 


TO  A  LAD7. 

WITH  FALOONIE*!  "  8BIFW1BCIK.'' 

Ah!  not  by  Gam  or  Ini,  ftmons  itreami^ 
In  arched  giovea,  the  youtfaftd  poet's  dioioe ; 

Nor  while  half-liatmung,  *mid  delidooa  dreami. 
To  harp  and  aoog  fl^  lady's  hand  and  voice ; 

Nor  yet  while  gaiing  in  sublimer  mood 

On  diflC  or  cataract,  in  Alpine  dell ; 
Nor  in  dim  cave  witfi  bladdery  sea-weed  strew'd. 

Framing  wild  fiuicies  lo  the  ocean's  swell ; 

Our  aea'baid  sang  diis  soog !  which  still  he  sings. 
And  ringi  Ibr  £ee,  sweet  friend!  Haik,  Pity,  hark! 

Now  mounts,  now  totters  on  the  Tempest's  wings. 
Now  groans,  and  diiveni,  the  replunging  Bark! 

MCbng  to  the  shrouds!"  In  vain!  The  broakers 


Death  shrieks !  With  two  alone  of  idl  his  dan 
Foilom  the  poet  paced  the  Grecian  shore. 
No  classic  roamer,  but  a  diipwreck'd  man ! 

Say  dwn,  what  muse  inspired  these  genial  strains, 
And  lit  his  spirit  to  so  bright  a  flame  f 

The  elevating  thought  of  sufier'd  pains. 

Which  gentle  hearts  shall  moum;  but  diief,  the 


Of  Gratitude !  Remembrances  of  Friend, 
Or  absent  or  no  more  !  Shades  of  the  Past, 

Which  Love  makes  Substance!  Hence  to  thee  I  send, 
O  dear  as  long  as  life  and  memory  last ! 

I  send  widi  deep  regards  of  heart  and  head. 

Sweet  maid,  for  firiendship  form'd !  this  work  to 
thee: 

And  thou,  the  while  thou  canst  not  choose  but  shed 
A  tear  iir  Falconer,  wilt  remember  me. 


TO  A  YOUNG  LADY. 

ON  BXR  UCOVKRT  FROM  A  RVIft. 

Why  need  I  say,  Louiaa  dear! 
How  glad  I  am  to  see  you  here 

A  lovely  convalescent; 
Risen  from  the  bed  of  pain  and  fear, 

And  feverish  heat  inceasant 

The  sunny  Showers,  the  dappled  Sky, 
The  little  Birds  that  warble  hif^ 

TTieJr  vernal  loves  commencing, 
WUI  better  welcome  yoo  than  I 
Wlib  tbeireweet  inihumt»in^. 


Believe  me,  whOe  in  bed  yon  lay. 
Your  danger  taught  us  all  to  pray : 

You  mikde  us  grow  devouterf 
Each  eye  look'd  up,  and  seem'd  to  say 

How  can  we  do  without  her  f 

Besides,  what  vei'd  us  woise,  we  knew 
They  have  no  need  of  sudi  as  jrou 

.  In  the  place  where  you  were  going; 
ThJM  Worid  has  angels  all  too  few. 
And  Heaven  is  oveiflowing ! 


SOMETmNa  CHILDISH,  BUT  VERT 
NATURAL. 

WmiTTEN  IN  OUIIANT. 

If  I  had  but  two  litde  vrings. 
And  ware  a  little  feathery  bird, 
To  you  I  'd  fly,  my  dear ! 
But  thoughts  like  these  are  idle  things. 
And  I  stay  here. 

But  in  my  sleep  to  you  I  fly : 

I'm  always  with  3^u  in  my  sleep ! 
The  world  is  all  one's  own. 
But  tfien  one  wakes,  and  where  am  1 1 
All,  all  alone. 

Sleep  stays  not,  though  a  monarch  bids : 

So  I  love  to  wake  ere  break  of  day : 

For  though  my  sleep  be  gone. 

Yet,  while  't  is  dark,  one  shuts  one's 

And  still  dreams  on. 


HOME^CK. 

WRirTEN  IN  OmiANT. 

T  IB  sweet  to  him,  who  all  the  week 
Through  ci^<«rowd8  must  push  his  way. 

To  stroll  alone  through  fields  and  woods, 
And  haUow  thus  the  Sebbadi-Day 

And  sweet  it  is,  in  summer  bower. 

Sincere,  afiectionate,  and  gay. 
One's  own  dear  children  feasting  round. 

To  celebrate  one's  marriage-day. 

Btit  what  ii  all,  to  his  delight. 

Who  having  long  been  doom'd  to  roam. 
Throws  oflT  the  bundle  from  his  back, 

Before  the  door  of  his  own  home  ? 

Homesickness  is  a  wasting  pang ; 

This  feel  I  hourly  more  and  more : 
There 's  Healing  only  in  thy  wings. 

Thou  Bieeie  that  pkyest  on  Albion's  shoi 


ANSWER  TO  A  CHILD'S  QUEOTION 

Do  you  ask  what  the  birds  say!  The  Sparrow 

Dove, 
The  linnet  and  Thrush,  say,  **  I  love  and  I  kn 
In  die  winter  diey  're  silent^— the  vrind  is  so  si 
What  it  says,  I  don't  know,  but  it  aings  a  loud 
But  green  leaves,  and  blossoms,  and  sonaj  ^ 

wea^har. 
And  nng^,  asA.  VrnDf—^  «(m(b\i».^tD^ 


SIBTLLINE  LBAVISL 


iitD  hrimfiil  of  gladnMi  and  love, 
bUi  below  him,  the  blue  dqr  above, 
i^  and  he  nngi ;  and  for  ever  angi  ~ 
Love,  and  my  Love  loves  me ! " 


!HE  VISI0NAR7  HOPE. 

ive  no  Hope!  Though  lowly  kneeling 
d  frame  a  prayer  within  hia  breast, 
Dtreat  ibrsome  sweet  breath  of  healing, 
body  might  have  ease  and  rest; 
vain!  the  dull  mg^  firom  his  chest 
riQ  the  stifling  load  revealing, 
re  ftfced ;  thooi^  like  some  captive  guest, 
risooer  at  lus  conqueror's  feast, 
itless  mood  but  half  concealing, 
I  on  his  gentle  brow  coofesB*d, 
un  and  miserable  feeling: 
ore  pangs  made  curses  of  his  dreams, 
sleeps  each  night  repell'd  in  vain, 
IBM  scatter'd  by  its  own  loud  screams, 
uld  his  heart  command,  though  fein, 
1  wish  to  be  DO  moie  in  pain. 

I,  which  was  his  inward  blisi  and  boast, 

d  and  died,  yet  ever  near  him  stood, 

tgedinnature,  wander  where  he  would — 

leapair  is  but  Hope's  pining  Ghost ! 

Hope  he  makes  his  hourly  moan, 

ad  can  wish  fer  this  alone ! 

fiA.  light  fion  Hetven,  befere  its  gleams 

itricken  vkiooaiy  deems) 

d  vanish,  like  a  summer  shower, 

fling  sundiine  from  the  noon-tide  bower! 

!  jret  this  one  Hope  should  give 

1  that  he  would  bless  lus  pains  and  live. 


TBE  HAPPT  HUSBAND. 
A  nuGMEirr. 

;  methinks,  the  while  with  Thee 

ithe,  as  from  the  heart,  thy  dear 

dedicated  name,  I  hear 

ise  and  a  mystery, 

idge  of  more  thsin  passing  life, 

in  that  very  name  of  Wife! 

of  love,  that  ne*er  can  sleep! 
tling  Uiat  upbraids  the  heart 

happiness  beyond  desert, 
adness  half  requests  to  weep! 
)le8s  I  not  the  keener  sense 
onalarming  turbulence 

ient  joys,  that  ask  no  sting, 
jealous  fears,  or  coy  denying; 
loni  beneath  Love*s  brooding  wiog^ 
0  tenderness  soon  djring, 
d  out  their  giddy  moment,  then 
:n  the  soul  to  love  again. 

precipitated  vein 
ites,  that  eddjr  in  the  Oow 
Mibmammg,  Aey  come,  they  go, 
9  ibe  tweeter  aader-etnin 


Its  own  sweet  sdf— a  knre  of  Thee 
That  seems,  yet  cannot  greater  be! 


BEOOUJBCTIONS  OF  LOVE. 

How  wann  this  woodland  wild  RecemI 
Love  surely  hath  been  breathing  hen, 
And  this  sweet  bed  of  heath,  my  dear! 

Swells  up»  then  sinks,  with  feint  caress, 
Ai  if  to  have  you  yet  Hwre  near. 

Eight  springs  have  flown,  since  last  I  lay 
On  seaward  Qnantock's  heathy  hilla, 
Wh«re  quiet  sounds  fiom  hidden  riUs 

Fkiat  here  and  there,  like  things  astray, 
And  hi^  o'eihead  the  sky-lark  duilb. 

No  voioe  as  jret  had  made  the  air 
Be  music  with  your  name;  yet  why 
That  asking  IoqIl  ?  that  yearning  sig^  f 

That  sense  of  promise  every  wherot 
Beloved!  flew  your  spirit  by t 

Ai  when  a  mother  doth  explore 
The  rose-mark  on  her  long4ost  diild, 
I  met,  I  loved  you,  maiden  mild! 

Ai  whom  I  long  had  loved  before-— 
So  deeply,  had  I  been  beguiled. 

Ton  stood  befere  me  like  a  thought, 
A  dream  remember*d  in  a  dreua. 
But  when  those  meek  eyes  fint  did  aeem 

To  tell  me,  Love  within  you  wrought— 
O  Greta,  dear  domestic  stream ! 

Has  not,  since  then.  Love's  prompture  deep. 
Has  not  Love's  whisper  evermore^ 
Been  ceaseless,  as  thy  gentle  roart 

Sole  voice,  when  other  voices  rieep, 
Dear  under-song  in  Clamor's  hour. 


ON  REVISmNG  THE  SEAJ3H0RE,    AFTER 
LONG  ABSENCE, 

UNDBE  STRONO  lODIOAL  RKCOMMKNDATIOII  NOT  TO 

BATHS. 

GoD  be  virith  thee,  gladsome  Ocean! 

How  gladly  greet  I  thee  (mce  more! 
Ships  and  waves,  and  ceaseless  motion. 

And  men  rejoicing  on  thy  shore. 

Dissuading  spake  the  mild  Fhysidan, 
^'Tliose  briny  viraves  for  thee  are  Death!" 

But  my  soul  fidfilVd  her  mission. 
And  lo!  I  breathe  untrouUed  bieathJ 

Fashion's  pining  sons  and  daughters. 
That  seek  the  crowd  they  seem  to  ttf. 

Trembling  they  aiqproach  thy  waters; 
And  what  cares  Nature,  if  they  die  7 

Me  a  duraaand  hopes  and  |&«axQi«s, 

A  thousand  recoUectiQna  VAanA, 
Tlioughts  sublime,  and  iMieVy  iiMwnma, 
Revisit  on  thy  echoing  alrand*. 
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Draiuni  (dw  wonl  henelf  fbnaking), 
Tearful  impturas,  boyish  mirth ; 

Silent  adorationa,  making 

A  bleaMd  ahadow  of  this  Elarth ! 

O  ye  hopei,  that  stir  within  me, 
Health  comes  with  you  from  above! 

God  is  with  me,  God  is  in  me ! 
I  cannot  die,  if  Life  be  Love. 


THE  OOMFOSinON  OF  A  KIS& 

Cupm,  if  slorying  legends*  tell  aright, 

Once  fifamed  a  rich  elixir  of  delight 

A  chalice  o'er  love-kindled  flames  he  fix'd, 

And  in  it  nectar  and  ambrosia  mix'd : 

With  these  the  magic  dews,  which  evening  brings, 

Bhish*d  from  the  Idaiian  star  by  faery  wings : 

Each  tender  [dedge  of  sacred  fiuth  he  join'd, 

Eadi  gentler  pleasure  of  the  unspotted  mind — 

Day-dreams,  whose  tints  with  sportive  brightness  glow. 

And  Hope,  die  blameless  parasite  of  woe. 

llie  eyeless  Chemist  hoard  the  process  rise, 

The  steamy  chalice  bubbled  up  in  sighs ; 

Sweet  sounds  transpired,  as  when  th*enamour*ddove 

Pours  the  soft  murm*ring  of  responsive  love. 

The  finished  work  might  Envy  vainly  blame. 

And  "  Kisses"  was  the  precious  compound's  name. 

With  half  the  god  his  Cyprian  mother  blest. 

And  breathed  on  Sara's  lovelier  lips  the  rest 


ni.  MEDITATIVE  POEMS, 

IN  BLANK  VERflX. 


Yes,  he  deeetna  to  find  himeelf  deceived. 
Who  Meka  a  heart  io  the  unthinking  Man. 
Uke  ehadowi  on  a  ttream,  the  forow  ofliA 
Iiapreai  their  cbaracten  on  the  Mnooth  forofaead : 
Nanght  linke  into  the  Boeom't  lilent  depth. 
Quick  eennbility  of  Pain  and  Pleasure 
Movee  the  light  fluidi  Kf  htly ;  but  no  eoul 
Wanneth  the  inner  frame. 

Sekilkf. 


BYMS  BEFORE  SUNRISE,  IN  THE   VALE 
OF  CHAMOUNY. 


the  Riren  Arre  and  Arreiron,  which  have  their 
aooroes  in  the  fbot  of  Mont  Blanc  five  eonspicaous  torreoti 
nuh  down  ili  eidea,  and  within  a  few  paces  of  the  Olacien. 
the  Oentiana  B^jor  crowi  in  !««,«•«■*  nomben,  with  its 
**flowsis  of  knreliest  blue.*' 


Ha§t  thou  a  charm  to  stay  the  Moming43tar 
In  his  steep  cotuse  ?  So  king  he  seems  to  pause 


*  Eflhudt  qooodam  Uandom  meditata  laborem 

Baiia  lascivi  Cfpria  Diva  mani. 
AmbroMB  suecoe  oooulti  temperat  arte, 
Fraffransque  infmo  nectare  tingit  opus. 
SolBeit  et  partem  mellii,  quod  eubdolus  olim 

Non  impone  f)iVM  surripuiiMt  Amor. 
Deeuisos  vifrie  foliiiad  miioet  odores 
Bt  epofia  aitiTis  plurima  rapta  roeis. 
Addit  et  iUec^nss  et  mille  eC  miDe  Iqwiss, 
JSt  qaotAeidMSmgMudU  Cmtm  babet 
-fir  Air  OMymm/tiXBs  Assis ;  sf  omoia  libiBS 

perorsCMis 

Oarwt.  Qood.  VoL  II. 


On  thy  bald  awful  head,  O  sovran  Blanc ! 
The  Arve  and  Arveiron  at  thy  base 
Rave  ceaselessly ;  but  thou,  most  awful  farml 
Risest  from  forth  thy  silent  Sea  of  Pines, 
How  silently !  Around  thee  and  above 
Deep  is  the  air  and  dark,  substantial,  black. 
An  ebon  mass :  methinks  thou  piercest  it. 
As  with  a  wedge !  But  when  I  look  again. 
It  is  thine  own  calm  home,  thy  crystal  shrine. 
Thy  habilation  firom  eternity ! 

0  dread  and  silent  Mount!  I  gazed  upon  thee. 
Till  thou,  still  present  to  the  bodily  sense. 

Didst  vanish  from  my  thought:  entranced  in  prayer 

1  woxshipp'd  the  Invisible  alone. 

Tet,  likasome  sweet  beguiling  melody. 
So  sweet,  we  know  not  we  are  listening  to  it, 
Thou,  the  meanwhile,  wast  blending  with  my  Thought, 
Yea  widi  my  Life  and  Life's  own  secret  Joy : 
Till  the  dibting  Soul,  enrapt,  transfused. 
Into  the  mighty  vision  passing — there 
As  in  her  natural  form,  swell'd  vast  to  Heaven ! 

Awake,  my  soul !  not  only  passive  praise 
Thou  owest!  not  alone  these  swelling  tears. 
Mute  thanks  and  secret  ecstasy!  AwiJte, 
Voice  of  sweet  song !  Awake,  my  heart,  awake ! 
Green  vales  and  icy  difli,  all  join  my  Hynm. 

Thou  first  and  chief,  sole  Sovereign  of  the  Valef 
O  struggling  with  the  darkness  all  the  night. 
And  visited  all  night  by  troops  of  stars. 
Or  when  they  climb  Uie  sky  or  when  they  sink ; 
Companion  of  the  Morning-Star  at  dawn, 
Tliyself  earth's  rosy  star,  and  of  the  dawn 
Co-herald :  wake,  O  wake,  and  utter  praise* 
Who  sank  thy  sunless  pillars  deep  in  earth  t 
Who  fill'd  thy  countenance  with  rosy  light  f 
Who  made  thee  Parent  of  perpetual  streams? 

And  yG%  ye  five  wild  torrents  fiercely  glad ! 
Who  call'd  you  forth  from  night  and  utter  death. 
From  dark  and  icy  caverns  call'd  ]rou  forth, 
Down  those  precipitous,  black,  jagged  rocks. 
For  ever  shatter'd  and  the  same  for  ever  ? 
Who  gave  you  jrour  invulnerable  life. 
Your  strength,  ]rour  speed,  your  fury,  and  your  joy. 
Unceasing  thunder  and  eternal  foam  f 
And  who  commanded  (and  the  silence  came). 
Here  let  the  billows  stiSen,  and  have  rest  f 


Ye  Ice-fiJls !  ye  that  from  ihe  mountain's  brow 
Adown  enormous  ravines  slope  amain — 
Torrents,  methinks,  &at  heard  a  mighty  Voice, 
And  stopp'd  at  once  amid  Uieir  maddest  plunge ! 
Motionless  torrents !  silent  cataracts ! 
Who  made  ]rou  glorious  as  the  Gates  of  Heaven 
Beneath  the  keen  full  Moon  T  Who  bade  the  Sun 
Clodie  3rou  with  rainbows  f  Who,  with  living  floweis 
Of  loveliest  blue,  spread  garlands  at  your  feet  t — 
God!  let  the  torrents,  like  ariiout  of  nations. 
Answer!  and  let  the  ice-plains  echo,  God ! 
God !  sing  ye  meadow-streams  with  gladsome  voice! 
Ye  pinc'groves,  with  your  sofl  and  soul-like  sounds! 
And  they  too  have  a  vdoe,  yon  piles  of  snow, 
AndinthiUxpeiilQNAfBSli&»Si\Kund6r,  ^  * 

1  *6 
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Te  Imng  flowtn ifaat  akirt  the  etenial  fitMt! 
Te  wild  goaii  qxnthig  roimd  the  eagle's  nest! 
Ye  eegles,  pbj-matee  of  the  moimluiMtoim ! 
Ye  lightnings,  the  dreed  eiTOws  of  die  doods ! 
Ye  signs  and  wnodeis  of  the  element! 
Utter  ibrth  Gkid,  and  fill  the  hilla  with  praise! 

TVm  too,  hoar  Mount!  with  diy  sky-pointing  peaks, 
Oft  fiom  whose  feet  the  Avalanche,  unheard, 
Shooto  downward,  glittering  through  the  pure  serene 
Into  the  depdi  of  clouds,  that  tcU  thy  breast— 
Tboa  too  agun,  stupendous  Mountain !  thou 
Thet  as  I  raise  my  heed,  awhile  bow'd  low 
In  adoration,  upward  from  thy  base 
Sbw  travelUng  with  dim  eyes  suffused  with  tears. 
Solemnly  seemest,  like  a  vapray  doud. 
To  rise  beibre  me— Rise,  O  ever  rise, 
Rise  like  a  ckmd  of  incense,  from  the  earth ! 
TVmi  kingly  Spirit  throned  among  the  hills, 
TTmu  dread  Ambassador  fiom  Earth  to  Heaven, 
Great  Hierarch !  tell  thou  the  silent  sky. 
And  ton  die  Stars,  and  toll  yon  rising  sun 
Earth,  with  her  thousand  voices,  praises  God. 


WIRTKIf  nc  THS 


LINES 

AURTM  AT  ILIOiaKEODC, 
fOUR. 


IN 


I  ffooD  on  Bioeken's*  sovran  beigfat,  and  saw 

Woods  crowdiog  upon  woods,  hiUs  over  hills, 

A  snrgiiig  scene,  and  only  limited 

fif  die  blue  distance.    Heavily  my  way 

Downward  X  dragged  through  fir^groves  evermore. 

Where  bright  green  moss  heaves  in  sepulchral  forms 

Spsckled  with  sunshine ;  and,  but  seldom  heard, 

libe  sweet  bird's  song  became  a  hollow  sound ; 

And  the  breess,  murnnuing  indivisibly, 

Preserved  its  solemn  murmur  roost  distinct 

fVom  many  a  note  of  many  a  watorfidl. 

And  die  brook's  chatter;  'mid  whose  iilet  stones 

The  dingy  kidhng  with  its  tinkling  bell 

Leaped  fiolicsone,  or  old  romantic  goat 

Sat,  las  white  beard  stow  waving.    I  moved  on 

Id  low  and  langnkl  mood  d*  for  I  had  found 

Tliat  outward  foims,  the  loftiest,  still  receive 

Their  ffaier  infhience  fiom  the  Life  widiin : 

Fair  aphen  else :  fair,  but  of  import  vague 

Or  mDoonoeming,  where  the  Heart  not  &ds 

Hatofy  or  prophecy  of  Friend,  or  Child, 

Or  gentle  Maid,  our  first  and  early  tove, 

C^  Father,  or  the  venerable  name 

Of  cor  adored  Country !  O  thou  Queen, 

Ihou  delegated  Deity  of  EarOi, 

O  dsar,  dear  England !  how  my  longing  ejre 

Tn'd  westward,  shaping  in  the  steady  clouds 

Thf  sands  and  high  white  diA ! 


ns  Ufhart 


inths  Harts,  tnd  ndsed  in  North 


WImd  I  have  fsasd 
OB  ffoodlf  valsi, 
Mbokm. 


woold  Tin  that  all  to  flw  irsf  sCnime 
to  Air,  aor  <m9  maall  nmt 

aad  eall  it  bom§. 
AwGfcr>  A^iM  u  tka  Pm§t§§, 


My  native  land ! 
Fill'd  with  the  thought  of  thee  this  heart  was  proud. 
Yea,  mine  eye  swam  with  tears :  that  aU  the  view 
Fnmk  sovran  Brocken,  woods  and  woody  hiUs, 
Floated  away,  like  a  departing  dream. 
Feeble  and  dim !  Suranger,  these  impulses 
Blame  thou  not  lightly ;  nor  will  I  pro&ne. 
With  hasty  judgment  or  ii^jurioas  doubt. 
That  man's  sublimer  spirit,  who  can  feel 
That  God  is  everywhere !  the  God  who  fiamed 
Mankind  to  be  one  mighty  Family, 
Himself  our  Father,  and  the  World  our  Home. 


ON  OBSERVING  A  BLOSSOM  ON  THE  FIRST  OF 
FEBRUARY,  17W. 

SwEKT  Flower !  that  peeping  from  thy  russet  stem 

Unfoldest  timidly  (for  in  strange  sort 

This   dark,   firieze-coated,  hoarse,   teetlHshattering 

month 
Hath  borrow'd  Zephyr's  voice,  and  gaxed  upon  diee 
With  blue  voluptuous  eye),  alas,  poor  Ftower! 
These  are  but  flatteries  of  the  fkithless  year. 
Perchance,  escaped  its  unknown  polar  cave. 
E'en  now  the  keen  North-East  is  on  its  way. 
Flower  diat  must  perish!  shall  I  liken  thee 
To  some  sweet  girl  of  too  too  rapid  growth, 
Nipp'd  by  Consumption  'mid  untimely  charms  t 
Or  to  Bristowa's  Bard,*  the  wondrous  boy ! 
An  Amaranth,  which  earth  scarce  seem'd  to  own. 
Till  Disappointment  came,  and  pelting  wrong 
Beat  it  to  earth?  or  with  indignant  grief 
Shall  I  compare  thee  to  poor  Pbland's  Hope, 
Bright  flower  of  Hope  kiil'd  in  the  opening  bud  f 
Farewell,  sweet  blossom !  better  fate  be  thine. 
And  mock  my  boding !  Dim  similitudes 
Weaving  in  moral  strains,  I  've  stolen  one  hour 
From  anxious  Self,  Life's  cruel  Task-Moster! 
And  the  warm  wooings  of  this  sunny  day 
Tremble  along  my  fhune,  and  harmonize 
The  attemper'd  organ,  that  even  aaddest  thoughts 
Mix  with  some  sweet  sensations,  like  harsh  tunes 
Play'd  deftly  on  a  soft-toned  instrument 


THE  EOLIAN  HARP. 

COMPOSED  AT  CLXVEDON,  S0MEK8ETBHULE. 

My  pensive  San !  thy  soft  cheek  reclined 

Thus  (m  mine  arm,  most  soothing  sweet  it  is 

To  sit  beside  our  cot,  our  cot  o'ergrown 

With  white-flower'd  Jasmin,  and  the  broad-leaved 

Myrtle, 
(Meet  emblems  they  of  Innocence  and  Love !) 
And  watch  the  clouds,  that  late  were  rich  with  light. 
Slow  saddening  round,  and  mark  the  star  of  eve 
Serenely  brilliant  (such  should  wisdom  be) 
Shine  opposite !  How  exquisite  the  scents 
Snatch'd  from  you  bean-field!   and  the  world  so 

hush'd! 
The  stilly  murmur  of  the  distant  Sea 
Tells  us  of  Silence. 

And  that  simplest  Lute, 
Placed  length-ways  in  the  clasxang  Gaaein&ii\i,\tt;i^\ 
How  fay  the  desultory  breexe  caresa'd, 
tike  tome  coy  maid  half  yielding  \o  \ieT\oN«i, 


*  Chaltoctoa. 
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It  ponn  nioh  tweet  npbraidiiig,  ai  muit  needi 
Tempt  to  repeet  the  wxcng !  And  now,  iti  miQp 
BoldUer  twept,  the  long  Mquacioiii  notes 
Over  delidooe  rargee  i^nk  and  riae* 
Sach  a  aoft  floating  witcheiy  of  aound 
Aa  twilight  Elfina  make,  when  they  at  eve 
Voyage  on  gentle  galea  finom  Fairy-Land« 
Where  Melodies  roand  honey-dn^ping  flowen^ 
Footleaa  and  wild,  hke  hiids  of  Fkuradiae, 
Nor  pame,  nor  perch,  hovering  on  untamed  whig! 

0  the  one  life  within  oa  and  abroad, 
Which  meeta  all  motion  and  becomea  iti  aoul* 
A  light  in  aound,  a  aound-lihe  power  in  li^t, 
Rhythm  in  all  thought,  and  joyance  ever3rwher^— 
Methinka,  it  ihould  have  been  impoamble 

Not  to  love  all  thinga  in  a  world  ao  fill'd ; 
Where  the  breexe  warbles,  and  the  mute  still  air 
la  Music  slumbenng  on  her  instrument 

And  dius,  my  love!  as  on  the  midway  dope 
Of  ycMider  hill  I  stretch  my  limbs  at  noon. 
Whilst  through  my  half-closed  eye-lids  I  bebdd 
The  sunbeams  dance,  like  diamonds,  on  the  main. 
And  tranquil  muse  upon  tranquillity ; 
Full  many  a  thought  uncall*d  and  undetain'd. 
And  many  idle  flitting  phantasies, 
Tmverse  my  indolent  axid  passive  brain. 
As  wild  and  various  as  the  random  galea 
That  swell  and  flutter  on  this  sulgect  lute ! 

And  what  if  all  of  animated  nature 
Be  but  oiganic  harpa  diverMly  iramed. 
That  tremble  into  thought,  as  o*er  tiieiii  sweeps, 
Plastic  and  vast,  one  intellectual  breeae. 
At  onoe  die  Soul  of  each,  and  God  of  All? 

But  thy  moro  aerioua  eye  a  mild  reproof 
Darts,  O  beloved  woman !  nor  such  thoughts 
Dim  and  unhallow'd  dost  thou  not  reject, 
And  biddest  me  walk  humbly  vnth  my  God. 
Meek  daughter  in  the  family  of  Christ ! 
Well  hast  thou  said  and  hoUly  dispraised 
These  shapingB  of  the  unregenerate  mind ; 
Bubblea  that  glitter  as  they  rise  and  break 
On  vain  Philosophy's  aye-babbling  spring. 
For  never  guiltless  may  I  speak  of  him. 
The  Incomprehensible !  save  when  widi  awe 

1  praise  him,  and  with  Faith  that  inly  feels ; 
Who  with  his  saving  mercies  healed  me, 

A  sinful  and  nxMt  miserable  Man, 
Wilder'd  and  dark,  and  gave  me  to  possess 
Peace,  and  this  Cot,  and  thee,  heaithonor'd  Blaid ! 


REFLECTIONS  ON  HAVING  LEFT  A  PLACE 
OF  RETIREMENT. 


ewiTuoiu  piopooia."— xliir. 


Low  was  our  ptetty  Cot:  our  tallest  roae 
Peep*d  at  the  chamber-window.    We  could  hear. 
At  dlent  noon,  and  eve,  and  eaily  mom. 
The  Sea's  fiunt  murmur.    In  the  open  air 
.  Oarmyri]eB  blossom'd ;  and  across  the  Ptedi 
Hkick  januDt  twined:  Che  little  Jsndicape  found 


Waa  green  and  woody,  and  rafiesh'd  die  ajyai 
It  waa  a  apot  ixdiich  you  mi^  aptly  call 
The  Valley  of  SedoaioQ!  ooce  I  saw 
(HaUowhtg  hia  Sabbatbday  by  quietneas) 
A  wealthy  son  of  commerce  saunter  by, 
Bristowa's  dtiaeni  methoui^  it  edm'd 
His  thirst  of  idle  gold,  and  made  him  mnae 
V^th  wiser  feelingi ;  for  he  paused,  and  look'd 
With  a  pleased  sadniBH,  and  gaxed  all  around. 
Then  eyed  our  cottage,  and  gaaed  round  agaiiip 
And  sij^'d,  and  aaid,  it  viras  a  blessed  place. 
And  we  were  bleai'd.    Oft  with  patient  ear 
Long-listening  to  the  viewless  sky-lark's  note 
(Viewless  or  haply  for  a  moment  seen 
Gleaming  on  sunny  wings),  in  whisper'd  tones 
I've  said  to  my  beloved.  **  Such,  sweet  girl ! 
The  inobtrusive  song  of  Happiness, 
Unearthly  minstrelsy!  then  only  heard 
When  the  soul  seeks  to  hear;  when  all  is  bnrii'd. 
And  the  Heart  listens!" 

But  the  time,  when  tel 
From  that  low  dell,  steep  up  the  stony  Mount 
I  dimb'd  with  perilous  toil,  and  reach'd  the  top^ 
Oh !  vidiat  a  goodly  scene !  Hert  the  Ueak  Moml, 
Tlie  bare  bleak  Mountain  speckled  thni  with  shesp; 
Grey  clouds,  that  shadowing  spot  the  sunny  fiddi; 
And  River,  now  with  bushy  rocks  o*erbrow*d. 
Now  winding  bright  and  full,  with  naked  banki; 
And  Seats,  and  Lawns,  the  Abbey  and  the  Woodf 
And  Cots,  and  Hamlets,  and  fiunt  City-spire;  , 

The  Channel  (here,  the  Islands  and  white  Sfail",  ^ 

Dim   Coasts,  and  cloud-like  Hills^  and  ffVmlfl^ 

Ocean-^ 
It  seem'd  like  Omnipresence !  God,  medMmi^ 
Had  built  him  there  a  Temple :  the  whole  WaiU 
Seem'd  imaged  in  its  vast  drcumftrence. 
No  wh  profimed  my  overwhelmed  heart 
Kest  hour!  It  was  a  luxury, — to  be ! 

Ah !  quiet  dell ;  dear  oot,  and  Bfount  anUhM! 
I  waa  constrained  to  quit  you.    Was  it  right. 
While  my  uimumber'd  brethren  toil'd  and  bled. 
That  I  should  dream  away  the  intrusted  hoon 
Oa  rose-leaf  beds,  pampering  the  coward  heart 
Willi  feelings  all  too  ddicate  for  use  ? 
Sweet  is  the  tear  that  fiom  some  Howaid'a  eye 
Drops  on  the  cheek  of  One  he  lifb  fiom  Earth: 
And  He  that  works  me  good  with  unmoved  hm. 
Does  it  but  half:  he  chiUs  me  while  he 
My  Bene&ctor,  not  my  Brodier  Man ! 
Yet  even  this,  this  cold  beneficence, 
Preise,  praise  it  O  my  Soul !  of)  as  thou  soaim'sl 
The  Suggard  JKty's  vision-weaving  tribe  I 
Who  sigh  for  wretchedness,  jret  shun  the  wwrtdwriL 
Nursing  in  some  delicious  soUtude 
Their  slothful  loves  and  dainty  Sjrmpathiea! 
I  therefore  go,  and  join  head,  heart  and  hand. 
Active  and  firm,  to  fight  the  bkndlsss  fight 
Of  Science,  Freedom,  and  the  Thtth  in 


Tet  ofl,  when  after  hononble  toU 
Rests  the  tired  mind,  and  waking  lovea  to  dratB^ 
My  spirit  shall  revisit  thee,  dear  Cot! 
Thy  jasmin  and  thy  window-peeping  roae, 
A|id  myrtlea  fearleH  of  the  miki  ae»«ir. 
And  I  shall si^  tod  widiea—eweet  Abode!    . 

4a 
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gfwter!  And  that  all  hid  rach! 
Ike  time  m  noc  jret 
Dtftel  Let  thy  KiRgdom  come! 


:  REV.  GEORGE  GOI£RIDG£  OF 
"lESY  ffr.  BCARY,  DEVON. 

WITH  BOMB  POnUk 


Votoi  in  ftitzw  naaok  patenL 

Ibr.  CBnB.fib.L8: 


lot  hedi  he,  who  having  poaiM 
nd  early  manhood  in  the  stir 
1  of  the  world,  retreaH  at  lei^^, 
that  move,  not  agitate  the  heart, 
I  dwelling  where  his  father  dwelt ; 
riewa  hii  tottering  little  one> 
DM  aged  knees  and  climb  that  lap, 
inC  kneeling  hia  own  infimcy 
ief  prayer.    Such,  O  my  earliest  Friend ! 
1  aach  thy  brolhen  too  ex\joy, 
did  ye  cUmb  Iift*k  nphnd  road, 
and  cheering;  now  firatemal  love 
I  you  to  one  centre.   Be  your  days 
ileit  and  Miiiiig  may  ye  live ! 

h'  Eternal  Wisdom  hath  dispensed 
ftrtmie  and  more  difierent  mind — 
le  spot  where  fint  I  sprang  to  light 
■anqilanted,  ere  my  soul  had  fix'd 
lestic  loves ;  and  hence  through  life 
ance-started  Friendships.    A  brief  while 
preserved  me  from  Life's  pelting  ills ; 
tree  with  leaves  of  feeble  stem, 
Is  lasted,  and  a  sudden  breeze 
booghs,  they  on  my  head  at  once 
t  collected  shower ;  and  some  most  fidse, 
sir  ibliaged  as  the  Manchineel, 
ted  me  to  slumber  in  their  shade 
he  storm ;  then  breathing  subtlest  damps, 
own  venom  with  the  rain  from  Heaven, 
J6  poisoned !  But,  all  praise  to  Him 
us  all  things,  more  have  yielded  me 
ahelter ;  and  beside  one  Friend, 
impervious  covert  of  one  Oak, 
a  lowly  shed,  and  know  the  names 
I  and  of  Father ;  nor  unhearing 
tne  and  nightly-whispering  Voice, 
1  my  childhood  to  maturer  yrars 
e  of  predestinated  wreaths, 
I  no  fading  colors! 


Yet  at  times 
sad,  that  I  have  roam'd  through  life 

stranger,  roost  with  naked  heart 
m  home  and  birth-place :  chiefly  then, 
nember  thee,  my  earliest  Friend ! 
didst  watch  my  boyhood  and  my  youth ; 
my  wanderings  with  a  Father's  eye ; 
[  evil,  yet  still  hoping  good, 
ich  fiiult,  and  over  all  my  woes 
I  silence !  He  who  coimts  alone 
SI  of  the  solitary  heart, 

knows,  bow  i  hare  Joved  tbee  ever, 
G 


haved  as  a  fatother,  as  a  son  revered  thee! 
Oh!  't is  to  me  an  evtor4iew delight. 
To  talk  of  thee  and  thine :  or  when  die  biMt 
Of  the  ahrill  winter,  rattling  our  mde  sash. 
Endears  the  deanly  heartii  and  social  bowl ; 
Or  when  as  now,  on  some  delicious  eve. 
We,  in  oar  iweet  aequester'd  orchard-ploC 

Sit  on  the  tree  crooked  earthward;  whose  (dd  boughs, 
That  hang  above  us  in  an  arborous  roof, 
Stirr'd  by  the  fidnt  gale  of  departing  May, 
Send  their  loose  btoisoma  alanting  o'er  our  heads ! 

Nor  dcMt  not  lAou  sometimes  recall  diose  hours, 
When  with  the  joy  of  hope  thou  gavest  thine  ear 
To  my  wild  finrtling-layB.    Since  then  my  mog 
Hath  sounded  deeper  notes,  such  as  beseem 
Or  that  sad  wiKkxn  fclly  leavea  behind, 
Or  such  as,  tuned  to  these  tumultuous  times^ 
Cope  with  tiM  tempest's  swell! 

These  various  stziins, 
Which  I  have  framed  in  many  a  various  mood. 
Accept,  my  Brother!  and  (for  some  perchance 
Will  strike  discordant  on  thy  milder  mind) 
If  aught  of  Error  or  intemperate  Truth 
Should  meet  thine  ear,  think  thou  that  riper  age 
Will  cahn  it  down,  and  let  thy  bve  forgive  it! 


nfSCRIPTION  FOR  A  FOUNTAIir  ON  A  HEATH. 


Ten  Sycamora,  oft  nrasical  with 

Such  tents  the  Patriarchs  loved !  O  long  unhann*d 

May  all  its  aged  boughs  o'er^anopy 

The  small  round  basin,  which  this  jutting  atone 

Keeps  pure  from  ftUing  leaves!  Long  may  the  Saving, 

Quietly  as  a  sleeping  infant's  breath. 

Send  up  cold  waten  to  the  traveller 

With  soSft  and  even  pulse !  Nor  ever  cease 

Yon  tiny  cone  of  sand  its  soundless  dance. 

Which  at  the  bottom,  like  a  faiiy's  page, 

As  merry  and  no  taller,  dances  still. 

Nor  wrinkles  the  smooth  surfiuw  of  the  Fount 

Here  twilight  is  and  coolness :  here  is  mess, 

A  soft  seat,  and  a  deep  and  ample  shade. 

Thou  mayst  toil  fiur  and  find  no  second  tree. 

Drink,  Pilgrim,  here !  Here  rest !  and  if  thy  heart 

Bo  innocent,  here  too  shalt  thou  refresh 

Thy  spirit,  listening  to  some  gentle  sound. 

Or  passing  gale  or  hum  of  murmuring  bees! 


A  TOMBLESS  EPITAPH. 


T  IS  true,  Idoloclastes  Satjrrane ! 
(So  call  him,  for  so  mingling  blame  with  praise. 
And  smiles  with  anxious  looks,  his  earliest  friends. 
Masking  his  birth-name,  wont  to  character 
His  wild-wood  fancy  and  impetuous  xeal) 
T  is  true  that,  passionate  for  ancient  truths. 
And  honoring  with  religious  love  the  Great 
Of  elder  times,  he  hated  to  excess. 
With  an  unquiet  and  intolerant  scorn. 
The  hollow  puppets  of  a  hollow  age. 
Ever  idolatrous,  and  changing  ever 
.  ItB  worthless  Idols !  Loanung,  Power,  «niTViBA« 
l(Too  much  o£  all)  thus  waidng  in  vain 
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Of  fervid  colloquy.    Sicknea,  't  is  true, 

tVhole  yean  of  weary  days,  besieged  him  daw* 

Even  to  the  gates  and  inlets  of  his  life ! 

But  it  is  trae,  no  less,  that  strenuous,  finn. 

And  with  a  natural  gladness,  he  maintained 

Tlie  citadel  unoonquer'd,  and  in  joy 

Was  strong  to  follow  the  delightful  Muse. 

For  not  a  hidden  Path,  that  to  the  Shades 

Of  the  beloved  Punoassian  forest  leads, 

Lurk'd  undisooTer'd  by  him ;  not  a  rill 

There  issues  fiom  ttie  fount  of  Hippocrene, 

But  he  had  traced  it  upward  to  its  source. 

Through  open  glade,  dark  glen,  and  secret  deU. 

Knew  the  gay  wild-flowers  on  its  banks,  and  cuU'd 

Its  med'dnaUe  herbs.    Tea,  oft  alone, 

Piercing  the  long-neglected  holy  cave. 

The  haunt  obscure  of  old  Philosophy, 

He  bade  with  lifted  torch  its  starry  walls 

Spaikle  as  erst  they  sparided  to  the  flame 

Of  odorous  lamps  tended  by  Saint  and  Sage. 

O  fiamed  for  cidroer  times  and  nobler  hearts ! 

O  studious  Poet,  eloquent  for  truth! 

Philosoi^er !  contemning  wealth  and  death, 

Tet  docile,  childlike,  fuU  of  life  and  love ! 

Here,  rather  than  on  monumental  stone. 

This  record  of  thy  worth  thy  Friend  inscribes, 

Thonghtftil,  with  quiet  tears  upon  his  cheek.  ' 


THIS  LIME-TREE  BOWER  MT  PRISON. 


In  the  Jins  of  1797,  mim  kmc-expeetsd  Friends  paid  a  visit 
to  the  Antlior't  Cottngs;  and  on  tlia  morninff  of  their  ar- 
lifal,  he  mel  with  an  aeeident,  which  dinUed  him  fkom 
walUnff  dnrinc  the  whole  time  of  tlior  stay.  One  Evening , 
wlien  tlMor  had  left  him  for  a  few  houia,  he  eompoaed  the 
foUowinc  lioee  hi  the  Garden  Bower. 


Wkll,  they  are  gone,  and  here  must  I  remain. 
This  lime-tree  bower  my  prison !  I  have  lost 
Beauties  and  feelings,  such  as  would  have  been 
Most  sweet  to  my  remembrance,  even  when  age 
Had  dimm'd  mine  eyes  to  blindness !  They,  mean- 
while, 
Friends,  whmn  I  never  more  may  meet  again, 
On  springy  heath,  along  the  hill-top  edge. 
Wander  in  gladness,  and  wind  down,  perchance. 
To  that  still  roaring  dell,  of  which  1  told : 
The  roaring  dell,  o'erwtxMled,  narrow,  deep, 
And  <mly  speckled  by  the  mid-day  sun ; 
V^ere  its  slim  trunk  the  Ash  from  rock  to  rock 
Flings  arching  like  a  bridge ; — that  branchless  Ash, 
Unsunn'd  and  damp,  whose  few  poor  yellow  leaves 
Ne'er  tremble  in  the  gale,  yet  tremble  still, 
Fann'd  by  the  water&ll !  and  there  my  friends 
Behold  the  dark-green  file  of  long  lank  weeds,* 
That  all  at  once  (a  most  fimtastic  sight!) 
Still  nod  and  drip  beneath  the  dripping  edge 
Of  the  blue  day-stone. 

Now,  my  Friends  emerge 
Beneath  the  vnde  wide  Heaven — and  view  again 
The  many-steepled  tract  magnificent 
Of  hilly  fields  and  meadows,  and  the  sea. 
With  some  foir  bark,  perhaps,  whose  sails  lin^t  up 


The  slip  of  smdoth  clear  blue  betwixt  two  ialei 

Of  purple  shadow !  Yes,  they  wander  on 

In  gla&Mss  all ;  but  ifaoti,  methinka,  moat  glad. 

My  gentle-hearted  Charies !  for  thou  hast  pined 

And  hunger'd  after  Nature,  many  a  year. 

In  the  great  city  pent,  winning  thy  way 

Witti  sad  yet  patient  soul,  through  evil  and  pain 

And  strange  calamity !  Ah !  slowly  sink 

Behind  the  western  lidge,  thou  f^orious  Son ! 

Shine  in  the  slant  beams  of  the  sinking  orb,   . 

Te  purpk  heath-flowers !  richher  bum,  3re  douds ! 

lAvB  in  ttie  yellow  light,  ye  distant  groves ! 

And  kindle,  thou  blue  Ocean !  So  my  Frimd, 

Struck  with  deep  joy,  may  stand,  as  I  have  atood. 

Silent  with  swimming  sense ;  yea,  gaiing  round 

Oa  the  vidde  landscape,  gaze  till  all  doth  seem 

Less  gross  than  bodily ;  and  of  such  hues 

Aa  veil  the  Almighty  Spirit,  when  yet  he  makea 

S[urits  perceive  his  presence. 

A  delight 

Comes  sudden  on  my  heart,  and  I  am  glad 
As  I  mjrself  were  there !  Nor  in  this  bower, 
This  little  lime-tree  bower,  have  I  not  mark*d 
Much  that  has  soothed  me.    P&le  beneath  the  bhas 
Hung  the  transparent  foUage ;  and  I  watdi'd 
Some  broad  and  sunny  leaf,  and  loved  to  see 
The  shadow  of  the  leaf  and  stent  above 
Dappling  its  sunshine !  And  that  WalnuMrea 
Was  richly  tinged,  and  a  deep  radiance  lay 
Full  on  the  ancient  Ivy,  which  usurps 
Those  fionting  elms,  and  now,  with  bUckest  teaas, 
Makes  their  darii  branches  gleam  a  lighter  hue 
Through  the  late  twilight :  and  though  now  dw  Bal 
Wheels  silent  by,  and  not  a  Swallow  twitters, 
Yet  still  the  solitary  Humble-Bee 
Sings  in  the  bean-flower !  Henceforth  I  shall  know 
That  Nature  ne'er  deserts  the  wise  and  pure : 
No  plot  so  narrow,  be  but  Nature  there. 
No  waste  so  vacant,  but  may  well  employ 
Each  faculty  of  sense,  and  keep  the  heart 
Awake  to  Love  and  Beauty !  and  sometimes 
T  ii  well  to  be  bereft  of  promised  good. 
That  we  may  lift  the  soul,  and  contemplate 
With  lively  joy  the  joys  we  cannot  share. 
My  gentle-hearted  Charles !  when  the  last  Rook 
Beat  its  straight  path  along  the  dusky  air 
Homewards,  1  blest  it !  deeming  its  black  wing 
(Now  a  dim  speck,  now  vanishing  in  light) 
Had  croes'd  the  mighty  Orb's  dilated  glory, 
While  thou  stood'st  gazing ;  or  when  all  waa  siilL 
Flew  creakingt  o'er  thy  head,  and  had  a  charm 
For  thee,  my  gentle-hearted  Charles,  to  whom 
No  sound  is  dissonant  which  tells  of  Life. 


*  The  Aiplcniam  Soolopendrinm.  called  in 
the  Adder*!  Toofue,  in  otheta  the  Hart's  Tongne ;  but  With- 
«rnv  ^rm  the  Addv'g  Ttofue  ss  the  trivial  Bsat  of  the 


TO  A  FRIEND 

WHO    HAD    DXOLAAKD   BIS    INTIimON  OF  WMTIIW 
NO  MO&B  rOKTET. 


Dkak  Charles !  whilst  yet  thou  wert  a  babe,  I 
That  Genius  plunged  thee  in  that  wizard  foicmt 


t  Some  month!  after  Ihad  written  thie  line,  itgava  aw  plsa- 
snre  to  obeenre  that  Bertram  had  obeerrod  the  eam 
■tanc^  of  the  BaTanna  Crane.    *' When  these  BMto 
ithsix  winta  Vn  fiat\A,  tten  Sbraksa  ara  riow,  modssala 
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Hi^GMliJie:  ni  (IrimImi  «f  thy  ftitfa) 

Tbst  Pity  mad  flfaiplicity  Hood  by, 

And  pramMd  fir  tbee^  that  fbod  ■houldat  reumnoe 

The  wotid*a  low  cam  and  lying  Tanitieo, 

SiadiiMt  and  noted  in  the  heavenly  Mums 

And  wwh'd  and  eanetifiedao  Poaqr* 

Yea— choa  wen  plonged,  bpt  with  fttgalftd  hand 

Held,  M  by  Tlietii  eiat  her  warflor  800 : 

And  with  thoae  recreant  nnhapCiied  hee|i 

TtMom  'H  ItpMtg  fiom  thy  bonaden  miniitflfini 

So  aore  it  aedfaia  and  burdieoMBM  a  tmk 

To  weave  unwithering  floweia !  Bat  trice  fhou  beed: 

For  thou  art  TnlneiaUe,  wild-eyed  Boy, 

And  I  have  arrown*  myatieally  dfpffi 

Such  ae  may  atop  thy  ipeed.    la  thy  Bum  dead  t 

And  ahall  he  die  unwept,  and  aink  lo  Earth 

**WidMNit  the  meed  of  one  melodioaa  tearf** 

Thy  Wknm,  and  Nature'a  own  beknred  Bard, 

Who  to  the  «<  lUuatzicNart  of  hie  native  land 

«  So  properly  did  look  for  patrooage."    ' 

Ghoatof  MBcenaa!  hide  thy Ui^iing  free! 

lliey  anatch*d  him  fiom  the  Sickle  and  the  Ptow — 

To  gauge  Ale-Firidna. 

Oh!  forahame  retum! 
On  a  bleak  rock,  nndwiy  the  Aooian  Mount, 
There  aianda  a  lone  and  melanchnly  tree, 
Whooe  aged  brancheo  in  die  midnit^t  Uaat 
Blake  aolemn  muaic :  pluck  iia  darkeat  bough. 
Ere  yet  die  unwholeaome  ni^ifcdew  be  exhaled. 
And  weeping  wreath  it  round  diy  Poet'a  tomb^ 
Then  in  the  outakirta,  where  poUutiona  grow. 
Pick  the  rank  henbane  and  the  doaky  flowera 
Of  night-ahade,  or  \M  red  and  templing  fruit. 
Tlieae  with  alopp'd  noatril  and  gtove-guarded  hand 
Knit  in  nice  intertezture,  ao  to  twine 
The  UluatriooB  brow  of  Scotch  Nobility. 

1796. 


TO  A  GENTLEMAN. 

ON  THX  NIOHT  AVTXE  HI8  ftEOTTATION 
OF  A  rOSM  ON  TBK  GftOWTB  OF  AN  INDIVIDUAL 
HINDU 

Feund  of  die  Wiae!  and  Teacher  of  the  Good! 

Into  my  heart  have  I  received  that  lay 

Mofe  than  hiatoric,  that  prophetic  lay. 

Wherein  (hi^  theme  by  thee  fint  aung  aright) 

Of  the  foundatiooa  and  the  building  up 

Of  a  Human  Spirit  thou  haat  dared  to  tell 

What  may  be  lotd,  to  the  undentanding  mind 

Revealable ;  and  what  within  the  mind. 

By  vital  breathinga  aecret  aa  the  aoul 

Of  venial  growth,  oft  quickena  in  the  heart 

Tboo^iti  all  too  deep  for  worda  !— 

Theme  hard  aa  high ! 
Of  ■ailea  apoDtaneoua,  and  myaterioua  feara 
CThe  fim-bom  they  of  Reaaon  and  twin-birth). 


or  luf  h 
and 
oTa 


Of  tidea  obedient  to  ezteinal  force. 

And  eurranta  aelf-determined,  aa  might  aeem. 

Or  by  aome  inner  Power ;  of  momenli  awful. 

Now  IB  thy  inner  lifo,  and  now  abroad. 

When   Power  atraam'd  from  thee,  and  thy  aoul 

received 
The  light  reflected,  aa  a  light  beatow'd— 
Of  Faociea  foir,  and  milder  houn  of  youth, 
Hybleen  murmun  of  poetic  thought 
Induatrioua  in  ita  joy,  in  Valea  and  Glena 
Native  or  outland,  Lakee  and  famoua  Hilla! 
Or  on  the  lonely  High-road,  when  the  Stara 
Were  riaing ;  or  by  aecret  Mountain-atreama, 
The  Guidea  and  the  Companiooa  of  thy  way ! 

Of  more  than  Fancy,  of  the  Social  Senae 
Diatending  wide,  and  Man  beloved  a^Man, 
Where  France  in  all  her  towna  lay  vibrating 
Like  aome  becalmed  bark  beneath  the  buiat 
Of  Heaven'a  immediate  thunder,  when  no  ckmd 
la  viaible,  or  ahadow  on  the  Main. 
f\>r  thou  wert  there,  thine  own  browa  garlanded. 
Amid  the  tremor  of  a  realm  aglow, 
Attid  a  mighty  nation  jubilant. 
When  from  the  general  heart  of  human-kind 
Hope  aprang  forth  like  a  full-bom  Deity! 

Of  that  dear  Hope  afflicted  and  atruck  down. 


and  evBB  whaa  at  a  oonaidenble 
aa,  we  plaialF  iiaar  tfaa  qaiU- Aathen ;  tbah 
apaa  ant  aaolbar  eraak  aa  Uw  joioti  or 
iaa 


I? 


•  TUa  Fiad.  OlrBV.  ilL  L 158. 

t  V«hallM  fiaai  Bama*i  dedieatiMy 
Wm  aei  OMliJ  •rOm  CalmkmiaaaauL 


So  aummon'd  homeward,  thenceforth  calm  and  aure, 

From  the  dread  watch-tower  of  man'a  abaolute  Self, 

With  light  unwaning  on  her  eyea,  to  look 

Far  on — heraelf  a  gloiy  to  behold. 

The  Angel  of  the  viaioo !  Then  (laat  atrain) 

Of  Duty,  choaen  lawa  controlling  choice, 

Action  and  lof ! — An  orphic  aong  indeed, 

A  aong  divine  of  high  and  paaaionate  thoughta^ 

To  their  own  muaic  chanted! 

O  great  Baid! 
Ere  yet  that  laat  atrain  dying  awed  £e  air. 
With  atedfoat  eye  I  view'd  thee  in  the  choir 
Of  ever-enduring  men.    The  truly  Great 
Have  all  one  age,  and  from  one  viaible  apace 
Shed  influence !  They,  both  in  power  and  act. 
Are  permanent,  and  Time  ia  not  with  fAem, 
Save  aa  it  worketh  for  them,  they  ta  it 
Nor  leaa  a  aacred  roll,  than  thoae  of  old, 
And  to  be  placed,  aa  they,  with  gradual  fome 
Among  the  archivea  of  mankind,  thy  work 
Makea  audible  a  linked  lay  of  Truth, 
Of  Truth  profound  a  aweet  continuoua  lay, 
Not  learnt,  but  native,  her  own  natural  notea ! 
Ah !  aa  I  liaten'd  with  a  heart  forlorn. 
The  pulaea  of  my  being  beat  anew : 
And  even  oa  life  retuma  upon  the  drown'd, 
life'a  joy  rekindling  rouaed  a  throng  of  paina^ 
Keen  Panga  of  Love,  awakening  aa  a  babe 
Turbulent,  with  an  outoiy  in  the  heart; 
And  Fears  aelf-will'd,  that  ahunn'd  the  eye  of  Hope ; 
And  Hope  that  scarce  would  know  itself  from  Fear , 
Senae  of  peat  Youth,  and  Manhood  come  in  vain, 
And  Geniua  given,  uid  knowledge  won  in  vain ; 
And  all  which  I  had  cull'd  in  wood-walks  wild. 
And  all  which  patient  toil  had  rear'd,  and  all, 
Commune  with  (Aee  hod  open*d  out — but  fkiwera 
Strew'd  on  my  corae,  and  borne  upon  my  bier. 
In  the  aome  coffin,  for  the  aelf-aame  gmve ! 


^jf^\    That  way  no  more !  and  iU  beaecnraa  \l  TOft, 
/Who  came  a  welcomer  inheraid'a  g^uae,. 
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Singing  of  Glory,  and  Fottrity, 
To  wander  back  on  tueh  unhealihftil  road. 
Flacking  the  poiaona  of  aelf-haim !  And  ill 
Such  intertwine  boacemi  trinmphal  wreathe 
flmw'd  before  Ay  advancing ! 

Nor  do  thou. 
Sage  Bard !  impair  the  memory  of  that  hour 
Of  my  communion  'witfi  thy  nobler  mind 
By  Pity  or  GrieC  already  felt  too  long ! 
Nor  let  my  woida  import  more  blame  than  needa. 
The  tnmult  roae  and  oeaaed :  Ibr  Peace  ii  nigh 
Where  Wiadom'i  voice  baa  ibond  a  listening  heart 
Amid  die  howl  of  more  than  wintry  storma, 
The  Halcyon  hearB  the  voice  of  venial  houn 
Already  on  die  wiog. 

£ve  following  eve, 
Dear  tranquil  time,  when  the  aweet  senae  of  Home 
la  aweeteat !  momenta  for  their  own  aake  hail*d 
And  more  desired,  more  precious  for  thy  aong. 
In  silence  listening,  like  a  devout  child. 
My  soul  lay  passive,  by  the  various  strain 
Driven  as  in  surges  now  beneath  the  stars,        ,X 
Witti  momentary  Stars  of  my  own  birth. 
Fair  constellated  Foam,*  still  darting  off 
Into  the  darkness ;  now  a  tranquil  sea. 
Outspread  and  bright,  yet  swelling  to  the  Moon. 

And  when— O  Friend !  my  comforter  and  guide ! 
Strong  in  thyself^  and  powerful  to  give  strength  S— 
Thy  long  sustained  song  finally  closed, 
And  thy  deep  voice  had  ceaaed— yet  thou  thyself 
Wert  still  beifore  my  eyes,  and  round  us  both 
That  happy  vision  of  beloved  fiicea — 
Scarce  conscious,  and  yet  conscbus  of  ita  cloae 
I  sate,  my  being  blended  in  one  thought 
(Thought  waa  it  f  or  Aspiration  f  or  Resolve  f) 
Absorb*d,  yet  hanging  still  upon  the  sound-* 
And  when  I  rose,  I  found  myself  in  prayer. 


THE  NIGHTINOALE : 
A  CONVERSATION  POEM; 

WRITTEN  IN  APRIL,   1798. 

No  cloud,  no  relic  of  the  sunken  day 
Distinguishes  the  West,  no  long  thin  slip 
Of  sullen  light,  no  obscure  trembling  hues. 
Come,  we  will  rest  on  this  old  mossy  bridge ! 
Tou  see  the  glimmer  of  the  stream  beneath. 
But  hear  no  murmuring :  it  flows  silently. 
O'er  its  soft  bed  of  verdure.    All  is  still, 
A  balmy  night !  and  though  the  stars  be  dim. 
Yet  let  us  think  upon  the  vernal  showers 
That  gladden  die  green  earth,  and  we  shall  find 
A  pleasure  in  the  dimness  of  the  stars. 
And  hark !  the  Nightingale  begins  its  song. 


**  Most  musical,  most  melancholy*^  bird ! 
A  melancholy  bird  f  Oh !  idle  thought ! 
In  iMCiirB  there  la  nothing  melancholy. 
But  Bome  nigftd-wanderfog  maiv  wfaoae  hewt 

pimed 

With  die  remembrHioe  df  agitevoua  wmifv 
Or  4»w  distemper, -or  neglected  love 
CAnd  so,  poor  Wretdi!  filled  all  tfamgs  wMi  himself 
And  made  all  gende  aouids  teU  back  the  tale 
Of  his  own  sorrow),  he  and  such  as  he^  • 

First  named  theae  nolei  a  melancholy  Mniii: 
And  many  4  poet  echoes  the  conceit; 
Poet  who  hath  been  building  up  the  tkyrae 
When  he  had  better  far  have  stretch'd  his  limba 
BesMe  a  brook  in  mossy  forestniell. 
By  Sun  or  Moon-light,  to  the  infinxea 
Of  shapes  and  sounds  and  shifting  elemenlB 
terrendering  his  whole  spirit,  of  his  song 
And  of  his  fhune  forgetful !  so  his  fiune 
Should  share  in  Nature's  immortality, 
A  venerable  thing  I  and  so  his  MHig 
Should  make  all  Nature  lovelier,  and  itaelf 
Bo  loved  like  Nature !  But 't  will  not  be  so; 
And  youths  and  maidens  most  poetical. 
Who  lose  the  deepening  twilights  of  the  spring 
in  b^HTOoms  and  hot  theatres,  they  still. 
Full  of  meek  sympathy,  must  heave  their  Mgh* 
O'er  PhOomela's  pity-pleading  straina. 

My  friend,  and  thou,  our  Sister !  vre  have  leant 
A  difibrent  lore :  we  may  not  thus  piofene 
Nature's  sweet  voices,  always  full  of  love 
And  joyanoe !  'T  is  the  meny  Nightingala 
That  crowds,  and  hurries,  and  precipitatea 
With  iaat  thick  warble  his  delicious  noCea^ 
As  he  wore  fearful  that  an  April  night 
Would  be  too  short  for  him  to  utter  fbrdi 
His  love-chant,  and  disburthen  his  full  aool 
Of  all  its  music ! 

And  I  know  a  grove 
Of  large  extent,  hard  by  a  castle  huge. 
Which  the  great  lord  inhabits  not ;  and  ao 
This  grove  is  wild  with  tangling  underwood. 
And  dko  trim  walks  are  broken  up,  and  grass. 
Thin  grsss  and  king-cups  grow  within  the  paUM. 
But  never  elsewhere  in  one  place  I  knew 
So  many  Nightingales ;  and  fiur  and  near, 
In  wood  and  thicket,  over  the  vride  grove. 
They  answer  and  provoke  each  other's  song. 
With  skirmish  and  capricious  passagings. 
And  murmurs  musical  and  swift  jug  jug. 
And  one  low  piping  sound  more  sweet  than  all — 
Stirring  the  air  with  such  a  harmony. 
That  should  you  close  your  eyes,  you  might  almost 
Forget  it  was  not  day !  On  moonlight  bushes, 
Whose  dewy  leaflets  are  but  half  discloaed. 
You  may  perchance  behold  them  on  the  twigs. 
Their  bright,  bright  eyes,  their  eyes  both  bright 

and  full, 
Glistemng,  while  many  a  glow-wonn  in  the  shade 
Lights  up  her  love-torch. 


•  '*  A  basotiral  white  cknid  of  foam  at  moBMntary  iatBnrah 
eoorsod  bf  the  side  of  the  Tesnl  with  a  roar,  and  liMie  start 
of  flame  daaeed  and  sparkled  and  went  out  b  it:  and  every 
now  and  then  Ksht  detachments  of  thb  white  ckrod-lika  ibein 
darted  oflT  from  the  vmul'i  iii<ie,  each  with  its  own  Mnall  con- 
0teltatioo,  ortr  the  non,  and  ■eoumd  out  of  liffht  like  a  Tartar 
iroop  ovtTM  wikkunea§,"—Ty  Friend,  p.  290. 


t  This  pasnge  in  Mihoa  possesses  an  ezeelleooa  far  l.. 

(o  that  of  mere  descriptioo.  It  is  spoken  in  the  character  oflhe 
melancholy  man.  and  has  therefore  a  dramatic  propriety.  The 
author  make*  this  remark,  to  nwcuc  hirowlf  from  the  eharge 
of  harins  alluded  with  levity  to  a  line  in  Milton :  a  charge  than 
which  none  could  bo  more  painAil  to  him,  except  ptrtmpf  iint 
of  having  rUioaled  his  BiUe. 
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A  moitgaitfa  Mnd, 
wtSk/h  m  bfr  hoipttaWe  borne 
r  dM  OMtle,  and  at  ktwt  eve 
ik)9  alady  Yow'd  and  dedicate 
Kliinff  moie  dMn  Natm  m  the  grove) 
luough  tha^MUhwayi ;  Ab  kaowa  ijl  Iheir 


nda  Maid !  and  oft  a  momeiit*!  ipaoe, 
Bie  tiie  Moon  was  loat  behind  a  cloiid, 
said  a  panae  of  ailence ;  till  the  Moon 
ig,  hath  awaken'd  earth  and  iky 
«  aanntion,  and  diaie  wakeful  Bbda 
1  bunt  forth  in  choral  numtreky, 
me  aiiddan  gale+had  iwept  at  once 
red  airy  harps !    And  she  hath  wateh'd  -f 
Nightingale  parch'd  giddily. 
HNny  twig  ftill  swinging  fron  the  breeze, 
diat  mottoD  tune  hi*  wanton  song 
•y  joy  tibat  reeli  with  towing  hmd. 

ifeD,  O  Warbler  f  till  to-morrow  eve, 
B,  my  friends !  fitfeweU*  a  diort  farewell ! 
ne  been  loitering  long  and  pleasantly, 
w  for  our  dear  homoi^-That  strain  again  f 
nit  would  delay  me !  My  dear  babe, 
ipable  of  no  articnlale  sound, 
1  things  with  hia  imitatiTe  lisp, 
I  would  place  his  hand  beside  his  ear, 
e  hand,  the  small  forefinger  up, 
1  us  listen !  And  I  deem  it  wise 
IB  him  Nature's  Flay-mate.    He  knows  well 
/ening<atar;  and  oooe,  when  he  awoke 
t  distiessful  mood  (sonae  in^'ard  pain 
ide  up  diat  strange  thing,  an  iniknVs  dream), 
)d  with  him  to  our  orchard-^^ot, 
beheld  the  Moon,  and,  hush'd  at  once, 
is  his  sobs,  and  laughs  roost  silently, 
lis  foir  ejres,  that  swam  with  undropp'd  tears 
ter  in  the  jrellow  moon-beam !  WeU ! — 
father's  tale  :    But  if  that  Heaven 
give  me  life,  his  childhood  shall  grow  up 
r  with  theae  songs,  that  with  the  night 
f  associate  joy!  Once  more,  farewell, 
^HghtingBle !  Ooce  more,  my  fiiends !  forewell. 


FROST  AT  MmNIGHT. 

nst  performs  its  secret  ministry, 
i'd  by  any  wind.    The  owlet's  cry 
kmd— 4uid  hark,  again !  loud  as  before, 
nates  of  my  cottage,  all  at  rest, 
sfl  me  to  that  solitude,  which  suits 
ler  musings :  save  that  at  my  side 
died  infant  slumbers  peacefully. 
Im  indeed !  so  calm,  that  it  dirturba 
!xes  meditation  with  its  strange 
treme  silentnoss.    Sea,  hill,  and  wood, 
opulous  village !  Sea,  and  hill,  and  wood, 
11  the  numberless  goings  on  of  life, 
Ab  as  dreams !  the  thin  blue  flame 
1  my  low  burnt  fire,  and  quivers  not ; 
tat  film,  which  fluttered  on  the  grate, 
itters  there,  the  sole  unquiet  thing, 
ks,  its  motion  in  this  hush  of  nature 
t  dim  sympadiies  with  roe  who  live, 
l(  it  a  companinnsMg  i^/ra^ 
panjr  Apt  and /ivakB  the  idling  Spirit 


By  iiB  own  moods  intarproti^  evarywhare 
Echo  or  minor  seeking  of  ilseU; 
And  makea  a  toy  of  Thoqght 

BatO!  Iwwoa. 
Eow  oft,  at  adiool,  with  noat  believmg  mind 
Pkeaagefol.  faa^  I  gaaed  upon  dw  ban^ 
To  watch  diat  fluttering  mrmger!  %nd  m  oft 
With  unclosed  lids,  already  had  I  dreamt 
Of  my  sweet  birtlkplace,  and  the  oU  ch!irch>towart 
Whose  bells,  the  poor  man's  only  music,  rang 
From  mom  to  evening,  all  the  hot  Fkirday, 
So  swaetly,  that  they  stirr'd  and  haunted  me 
With  a  wild  pleasure,  falling  on  mine  ear 
Most  like  articulate  sounds  of  things  to  come ! 
So  gaied  I,  till  the  soothing  things,  I  dreamt, 
Lull'd  me  to  aleep,  and  sleep  prolonged  my  dream ! 
And  so  I  brooded  all  the  lUlowing  mom. 
Awed  by  the  stem  preceptor's  foce,  mine  eye 
Fix'd  widi  mock  study  on  my  swimming  book: 
Save  if  the  door  halfopen'd,  and  I  snatch'd 
A  hasty  glanoe,  and  still  my  heart  leap'd  up^ 
For  still  I  hoped  to  see  die  s(rti%er's  fiuse, 
Tqsnisman,  or  aunt,  or  sister  more  beloved, 
My  pfayinate  when  we  bodi  were  clodied  alike ! 


Dear  Babe,  that  deepest  cradled  by  my 
Whose  geode  breathings,  heard  in  thia  deep  oaIm» 
Fill  up  the  interspersed  vacancies 
And  momentary  pauses  'of  the  dionght ! 
My  babe  so  beautif\il !  it  thrills  my  heart 
With  tender  gladness,  thus  to  look  at  thee. 
And  think  that  thou  shalt  learn  fiur  other  lore. 
And  in  far  other  scenes !  For  I  was  rear'd 
In  the  gr^  city,  pent  'mid  cloisters  dim. 
And  saw  nought  lovely  but  the  sky  and  stars. 
But  Aon,  my  babe !  shalt  wander  like  a  breew 
By  lakes  and  sandy  shores,  beneath  the  craga 
Of  ancient  mountain,  and  beneath  the  cloudi, 
Which  image  in  their  bulk  both  lakes  and  shores 
And  mountain  crags :  so  shalt  diou  see  and  hear 
The  lovely  shapes  and  sounds  intelligible 
Of  that  eternal  language,  which  thy  God 
Utten,  who  from  eternity  doth  teach 
Himself  in  all,  and  all  thuigi  in  himaelf. 
Great  universal  Teacher!  he  diall  mould 
Thy  spirit,  and  by  giving  make  it  ask. 


Therefore  all  seasons  shall  be  sweet  to  diee, 
Whedier  the  summer  clothe  die  general  eardi 
With  greenness,  or  the  redbreast  sit  and  sing 
Betwixt  die  tufts  of  snow  on  the  bare  branch 
Of  mossy  apple-tree,  while  die  nigh  thatch 
Smokes  in  the  son-thaw;  whedier  the  eave^rops 

fidl 
Heard  only  in  the  trances  of  the  blast. 
Or  if  the  secret  ministry  of  frost 
Shall  hang  them  up  in  silent  icicles, 
Quiedy  ■ibining  10  die  quiet  Moon. 


/ 


TO  A  FRIEND. 

TOGXTBEIl  WITH  AN  UNFINWKKD   FOIH. 

Thot  for  my  scanty  brain  bath  \jc2L\,  ^  ftef^^ 
Elaborate  and  awelUng*.  yel  ithft  \iMii\ 
NoCowwiL   From  thy  «|aTi^\i!i«a3ibani;  VW«a 
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I  ask  not  DOW,  my  friend !  the  aiding  vern, 
Tedious  to  thee,  and  from  my  snxioat  Ihoagfat 
or  dianoant  mood.    Im  ftncy  (well  I  know) 
From  buaineM  wand'hng  for  and  local  carea, 
TIkni  creepeat  round  a  dear4oved  Sitter's  bed 
With  noinleH  step,  and  watchest  the  ftint  kmk. 
Soothing  each  Dang  with  fond  aolidtude, 
And  teniereat  lonea  medicinal  of  love. 

I  too  a  Sister  had,  an-onl^  Sister 

She  loved  me  dearly,  and  I  doted  on  her! 
To  her  I  ponr'd  forth  all  my  piiiqr  sorrowa 
(As  a  sick  patient  in  his  niuse's  arms). 
And  of  the  heart  those  hidden  maladiea 
That  shrink  ashamed  from  even  Friendship's  eye. 
Oh !  I  have  woke  at  midnight,  and  have  %ept 
Because  am  was  not  ! — Cheerily,  dear  Charlea ! 
Thou  thy  beat  friend  shalt  cherish  many  a  year: 
Such  warm  presages  feel  I  of  high  Hope. 
For  not  uninterested  the  dear  maid 
I*ve  view'd — her  soul  afiiectionate  yet  wise, 
Her  polish'd  wit  as  nild  as  lambent  glories, 
That  play  around  a  sainted  infimt's  head. 
He  knows  (the  Spirit  that  in  secret  sees, 
Of  whose  omniscient  and  all-spreading  Love 
Aught  to  impUtn*  were  impotence  of  mind) 
That  my  mute  thoughts  are  sad  before  his  throne, 
Prepared,  when  he  his  healing  ray  vouchsafes, 
To  pour  forth  thanksgiving  with  lifled  heart. 
And  praise  Him  Gracious  with  a  Brother's  joy ! 
Dtcanber,  1794. 


THE  HOUR  WHEN  WE  SHALL  MEET  AGAIN. 
COMPOSID  DURING  ILLNESS  AND  IN  AB8XNCX. 

Dm  hour !  that  sleep'st  on  pillowing  clouds  a&r, 
O  rise  and  yoke  the  turtles  to  thy  car ! 
Bend  o'er  the  traces,  blame  each  lingering  dove. 
And  give  me  to  the  bosom  of  my  love ! 
My  gentle  love,  caressing  and  carest. 
With  heaving  heart  shall  cradle  me  to  rest ; 
Shed  the  warm  teai^lrop  from  her  smiling  ejres. 
Loll  with  fond  woe.  and  med'cine  me  with  sighs : 
While  finely-flushing  float  her  kisses  meek, 
like  melted  rubies,  o'er  my  pallid  cheek. 
Chill'd  by  the  night,  the  drooping  rose  of  May 
Mourns  the  long  absence  of  the  lovely  day ; 
Young  Day,  returning  at  her  promised  hour. 
Weeps  o'er  the  sorrows  of  her  fav'rite  flower ; 
Weeps  the  sofl  dew,  the  balmy  gale  she  sighs, 
And  darts  a  trembling  lustre  from  her  eyes. 
New  life  and  joy  th'  expanding  flow'ret  feels : 
pitying  Mistress  mourns,  and  mourning  heals! 


LINES  TO  JOSEPH  COTTLE. 

Mt  honor'd  friend  !  whose  verse  concise,  yet  clear, 
Tunes  to  smooth  melody  unconquer'd  sense. 
May  your  fame  fadeless  live,  as  "  nevermore" 
The  ivy  wreathes  yon  oak,  whose  broad  defence 


*  I  ntterlj  reeaaC  Am  ■entknent  ooatsiood  in  the 

or  whow  omniKieat  and  all-tpresdint  Iots 
Ansht  to  impUrt  were  impotenee  of  mind, 

//  Aenv  mitten  ia  Beriptun,  *'jf*k,  sod  it  rfiall  bo  f  iven  Too,** 

and  mr  Awnma  reamm  beiag  monorer  eoarmced  of  the  pro- 

i»"otW0roinmagpetamiu  mm  woUmm  tfaaokiff  ivings  to  the  D«tf . 


Embow^  ae  fiom  noon's  sultry  influence ! 

For,  like  that  namelesa  riv'let  stealing  by. 

Tour  modest  verse,  to  musing  Quiet  dear, 

la  rich  with  tints  haaven4»rrow'd :  the  chaim'd  ayi 

Shall  gaae  nndaflded  there,  and  love  the  softMi^%. 

Circling  the  base  of  the  Pbetic  mount 
A  stream  there  ia,  which  rolls  In  lasy  flow 
Its  ooal-black  waters  from  Oblivion's  fount : 
The  vapop^poison'd  birds,  that  fly  loo  low, 
Fall  vriik  dead  swoop,  and  to  the  bottom  go. 
Escaped  that  heavy  stream  on  pinion  fleet. 
Beneath  the  Mountain's  loffy-frowning  brow. 
Ere  aught  of  perilous  ascapt  you  meet, 

A  mead  of  mildest  charm  delays  th'  mdab'rmg  §mL 

• 

Not  there  the  cloud-climb'd  rock,  suUime  and  vast. 
That  like  some  gian^king,'o'erg]ooms  the  hill; 
Nor  there  the  pine-grove  to  the  midnight  blaat 
Makes  solemn  music !  But  th'  unceasing  rill 
To  the  soft  wren  or  lark's  descending  tiiU 
Murmurs  sweet  under-song  Inid  jasmin  bowers. 
In  this  same  pleasant  meadow,  at  your  vrill, 
I  ween,  you  wander'd — there  collecting  flow*is 
Of  soby  tmt,  and  herbs  of  med'cinable  poweis! 

There  fi>r  ^  monarch-muider'd  Soldier's  tomb 
Yon  wove  th'  unfmish'd  wreath  of  saddest  hues  f 
And  to  that  holier  chaplett  added  bloom. 
Besprinkling  it  with  Jordan's  cleansing  dews. 
But  k) !  your  HenderKml  awakes  the  Muse 
His  spirit  beckon'd  from  the  mountain'^  height! 
Yon  left  the  plain  and  soar'd  'mid  richer  views* 
So  Nature  moum'd,  when  sank  the  first  dayls  l%ht, 
With  staiB,  unseen  before,  spangling  her  robe  of 
night! 

Still  soar,  my  friend,  those  richer  views  among. 
Strong,  npid,  fervent  flashing  Fancy's  beam ! 
Virtue  and  Truth  shall  love  your  gentler  song ; 
But  Poesy  demands  th'  impeasion'd  theme : 
Waked  by  Heaven's  silent  dews  at  eve's  mild  gleam. 
What  bahny  sweets  Pomona  breatha  around  { 
But  if  the  vext  air  rush  a  stormy  stream. 
Or  Autumn's  shrill  gust  moan  in  [daintive  sound. 
With  fruits   and  flowers   she  loads   the  tempest- 
honor'd  ground. 


IV.  ODES  AND  MISCELLANEOUS  POEM& 

THE  THREE  GRAVES. 
A  FKAGMENT  OF  A  SEXTON'B  TALI. 


[T%s  Aathor  bss  iNibliifaed  the  foUowmit  bonble  fVsmsnt. 
enooarsged  bj  the  deeinre  recommeodttion  of  more  than  eae 
or  our  nuMt  celebrated  Kviof  PoeUu  The  langinfe  waa  ia- 
tendod  (o  be  dramatic ;  that  ia,  roited  to  the  narrator ;  and  the 
metre  eorreaponfa  to  the  homefincM  of  the  diction.  Itiitbeva- 
fore  preaented  as  the  Tracment,  not  of  a  Poem,  but  of  a  eoaa- 
nwnBaUad-tale.  Whether  thii  is  lufficient  to  joatify  the  adop- 
tion of  sncfa  a  ityle,  in  any  metrical  compoeition  not  proliMi- 
edly  lodicrona,  Am  Author  ia  hhnaelf  in  aome  doubt  At  al 
evenli.  it  ii  not  preeeoted  as  Poetry,  and  it  is  ha  no  way  con- 
nected widi  the  Author's  jndgment  conoeminc  Poetic  dictaoa. 
Its  merits,  if  any,  are  eadnsively  PiycholocieaL  The  atoqr 


•  WaT.aFtacmcat  t  John  t^  Bai»tiat.  a 

t  Moaody  oa  lohn  HaoAwMm. 


The  Bride  and  BiidegnxMn  wml; 
Bweet  Moiy,  Ihougfa  Aa  wu  DM  g«f, 
Seem'd  cbeerfiil  and  cdouol 


And  nben  (he  virar  join'd  Iheir  huidi, 
H«r  limtB  did  creep  end  fieeie )' 

Bnl  wbeD  Ihe^  pny'd,  ihe  thon^t  Aa  wv 
Her  molher  oa  her  bwea. 

And  o'ei  Ihe  cbnrch-iiath  dwjr  retnm'd — 

I  WW  poor  Manr'a  tack, 
JuM  aa  iba  Mepp'd  beneuh  du  bongta 

Into  (b*  moM7  tnck. 

Her  ImI  apoD  the  moi^  back 


Hie  diada  o'trBjub'i  bar  limba  iridi  bi 
Hen  oma  a  chill  like  dealb : 

And  wban  Iha  nwiry  belli  nog  txa, 
llajF  MMDi'd  lo  liop  bar  braadL 


lie  boUMl  thing  (UiTe. 

8a  in  aoo&'t  fa^'d :  Iha  HMb 
Would  nevai  heal  ihe  nila ; 


1^  mollHit  my  her  najr : 
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Til  fweet  to  liatr  a  brook, 'tk  iwMt 

To  haur  die  SsbtMUli-beU, 
Tte  fweet  to  hear  them  bodi  at  once. 

Deep  in  a  woody  deU. 

Hk  limba  akmg  die  mcMi^  hif  head 

'  Upon  a  momy  heap, 
With  ihat-iip  semet,  Edwaxd  lay: 
That  brook  e'en  on  a  woridng  day 
Mic^t  chatter  one  to  tleepb 

And  he  had  paa'd  a  rattleM  n||^i; 

And  was  not  well  in  health ; 
Tlie  women  lat  down  by  his  aide. 

And  talk'd  as  'twere  by  stealth. 

"  Tlie  smi  peeps  flixoagfa  die  dose  diiok  leaver 

See,  dearest  Ellen!  see! 
Tis  in  the  leaves,  a  little  son. 

No  bigger  than  your  e'e; 


**  A  tiny  sun,  and  it  has  got 

A  perfect  gloiy  too ; 
Ten  diousand  threads  and  bain  of  lif^t, 
Hake  up  a  gloiy,  gay  and  bright, 

Kound  that  small  orb,  so  blue.' 


And  dien  diey  argued  of  those  rays, 

What  color  they  might  be : 
Says  diis, "  they're  mostly  green,*''  sayi  dkat, 

"  Tliey'ie  amber4ike  to  me." 

So  they  sat  chatting,  while  bad  thoogfati 

Were  troubling  Edward's  rest ; 
But  soon  they  heard  his  hard  quick  panti^ 

And  the  thumping  in  his  breafrt. 


•*  A  Mother  too!"  these  selfsame  words 

Did  Edward  mutter  plain ; 
His  laoo  was  drawn  back  on  itselC 

With  horror  and  huge  pain. 

Both  groan'd  at  once,  lor  both  knew  well 
What  thoughts  were  in  his  mind ; 

When  he  waked  up,  and  stared  like  one 
That  hath  been  just  struck  blind. 

He  sat  upright ;  and  ere  the  dream 

Had  had  time  to  depart, 
"  O  God  ibigive  me !  (he  exclaim'd) 

I  have  lorn  out  her  heart" 


Then  Ellen  shriek'd,  and  forthwith  bunt 

Into  ungentle  lau^ter; 
And  Mary  shiver'd,  where  she  sat, 

And  neter  Ab  smiled  after. 


DEJECTION; 
AN  one 


Lsle,  lets  yMtnam  I  «w  the  new  Mesa. 
With  the  oU  Moon  in  her  snn  { 
And  I  ftnr,  I  ftnr.  my  Muter  dear ! 
We  riwD  have  a  deadly  atona. 

BMmi4if  Sir  Patrick  a^mt- 


andTo-oionowI  andTcMBonoir! 


I. 

Will  !  if  the  Bard  was  weather-wise,  who  made 
The  grand  old  ballad  of  Sir  Patrick  S^tenoe^ 
lliis  ni^^t,  so  tranquil  now,  wUl  not  go  hence 
tJnroused  by  winds,  that  ply  a  busier  trade 
Than  those  which  mould  yon  cloud  in  lasy  flakes, 
Or  the  dull  sobbing  draught,  that  moans  and  rakei 
Upon  the  strings  of  this  iEolian  lute. 
Which  better  iar  were  mute. 
For  lo!  the  New-moon  winter-bright! 
And  ovenpread  with  phantom  light, 
(Widi  swimming  phantom  light  o'erspraad 
But  rimm'd  and  circled  by  a  silver  thread) 
I  see  die  old  Moon  in  her  lap,  foretelling 

The  coming  on  of  rain  and  squally  Uast 
And  oh !  that  even  now  die  gust  were  swelling. 

And  the  slant  night«bower  driving  loud  and  & 
Those  sounds  which  oft  have  raised  me,  wlii 
diey  awed. 
And  sent  my  soul  abroad. 
Might  now  perhaps  their  wonted  impulse  giva, 
AGght  startle  diis  dull  pain,  and  make  it  mote  a 
live! 

n. 

A  grief  without  a  pang,  void,  dark,  and  drear, 
A  stifled,  drowsy,  unimpassion'd  grief. 
Which  finds  no  natural  oudet,  no  relief^ 
In  word,  or  sigh,  or  tear — 

0  Lady !  in  this  wan  and  hearUess  mood. 
To  other  thoughts  by  yonder  throsde  woo'd. 

All  this  long  eve,  so  balmy  and  serene. 
Have  I  been  gaiing  on  the  western  sky. 

And  its  peoiliar  tint  of  yellow  green : 
And  stiU  I  gaie— and  with  how  blank  an  ejre ! 
And  those  thin  clouds  above,  in  flakes  and  bars. 
That  give  away  their  motion  to  the  stars ; 
Those  stars,  Uiat  glide  behind  them  or  between. 
Now  sparkling,  now  bedimm'd,  but  always  seen; 
Yon  creecent  Moon,  as  fiz'd  as  if  it  grew 
In  its  own  cloudless,  starless* lake  of  blue; 

1  see  them  all  so  excellently  fidr, 

I  see,  not  feel,  how  beautiftil  they  are ! 

m. 

My  genial  spirits  feil. 

And  what  can  these  avail 
To  lift  the  smodiering  weight  from  off  my  breast? 

It  were  a  vain  endeavor. 

Though  I  should  gaze  for  ever. 
On  that  green  light  that  lingers  in  the  west : 
I  may  not  hope  from  outward  forms  to  win 
The  passion  aind  the  life,  whose  fountains  are  widi 

IV. 
O  Lady!  we  receive  but  what  we  give. 
And  in  our  life  alooe  doea  nature  live : 
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hnr  wedda^g^fument,  oun  her  ihioiid! 
would  w«  aught  behold,  of  higgler  worth, 
■I  inr*mnmtm  oold  worid  allow'd 
poor  lovelflM  eTer«iiikNii  crowd, 
fioB  die  soul  itoelf  nratt  msoB  ftrlh, 
a  glory,  a  &ir  lumiiioiio  dond 
reloping  the  Earth— 
n  the  aool  itielf  moit  there  be  wnt 
Mt  and  potent  Yoioe,  of  iti  own  birth, 
Rfotot  aomida  the  life  and  element ! 

V. 
rf*  heart!  thoo  need'tt  not  ask  of  me 
ia  anobg  muiic  in  the  loul  may  be ! 
wl  wherein  it  doth  eziat, 
lit,  diia  ^oiy,  this  fiur  luminovu  miit, 
fgtti&d  and  beantjr-making  power. 
rntnooa  Lwly !  Joy  that  ne*er  was  given, 
tfie  pore,  and  in  their  poieet  hour, 
■I  Life's  Effluence,  Cloud  at  once  and 


ly!  ia  die  apiiit  and  the  power, 

jwiddlng  Nature  to  ua  givea  in  dower 

IT  Earth  and  new  Heaven, 

oitof  by  theMonal  and  the  proud — 

10  flweet  voice,  Joy  the  luminous  cloud — 

I  in  ourselves  rtrjoice! 

noe  flows  all  that  ehanna  or  ear  or  sight, 

tdodies  the  echoes  of  duU  voice, 

IB  a  suffnsioQ  fiom  diat  l^g^ 


a  tioM 


VL 
when,  dioiigh  my  padi 


joy  within  me  dallied  with  distress, 
mislbrtnnes  were  but  as  the  stuff 
>  Fancy  made  me  dreams  of  happiness : 
e  grew  round  me,  like  the  twining  vine, 
its,  and  feliage,  not  my  own,  seem'd  mine, 
r  afflictimis  bow  me  down  to  wuh : 
B  I  that  they  rob  me  of  my  mirth, 
toh!  each  visitation 
Is  what  nature  gave  me  at  my  birth, 
haping  spirit  of  Imagination. 
10  ihibk  of  what  I  needs  must  feel, 
9  be  still  and  patient,  all  I  can ; 
ply  by  abstruse  research  to  steal 
my  own  nature  all  the  natural  Man- 
was  my  sole  resource,  my  only  plan : 
t  which  suits  a  part  infecti  the  whde, 
w  is  aimart  grown  the  habit  of  my  SooL 

vn. 

viper  thoughts,  that  coil  around  my  nund, 

Retihtfu  dark  dream! 

ram  you,  and  listen  to  the  wind, 

h  long  has  raved  unnoticed.  What  a  scream 

y  by  torture  lengthen'd  out 

lie   sent   fordi !    Thou  Wind,  that  lavest 

without, 
crag,  or  mountain-taim,*  or  Uaated  tree, 
giove  whither  woodman  never  clomb, 
y  house,  kmg  held  the  witches'  home, 
inks  were  fitter  instruments  fer  thee, 
lanist !  who  in  this  month  of  showers, 
•brown  gardens,  and  of  peeping  flowe^^ 


D  hks,  tmtnBr*  if  iwt  alwayi,  spplisd  to 
,  and  which  sis  the  ftedsii  of 


Msa 
op  in 
bs  Tslbfs.  This  sddiSM  tcAeBtonwrniad 


Afakest  Devils'  yule,  with  wane  than  wintry  song, 
Tlie  bkMsoms,  buds,  and  timorous  leaves  among. 

Ilion  Actor,  perfect  in  all  tmgic  sounds ! 
Thou  mighty  Poet,  e'en  to  Tmaay  bold ! 
What tell'st  diou now aboutf 
T  is  of  die  Rudiing  of  an  Hoot  in  rout; 
Widi  groans  of  trampled  men,  with  smarting 
wounds— 
At  once  thqr  groan  with  pain,  and  shndder  with  die 

cold! 
But  hush !  there  is  a  pause  of  deepest  silenoe ! 

And  all  that  noise,  as  of  a  rushing  crowd, 
With  groans,   and  tremulous  shudderingi    aU  is 
over —  (loud! 

It  tells  another  tale,  widi  sounds  less  de^  and 
A  tale  of  less  afiHght, 
And  temper'd  widi  delight. 
As  Otway's  self  had  framed  die  tender  ky, 
Tisof  alitdechild 
Upon  a  lonesome  wild. 
Not  &r  fiom  home,  but  Ae  hadi  lost  her  way, 
And  now  moans  low  in  bitter  grief  and  fear. 

And  now  screams  loud,  and  hoj^  to  make  harmodier 
hear. 

vra. 

T  is  midnin^  bat  small  thoof^  have  I  of  deep: 
Full  seldom  may  my  fiien^  such  vigils  keep! 
Visit  her,  gende  Sleep !  with  wings  of  healing, 

And  may  diis  storm  be  but  a  moonlsin-birdi. 
May  all  the  stars  hang  bright  above  her  dwellhig. 

Silent  as  dioa|^  diey  watch'd  dw  sleeping  Eardi! 
With  li|^  heart  may  Ae  riae, 
Gay  ftncy,  dieerful  eyes^ 

Joy  lift  her  spirit,  joy  attune  her  voice : 
To  bier  may  all  diings  live,  fitxn  Pole  to  Pole, 
Their  life  the  eddying  of  her  living  soul ! 

O  simple  spirit,  guided  fiom  above. 
Dear  Lady !  fiiend  devoutest  of  my  dioice. 
Thus  mayest  thou  ever,  evermore  rcgoice. 


ODE  TO  GEORGIANA,  DUCHESS  OF 
DEVONSHIRE, 

ON  TBI  TWBNTT-FOUllTH  STANZA  IN  HKE  "PASaAOl 


OVEft  MOUNT  OOTHABO. 


»i 


AndhsUlheChsiMl!  haU  the  Plsdbrm  wild ! 

Where  TVS  diractod  the  aTCOffinf  Dsxt. 
With  weB-strang  arm.  that  lint  preeewed  Mi  Child. 

Then  aim'd  the  arrow  at  the  Tymtt't  heart. 


Sflendor'b  Ibodly  fbster'd  child ! 
And  did  you  hail  the  Platform  wUd, 

Where  once  the  Austrian  fell 

Beneadi  die  shaft  of  Tell  ? 
O  Lady,  nused  in  pomp  and  pleasure ! 
Whence  learnt  you  that  heroic  measure  f 

light  as  a  dream  your  days  their  circlets  ran. 
From  all  U»t  teaches  Brodierhood  to  Man ; 
Far,  fer  removed!  fiom  want,  fitMn  hope,  fiom  fear. 
Enchanting  music  lull'd  your  infent  ear, 
Obeisance,  praises  soodied  your  infent  heart; 

Emblazonments  and  old  ancetttsX  cmai^ 
With  many  a  bright  obtninve  fona  oi  axx, 

Detain'd  3rotur  eye  firoixi  xmUixe  *.  ilteXeVy  N«fl^ 
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VEhMX  veiling  ftrinre  to  deck  your  chaimi  divine, 
Rich  Tiandi,  and  the  pleMonble  wine, 
Were  yomt  nneem'd  by  toil ;  nor  could  yoQ  tee 
The  nneiqojring  toSWb  mieery. 
And  3ret,  free  Natare'f  uncorrupted  child* 
You  heil'd  die  Chapel  and  die  Flatftnn  wild, 
Where  once  the  Austrian  fell 
Beneath  the  shaft  of  Tell ! 

O  Lady,  nnned  in  pomp  and  pleaanra ! 

Whence  learnt  you  that  heroic  meatore  f 


There  crowd  your  finely-fibred  flame, 

An  living  faculties  of  blia  ; 
And  Genius  to  your  cradle  came, 
His  forehead  wreathed  with  lambent  flana. 
And  bending  low,  with  godlike  kisa 
Breathed  in  a  more  celestial  life ; 
But  boasts  not  many  a  fair  compeer 

A  heart  as  sensitive  to  joy  and  fear? 
And  some,  perchance,  might  wage  an  eqoal  itiift. 
Some  few,  to  nobler  being  wrought, 
Co-rivals  in  die  nobler  gift  of  thought 
Yet  tkeae  delight  to  celebmte 
Laurell'd  War  and  plumy  State ; 
Or  in  verM  and  music  dress 
Tales  of  rustic  happiness 
Pernicious  Tales !  insidious  Strains ! 
That  steel  the  rich  man's  breast, 
And  mock  the  lot  unblest. 
The  sordid  vices  and  the  wUb^oct  pains^ 
Which  evermore  must  be 
The  doom  of  Ignorance  and  Penury  I 
But  you,  free  Nature's  uncorrupted  child. 
You  hail*d  the  Chapel  and  the  Platibnn  wild. 
Where  once  the  Austrian  fell 
Beneath  the  shaft  of  TeU ! 
O  Lady,  nursed  in  pomp  and  pleasure ! 
Where  learnt  you  that  heroic  measure  f 


Yon  were  a  Mother !  That  most  holy  name. 
Which  Heaven  and  Nature  bless, 
I  may  not  vilely  prostitute  to  Aose 

V^ose  Infants  owe  them  less 
Than  the  poor  Caterpillar  owes 
Its  gaudy  Parent  Fly. 
You  were  a  Mother !  at  your  bosom  ftd 

The  Babes  duit  loved  you.  You,  with  laughing  eye. 
Each  twilig^^thought,  each  nascent  feeling  read. 
Which  you  yourself  created.   Oh!  deli^! 
A  aeoond  time  to  be  a  Afbther, 

Witfiout  the  Mother's  bitter  giDans  t 
Another  thought,  and  jret  another. 
By  touch,  or  taste,  l^  looks  or  tones 
O'er  Uie  growing  Sense  to  roll. 
The  Modier  of  your  infimt's  Soul ! 
The  Angel  of  the  Earth,  who,  while  he  guides 

His  chariot-planet  round  the  goal  of  day, 
All  trembling  gazes  on  the  Eye  of  God, 

A  moment  tum'd  his  awfbl  fiuse  away ; 
And  as  he  view'd  you,  from  his  aspect  sweet 

New  influences  in  your  being  rose. 
Blest  Intuitions  and  Communions  fleet 
With  living  Nature,  in  her  joys  and  woes! 
Thenceforth  your  soul  rejoiced  to  see 
The  shrine  of  social  Liberty ! 
O  beautiful!  O  Natan't  child ! 
Tmu  tbeneejroa  bail'd  Che  Platfifin  wild. 


Where  once  the  Austrian  fell 
Beneath  the  shaft  of  TeU! 
O  Lady,  nursed  in  pomp  and  pl< 
TbiBOOB  learnt  yoQ  that  heroic 


ODE  TO  TRANQUILUTY. 

TaANannxmr !  thou  better  name 
Than  aU  the  ftmily  of  Fame !      *   » 
Thou  ne'er  wilt  leave  my  riper  age 
To  low  intrigue,  or  factious  rage ; 
For  oh !  dear  child  of  thoughtful  TVatfa, 
To  thee  I  gave  my  early  youth. 
And  left  the  bark,  and  blest  the  sted&rt  sbon. 
Ere  yet  the  Tempest  rose  and  scared  me  with  ik  n 

Who  late  and  lingering  seeks  thy  shrine. 
On  him  but  seldom,  power  divine. 
Thy  spirit  rests !  Satiety 
And  Sloth,  poor  counterfeits  of  diee. 
Mock  the  tired  worldling.    Idle  Ebpa 
And  dire  Remembrance  interlope. 
To  vex  the  feverish  slumbers  of  the  mind : 
The  bubble  floats  before,  the  spectre  stalks  behii 

But  me  thy  gentle  hand  will  lead 
At  morning  through  the  accustom'd  mead ; 
And  in  the  sultry  summer's  heat 
Will  build  me  up  a  mossy  seat ; 
And  when  the  gust  of  Autumn  crowds 
And  breaks  Uie  bni^  moonlight  clouds^ 
Thou  best  the  thought  canst  raise,  the  heart  atlB 
light  as  the  busy  clouds,  calm  as  the  gliding  M( 

The  feeling  heart,  the  searching  soul. 
To  thee  I  dedicate  the  whole ! 
And  while  within  m3rself  I  trace 
The  greatness  of  some  future  race. 
Aloof  widi  hermit^e  I  scan 
The  present  works  of  present  man— 
A  wild  and  dream-like  trade  of  blood  and  gnila^ 
Too  foolish  for  a  tear,  too  wicked  for  a  smile! 


TO  A  YOUNG  FRIEND, 

ON  HIB  niOPOSINO  TO  DOMISTICATB  WITH  II 

AUTHOR. 

COMPOSSD  Ul  1796. 

A  MOUNT,  not  wearisome  and  bare  and  steep^ 

But  a  green  mountain  variously  up-piled. 
Where  o'er  the  jutting  rocks  soft  mosses  creeps 
Or  color'd  lichens  with  slow  oosing  weep ; 

Where  cjrpress  ond  the  darker  yew  start  wild 
And  'mid  the  summer  torrent's  gentle  dash 
Dance  brighten'd  the  red  clusters  of  the  ash ; 

Beneath  whose  boughs,  by  those  still  aounds 
guiled. 
Calm  PensivenesB  might  muse  herself  to  sleep ; 

Till  haply  startled  by  some  fleecy  dam. 
That  rustling  on  the  bushy  clift  above. 
With  melandioly  bleat  of  anxious  love, 

Mada  mAe\ inqmrf  fba l»i  wandering  lamb: 


SIBYLLINE  LBAVES. 
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^wtaBMiHliiii  'twere  moit  iweet  to  climb, 
i«  die  faonm  ecbed  with  Imaelinew — 
»  tkio  eweet,  if  jmne  deer  fiaeml  diould 


feotoioiifl  toil,  and  up  the  pa4i  rabUme 
.oow  fcUow:  die  glad  landMipe  round, 
nore  wide,  inGreeang  witbont  bound ! 


t  were  loveliert  sympadiy,  to  maik 
m  of  tbe  belPuprooted  aah 
ind  brigbt ;  and  list  the  tonrent*i  daah^— 
i  the  eypi'cea,  or  the  yew  mOTe  dark, 
eeee,  on  aome  amooth  moaay  rock ; 
itence  now,  and  now  to  unlock 
nred  heart ;  arm  link'd  in  friendly  arm, 
le  one,  hia  muae'a  witching  charm 
bn>w4ient,  at  unwatch*d  diitance  lag ; 
^  o'eifaead  hia  beckoning  friend  appeaia, 
die  forehead  o£  the  topmost  crag 
eagerly :  ibr  haply  there  uprean 
lowiqg  pine  ita  old  romantic  limbs, 
latest  shall  detain  the  enomour'd  sight 
\  below,  when  eve  the  valley  dims, 
yellow  with  the  rich  departing  light; 
ply,  besin'd  in  some  unsunn'd  cleft, 
NBi  spring,  the  rock's  collected  tears, 
elter'd  there,  scarce  wrinkled  by  the  gale ! 
BT  thua,  the  woild*s  vam  turmoil  loft, 
on  the  crag,  and  ahadow*d  by  the  pine, 
inding  o'w  die  clear  delicious  fount, 
eat  youth !  it  were  a  lot  divine 
our  noons  m  moialiiiDg  mood, 
sel-wlndi  ftmi'd  oat  templea  toU-badew'd : 
downwaidi  ikipe^  €&  pausing,  from  the 
mooni, 

looe  mansjon,  in  some  woody  dale, 
idling  widi  Une  eye,  domesdc  bliss 
I  die  Husband's,  UM  the  Brodier's  kias ! 

iidely  Tened  in  allegoric  lore, 
of  Knowledge  I  essay'd  to  trace ; 
Immis  hill  with  many  a  festing-place, 
f  a  stream,  whose  warbling  waten  pour 
1  and  fertilize  the  subject  plains ; 
widi  secret  springs,  and  nooks  untrod, 
y  a  fimcy-blest  and  holy  sod, 
Inapimtion,  his  diviner  strains 
mnring,  lay ;  and  starting  from  the  rocks 
Igreena,  whose  spreading  foliage  mocks 
irren  soil,  and  the  bleak  frosts  of  age, 
Ay's  mad  fire-invoking  rage ! 

etiring  spirit !  we  will  climb, 
and  cheer'd,  this  lovely  hill  sublime ; 
om  the  stirring  world  uplifted  high 
oiaeB,  fidntly  wafted  on  the  wind, 
muaingB  shall  attune  the  mind, 
!l  die  melancholy  theme  supply), 
while  the  prospect  duough  the  gazing  eye 
all  its  healthful  groenneas  on  the  aoul, 
die  at  wealth,  and  learn  to  smile  at  feme, 
a,  our  knowledge,  and  our  joys  the  same, 
^boring  fountains  image,  each  the  whole : 
len  the  mind  hath  drunk  its  fill  of  truth, 
disripline  the  heart  to  pure  deli^^t, 
ig  sober  Joy's  domestic  flame. 
0m  I  love  shall  love  thee.    HonorVI  youth !. 
OKf  Ueavan  reaiizc  tbk  vkkm  bright!        j 


LINES  TO  W.  L.  ESQp 
wans  BE  lAjm  a  mmg  to  mcKu/a  mmo, 

Wmu  uj  young  chedt  retuni  its  healthful  ^«sm. 

And  I  hava  many  friends  who  hold  ma  dear; 

L— -!  maddnka,  I  would  not  often  hear 
Such  mdodiea  aa  thine,  lest  I  should  kae 
All  memory  of  die  wranf^  and  sore  distress, 

For  which  my  miserable  brethren  weep ! 

Bat  ahmdd  unoomforted  miafortnnes  steep 
My  daily  bread  in  tears  and  bitterness ; 
And  if  at  death's  dread  moment  I  riiould  lie 

With  no  beloved  fiuse  at  my  bed-aide. 
To  fix  the  last  glance  of  my  closing  eye, 

Methinfcs,  such  strains,  fareatlied  by  my  angel-gaide, 
Would  make  me  peas  the  cup  of  angMjth  by. 

Mix  widi  die  blest,  nor  kxiow  that  I  bad  died! 


ADDRESSED  TO  A  YOUNG  MAN  OF  FORTUNE, 

WHO  AlAlfDOIfKn  BimXLP  TO  AN  INOOLINT  AND 
CAUSKLESa  MKLANCHOLT. 

Henck  duit  fentaatic  wanUmness  of  woe, 
O  Youth  to  partial  Fortune  vainly  dear ! 

To  plunder'd  Want's  half-shelter'd  hovel  go. 
Go,  and  some  hunger-bitten  Infont  hear 
Bffban  haply  in  a  dying  Mother's  ear : 

Or  when  the  cold  and  dismal  fog-dampa  brood 

O^er  the  rank  church-yard  with  aere  elm4eavea 
strew'd. 

Pace  round  aome  widow'a  gmva*  whose  dearer  part 
Was  slanghter'd,  where  o'er  his  uiooffin'd  limfaa 

The  flocking  fleah-fairds  acream'd !  Then,  while  diy 
heart 
Groana,  and  thine  eye  a  fiercer  aonow  dims. 

Know  (and  the  truth  shall  kindle  thy  yomiig  ndnd) 

What  Nature  makea  thee  mourn,  die  bids  thee  heal  t 
O  algect !  if,  to  sickly  dreama  resign'd, 

All  eflbitless  thou  leave  life's  commonweal 

A  prey  to  l^rrants,  Muiderers  of  Mankind. 


SONNET  TO  THE  RIVER  OTTER. 

Dear  native  Brook !  wild  Streamlet  of  the  West  f 
How  many  various-feted  years  have  past, 
What  happy,  and  what  mournful  hours,  since  last 
I  skimm'd  the  smooth  thin  stone  along  thy  breast. 
Numbering  its  light  leaps !  jret  so  deep  imprest 
Sink  the  sweet  scenes  of  childhood,  that  mine  eyea 

I  never  shut  amid  the  sunny  ray. 
But  straight  with  all  their  tints  thy  waten  rise. 

Thy  crossing  plank,  thy  marge  with  willows  gray. 
And  bedded  suid  that  vein'd  with  various  dyes 
Gleam'd  through  thy  bright  transparence!  On  my 
way. 
Visions  of  childhood !  oft  have  ye  beguiled 
Lone  manhood's  cares,  yet  waking  fondest  sighs : 
Ah!  diat  once  more  I  were  a  careleas  child ! 


SONNET. 

COMTOSED  ON  A  JOtTENET  ROMEWAM)  ;  THE  AUTHOK 
HAVmO  EECEIVED  INTKLUGKNCK  OF  THE  BIKTH 
OV   A  80V,   SEPTEMBER  20,   1796. 

Oft  o'er  my  brain  does  that  slnii\g«  iioivc^  i^ 
Which  makes  the  preaent  (wbiVo  \\\q  Aai^  ^q^>9U^ 


COLERIDGirS  PCHffnCAL  WORXa 


Seem  m  mife  MmlilaDoe  of  noie  vnknowii  pMtr 
Bfix'd  with  mdi  feelingi,  ai  perplex  die  loiil 
8etfqtieition*d  in  her  sleep ;  end  lonie  heve  «ad* 

We  li^ed,  ere  yet  this  robe  of  Fleah  we  wore. 

O  my  fweet  beby !  when  I  reach  uj  door, 
If  heavy  looki  aboold  tell  me  fhoa  art  dead 
(Aa  ■ometimea,  through  ezceat  of  hope,  1 6ai% 
I  diink  that  I  ahouhl  atniggle  to  believe 

Thou  wert  a  apiiit,  to  thit  nether  apheie 
Sentenced  for  some  mote  venial  crime  to  grieve ; 
Didit  scream,  then  firing  to  meet  Heaven's  quick 
reprieve. 

While  we  wepi  idly  o'er  thy  little  bier! 


SONNET. 

TO  A  nXIND  WHO  ASKED,  HOW  I  FELT  WHEN  THE 
HUmSE  FXaST  FEESENTED  MY  INFANT  TO  MB. 

Chakles  !  my  slow  heart  waa  only  sad,  when  fint 
I  scann'd  that  &ce  of  feeble  infkncy : 

For  dimly  on  my  thoughtihl  spirit  burst 
All  I  had  been,  and  all  my  child  might  be ! 

But  when  I  saw  it  on  its  Mother's  aim. 
And  hanging  at  her  bosom  (die  the  while 
Bent  o'er  its  features  with  a  tearful  smile) 

Then  I  was  thrill'd  and  melted,  and  most  warm 

Impress'd  a  Father's  kiss :  and  all  beguiled 
Of  dark  remembrance  and  presageful  fear, 
I  seem'd  to  see  an  angel-form  appear— 

*T  was  even  thine,  beloved  woman  mild ! 
So  for  the  Mother's  sake  the  Child  was  dear, 

And  dearer  was  the  Mother  for  the  Child. 


THE  VIROlira  CRADLE-HTlfN. 

OOriED  FEOM  A  PRINT  OF  THE  VIEGIN  DC  A  CATHOUO 
VILLAGE  m  GEEMANT. 

DoEMi,  Jesu !  Mater  ridet, 
QuB  tam  dulcem  somnum  videt, 

Dormi,  Jesu !  Uandule ! 
Si  non  dermis,  Mater  phwat^ 
Inter  fila  cantans  orat 

Blande,  yeni,  somnnle. 

ENGUIB. 

Sleep,  sweet  babe !  my  cares  begmbng 
Mother  sits  beside  ttiee  smiling : 

Sleep,  my  darling,  tenderly ! 
If  thou  sleep  not,  mother  moometh. 
Singing  as  her  wheel  she  tumeth : 

Come,  soft  slumber,  balmily! 


ON  THB  CHRISTENING  OF  A  FRIENira  CHSLtk 

This  day  among  the  feithiul  placed 

And  fed  witti  fontal  manna ; 
O  vidth  maternal  title  graced 

Dear  Anna's  dearest  Anna ! 

*  Hv  trev  v/iw  tf  ^'V^  vptv  cv  rwi»  rm  mApmvam 

Plat,  m  Pkmitm. 


Whfle  odieis  wish  diee  vriae  and  idr, 

A  maid  of  spotless  feme, 
111  breathe  this  more  compendioiis 

lifayst  thou  deserve  thy  ntanm  i 


Tbf  Mother's  iiame,  a  potent  spdl. 

That  bids  the  Virtues  hie 
From  mystic  grove  and  living  cell 

Confest  to  Fancy's  eye ; 

Meek  Quietness,  without  ofience ; 

Content,  in  homespun  kirtle ;  • 

TVne  Love ;  and  True  Love's  Innocence, 

White  Blossom  of  the  Myrtle!  s 

Associatea  of  ti\y  name,  sweet  Child ! 

These  Virtues  roayst  thou  win ; 
Witti  Face  as  eloquently  mild 

To  say,  they  lodge  within. 

So  when,  her  tale  of  days  all  flown. 
Thy  Mother  shall  be  nuss'd  hero ;  ' 

When  Heaven  at  length  shall  claim  its  own. 
And  Angels  snatch  their  Sirter; 

Some  hoary-headed  Friend,  perchance. 

May  gaze  vnAi  stifled  breath ; 
And  oft,  in  momentary  trance, 

Foiget  the  waste  of  death. 

Ev'n  thus  a  lovely  rose  I  view'd 

In  summei^welling  pride; 
Nor  mark'd  the  bud,  that  green  and  rode 

Peep'd  at  die  Rose's  side. 

It  chanced,  I  pass'd  agam  that  way 

In  Autumn's  latest  hour. 
And  wond'iing  saw  the  selfsame  spray 

Rich  with  ti^  selfsame  flower. 

Ah  fond  deceit !  die  rude  green  bod 

Alike  in  shape,  place,  name. 
Had  bloom'd,  where  bloom'd  its  parsot  sind. 

Another  and  die  same! 


EPITAPH  ON  AN  INFANT. 

Its  balmy  lips  the  In&nt  blest 
Relaxing  from  its  Mother's  breast. 
How  sweet  it  heaves  the  happy  sigh 
Of  innocent  Satiety ! 

And  such  my  In&nt's  latest  sigh ! 
O  teU,  rude  stone  \  the  passer-by. 
That  here  the  pretty  babe  doth  lie. 
Death  sang  to  sleep  with  Lullaby. 


MELANCHOLY. 

A  FEAGMENT. 

Steetoh'o  on  a  moulder'd  Abbey's  broadest  wall. 
Where  mining  iviea  propp'd  the  ruina 

Her  folded  arms  wrapping  her  tatter'd  pall. 
Had  Melancholy  mused  herself  to  sleep. 


HIBVLLINE  IJBA.VK& 


M 


The  fem  hm  praa'd  benealh  her  luuv 
TIm  deritgiM<A  Adder's  Toogne*  was  diere; 
Ufed  edU  M  pert  the  flagging  ne^^le  ivioek, 
rbe  Imv  kiik  kef  bow'd  fluttarii^  o^er  her  cheek. 


rhet  pelfid  dieek  was  fluah*d :  her  eaflK  kick 
BaamVi  doqoent  m  dumber !  Inl^  wroa|^ 
Impofect  Krandi  her  nwviiig'hpa  fimook, 
Afiil  bar  beat   Ibfeheed  WGfk'd  widi   tiodbled 
dioa^L 
the 


TELL'S  BOrrH-FLACE. 

OOTATED  rmOM  •TOLBBBI& 

Mams  diia  hply  chapel  well ! 
llie  Birdi-place,  this,  of  l^^lliam  TeH 
Heie,  where  itanda  God*B  altar  dread. 
Stood  hia  parenia'  maniage-bed. 

Here  fint^  an  mftnt  to  her  breaat, 
Him  Ui  loving  modier  preat; 
And  kki'd  the  babe,  and  blem'd  die  di^. 
And  prejr'd  aa  mothera  nie  to  pray : 

•  Voodiaale  him  health,  OGod,  and  giye 
The  ChUd  thy  aervant  atill  to  lire  !** 
Bat  God  haa  deadned  to  do  moce 
Huongs  him,  dian  throni^  an  armed  power. 

God  gave  him  rererenoe  of  kwa. 

Yet  atbiiDf  blood  in  f^Mdom'a  ceiiie    ■ 

A  spirit  to  hii  roeka  akin, 

The  eye  of  the  Hawk»  and  the  fire  therein! 

To  Nature  and  to  Holy  writ 
Akme  did  God  the  boy  commit : 
Where  fladi'd  and  roared  the  torrent,  oft 
Hie  soul  Ibond  wings,  and  soar'd  aldt! 

^le  atrahung  oar  and  chamois  diaae 
Had  ftrm'd  hia  Umbs  to  strength  and  grace: 
On  ware  and  wind  die  boy  wotdd  toss. 
Was  great,  nor  knew  how  great  he  waa ! 

He  knew  not  that  his  chosen  hand. 
Blade  strong  by  God,  his  native  land 
Would  rescue  from  the  shameful  jroke 
Of  SisHfiy        the  which  he  broke ! 


A  CHRISTMAS  CAROL. 

The  Shepherds  went  their  hasty  way. 

And  found  the  lowly  stable^hed 
V^here  the  Viigin-Modier  lay : 

And  now  they  check'd  their  eager  tread, 
Far  to  die  Babe,  that  at  her  bosom  dung, 
A  Biodier's  song  the  Virgin-Mother  sung. 

Tliey  told  her  how  a  glorious  Hf^t, 

Streaming  from  a  heavenly  throng, 
Anmnd  them  shone,  suspending  night! 
While,  sweeter  than  a  Modier's  song. 
Blast  Angeb  heralded  die  Savior's  birdi, 
G3ory  toGodonhi^!  and  peace  on  Earth. 


She  ]isten*d  to  the  tale  divine. 

And  ckaer  still  the  Babe  die  pnai^d; 
And  while  she  cried,  the  Babe  ia  mine! 
The  milk  mdi'd  fiuter  to  her  bnwts 
Joy  rose  widiin  her,  like  a  summar'a  mom; 
Peace,  Peace  on  Eaith!  diePrineeof  Faaceaibflai. 

Tlioo  Mbdier  of  die  Prince  of  FBaee, 

Bior,  dmple,  and  of  low  estate ! 
That  Strife  should  vanish,  Batde  ceeae, 
O  why  should  this  thy  soul  ektef 
Sweet  Marie's  kudest  note,  the  Foef  s  stony^ 
Did'st  thou  ne'er  tove  to  hear  of  Fame  and  Glory  f 

And  ia  not  War  a  youdiful  King, 

A  stately  Hero  clad  in  maU  f 
Beneath  hu  footsteps  laurek  spring ; 
Him  Earth's  majestic  monarchs  hail 
Their  Friend,  their  Pky-mate!  and  his  bold  bri{^  eye 
Compek  the  maiden's  love-confessing  sigh. 

**  Tell  thk  in  some  more  courdy  scene. 

To  maids  and  youths  in  robes  of  state ! 
lam  a  woman  poor  and  mean. 
And  diereibre  k  my  Soul  ekte. 
War  k  a  rufiian,  all  with  g^t  defiled. 
That  from  die  aged  Fadier  tears  hk  Child ! 


**  A  murderous  fiend,  by  fiends  adored. 

He  kilk  the  Sire  and  starves  the  Son ; 
The  Husband  kilk,  and  from  her  board 
Steak  all  hk  Widow's  toil  had  won ; 
Flundeia  God's  worid  of  beauty;  rends  away 
All  safety  from  the  Night,  all  comfint  from  dw  Day. 

**  Then  wisely  k  my  aoul  elate, 

That  Strife  should  vanish,  Batde  cease : 
I'm  poor  and  of  a  low  estate, 
.   The  Modier  of  die  Prince  of  Peace. 

Joy  rises  in  me,  like  a  summer's  mom : 

Peace,  Peace  on  Earth!  the  Prince  of  Pteoek  bom!" 


•A 


mtaiika.  Th0  pkai  wUet  tbt  pott  btnde- 
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HUMAN  LIFE, 

ON  THK  DENIAL  OV  nfMORTAUTT. 

If  dead,  we  cease  to  be ;  if  total  gloom 

Swallow  up  life's  brief  flash  for  aye,  we  five 
As  summer-gusts,  of  sudden  birth  and  doom. 

Whose  sound  and  motion  not  alone  dedare. 
But  are  their  whcle  of  being!  If  the  Breath 

Be  Life  itself,  and  not  its  task  and  tent. 
If  even  a  aoul  like  Milton's  can  know  death , 

O  Man !  thou  vessel,  purposeless,  unmeant. 
Yet  drone-hive  strange  of  jdiantcnn  purposes ! 

Surplus  of  Nature's  dread  activity. 
Which,  as  die  gazed  on  some  nigh-finidi'd  vase. 
Retreating  sbw,  with  meditative  pause, 

She  fbnn'd  with  resdess  hands  unconscioody! 
Bknk  acddent!  nothing's  anomaly! 

If  roodess  thus,  dius  substanceless  thy  state, 
Go^  weigh  diy  dreams,  and  be  thy  Bovea,iSbc<ff  < 
The  ooimter-weights!— Thy  laug\iiet  aiM\i9eE9*taaxa 
Mean  bat  themaelvea,  each  Htleai  U>  ct«ate. 
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none  of  na  ahould  have  noticed  or  heard  of  the  poem, 
at  it  had  been,  at  the  time,  a  good  deal  talked  of  in 
Sootlnod.  It  may  be  easily  rappoied,  that  my  feel- 
ing! were  at  this  moment  not  of  the  roost  comftHia- 
ble  kind.  Of  all  present,  one  only  knew  or  suspec^ 
ed  me  to  be  the  author :  a  man  who  would  have 
established  himself  in  Uie  first  rank  of  England's 
living  Poets,  if  the  Genius  of  our  country  had  not 
decreed  tibat  he  should  rather  be  the  first  in  the  fint 
rank  of  its  Philosophers  and  scientific  Benefiicton. 
It  appeared  the  general  wish  to  hear  the  lines.  As  my 
friend  chose  to  remain  silent,  I  chose  to  follow  his 
example,  and  Mr.  *****  recited  the  Poem.  This  he 
could  do  with  the  better  grace,  being  known  to  have 
ever  been  not  mly  a  firm  and  active  Anti-Jacobin  and 
Anti-Gallican,  but  likewise  a  lealous  admirer  of  Mr. 
Pitt,  both  as  a  good  man  and  a  great  Statesman.  As 
a  Pbet  exclusively,  he  had  been  amused  with  the 
Eclogue ;  as  a  Poet,  he  recited  it ;  and  in  a  spirit, 
which  made  it  evident,  that  he  would  have  read  and 
repeated  it  with  the  same  pleasure,  had  his  oi^n 
name  been  attached  to  the  imaginary  object  or  agent. 

After  the  recitation,  our  amiublo  host  olMier\'ed, 
that  in  his  opinion  Mr.  *****  had  overrated  the  merits 
of  the  poetry ;  but  had  they  been  tenfold  greater, 
they  could  not  have  compensated  for  that  malignity 
of  heart,  which  could  alone  have  prompted  senti- 
ments so  atrocious.  I  perceived  that  my  illustrious 
friend  became  greatly  distressed  on  my  account;  but 
fortunately  I  was  able  to  preserve  fortitude  and  pres- 
ence of  mind  enough  to  take  up  the  subject  without 
exciting  even  a  suspicion  how  nearly  and  painfully 
it  interested  mo. 

What  follov^-s,  is  substantially  the  same  as  I  then 
replied,  but  dilated  and  in  language  less  colkxjuial. 
It  was  not  my  intention,  I  said,  to  justify  the  publi- 
cation, whatever  its  author's  feelings  might  have 
been  at  the  time  of  composing  it  That  they  are 
calculated  to  call  forth  so  severe  a  reprobation  from 
a  good  man,  is  not  the  wont  feature  of  such  poems. 
Their  moral  deformity  is  aggravated  in  proportion  to 
the  pleasure  which  tiiey  are  capable  of  ofibrding 
to  vindictive,  turbulent,  and  unprincipled  readers. 
Could  it  bo  supposed,  though  for  a  moment,  that  the 
author  seriously  wished  what  he  hod  thus  wildly  im- 
agined, even  the  attempt  to  palliate  an  inhumanity  so 
monstrous  would  be  an  insult  to  the  heorcn.  But  it 
seemed  to  me  worthy  of  considemtion,  whether  the 
mood  of  mind,  and  the  general  state  of  sensations, 
in  which  a  Poet  produces  such  vivid  and  fantastic 
images,  \a  likely  to  coexist,  or  ia  even  compatible, 
with  that  gloomy  and  deliberate  ferocity  which  a 
serious  wish  to  realize  them  would  presuppose.  It 
had  been  often  observed,  and  all  my  experience 
tended  to  confirm  the  observation,  that  prospects  of 
pain  and  evil  toothers,  and,  in  general,  all  deep  feel- 
ings of  revenge,  are  commonly  expressed  in  a  few 
words,  ironically  tame,  and  mild.  The  mind  under 
so  direful  and  fiend-like  on  influence  seems  to  take  a 
morbid  pleasure  in  contrasting  the  intensity  of  its 
wishes  and  feelings,  with  the  slightncss  or  levity  of 
the  expressions  by  which  they  are  hinted ;  and  in- 
deed feelings  so  intense  and  solitary,  if  they  were 
not  precluded  (as  in  almost  all  cases  they  would  be) 
by  a  constitutional  activity  of  fancy  and  association, 
and  by  the  specific  joyousnesa  combined  with  it, 
would  assuredly  themselves  prei'Iude  such  activity. 
Pamion,  in  itx  orni  quaVity,  is  the  antagonist  of  ac- 


and  strengthem  it  But  the  more  intesie  and  innna 
the  passioa  is,  the  fewer  and  the  more  fixed  are  the 
correspondent  forms  and  notions.  A  rooted  hatrad, 
an  inveterate  thirst  of  revenge,  is  a  sort  of  m^Hi^f, 
and  still  eddies  round  its  favorite  olgect,  and  exer 
dses  as  it  were  a  perpetual  tantok^  of  mind  in 
thoughts  and  words,  which  admit  of  no  adeqnato 
substitutes.  Like  a  fish  in  a  globe  of  glass,  it  moves 
restlessly  round  and  round  the  scanty  drcumference, 
which  it  cannot  leave  without  losmg  its  vital  ele> 
ment. 

There  is  a  second  character  of  such  imagmaiy 
representations  as  spring  from  a  real  and  earnest  de- 
sire of  e\il  to  another,  which  we  often  see  in  real 
life,  and  might  even  anticipate  from  the  nature  of 
the  mind.  The  images,  I  mean,  that  a  vindictive 
man  places  before  his  imaginotioa.  will  most  oAen  be 
taken  from  the  realities  of  life  :  they  will  be  images 
of  pain  and  suflering  which  he  has  himself  seen  in- 
flicted on  other  men,  and  which  he  can  fimcy  him- 
self as  inflicting  on  Uio  object  of  his  hatred.  I  >  will 
suppose  that  wo  had  heard  at  diflerent  times  two 
common  sailors,  each  sfjcaking  of  some  <Hie  who  bad 
wronged  or  oflendcd  him :  that  the  fint  with  appa- 
rent violence  had  devoted  every  part  of  his  odvem- 
ry's  body  and  soul  to  all  the  horrid  phantoms  and 
fantastic  places  that  ever  Quovcdo  dreamt  oC  and 
this  in  a  rapid  flow  of  those  outr^  and  wildly-com* 
bined  execrations,  which  too  often  with  our  fewer 
classes  serve  for  escape-valveM  U>  cany  off  the  excess 
of  their  passions,  as  so  much  superfluous  steam  that 
would  endanger  the  vessel  if  it  were  retained.  Tha 
other,  on  the  contrary,  with  that  sort  of  n^lmipM  of 
tone  which  is  to  the  ear  what  the  paleness  of  anger 
is  to  the  eye,  shall  simply  say,  "  If  I  chance  to  be 
made  boatswain,  as  I  hope  I  soon  shall,  and  can  but 
once  get  tlmt  fellow  under  my  hand  (and  1  shall  be 
upon  the  D^ntch  for  him),  I'll  tickle  his  pretty  skin! 
I  wont  hurt  liim !  oh  no !  I  '11  only  cut  the  to 

the  liver!"  I  dare  appeal  to  all  present,  which  of  the 


two  they  would  regard  as  the  least  deceptive  symp* 
tom  of  deliberate  malignity  f  nay,  whether  it  would 
surprise  them  to  see  the  fint  fellow,  an  hotur  or  two 
afterward,  cordially  shaking  hands  with  the  very 
man,  tho  fractional  ports  of  whose  body  and  soul  he 
had  been  so  charitably  disposing  of;  or  even  pertiaps 
risking  his  life  for  him.  What  language  Shakspeare 
considered  characteristic  of  malignant  disposition,  we 
see  in  the  speech  of  the  good-natured  Gmtiano,  who 
spoke  *'  an  infinite  deal  of  nothing  more  than  any 
man  in  all  Venice ;" 

^Too  wUd.  too  rode  and  bold  of  Toiee ! 

the  skipping  spirit,  whose  thoughts  and  words  recip- 
rocally ran  away  with  each  other ; 

O  be  thou  damn'd.  inexorable  dog ! 

Aod  Tor  thr  life  let  justice  be  accused! 

and  the  wild  fancies  that  follow,  contrasted  with  Shy- 
lock's  tranquil  "  /  starul  here  for  law." 

Or,  to  take  a  case  more  analogous  to  the  present 
subject,  should  we  hold  it  either  fair  or  charitable  to 
believe  it  to  have  been  Dante's  serious  wish,  that  all 
the  (x^rsons  mentioned  by  him,  (many  recently  da- 
ported,  and  some  even  alive  at  the  time),  should  ae> 
tually  suflcr  the  fantastic  and  horrible  pumshments, 
to  which  he  has  sentenced  them  in  his  HeU  md 


1  Purgatory?  Or  what  shall  we  say  of  the  passages 
in  which  ^hop  Jeremy  Taylor  anticipates  the  state 
of  ihoae  w\\o,  vidoMS  iheiimii^vea,  W\«  \»««a  the 
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of  viee  and  misery  to  their  iellow-creaturei  ? 
CoaU  Wflodme  for  a  monMnt  to  think  diat  a  spirit, 
like  BmtMop  TajrkNr't,  homing  -with  Christian  love ; 
that  a  BBB  cuustitiitkinally  overflowmg  with  plea- 
■oiabla  liiMlliiMiw ;  who  scarcely  even  in  a  casual 
jMwtf'r*  imrodiices  the  image  of  woman,  child,  or 
hot  he  f«i»il»n«  die  thought  with  so  rich  a 
as  makes  tiie  very  words  seem  beauties 
and  firagmenlB  of  poetry  fiom  a  Euripides  or  Simo- 
nidoi ; — can  we  endure  to  think,  that  a  man  so  na- 
tued  ¥^  so  disciplined,  did  at  the  time  of  composing 
this  horrible  picture,  attach  a  sober  feeling  of  reality 
to  the  phreses  f  or  that  he  would  have  described  in 
the  same  tone  of  jnitification,  in  the  same  luxuriant 
flow  of  phrases,  the  tortures  about  to  be  inflicted  on 
a  Uviiig  individnal  by  a  verdict  of  the  Star-Chambcr? 
or  the  still  more  atrocioos  sentences  executed  on  the 
8coldi  anii-ptelatists  and  schismatics,  at  the  com- 
mand, and  in  some  instances  under  the  very  eye  of 
tfie  Doke  of  Lauderdale,  and  of  that  wretched  bigot 
who  afterwards  dishonored  and  forfeited  the  throne 
of  Great  Britain  ?  Or  do  we  not  rather  feel  and  un- 
d^stand,  that  these  violent  words  were  mere  bubbles, 
flashes  and  electrical  apparitions,  from  the  magic 
caUnm  of  a  fervid  and  ebullient  ftncy,  constantly 
IbeUed  by  an  unexampled  opulence  of  langiuige  ? 

Were  I  now  to  have  read  by  myself  for  the  first 
tmnfc  die  Poem  in  question,  my  conclusion,  I  fully 
believe,  would  be,  that  the  writer  must  have  been 
■ome  man  of  warm  feelings  and  active  fancy ;  that 
he  bad  punted  to  himself  the  circumstances  that  ac- 
company war  in  so  many  vivid  and  yet  fentastic 
IS  proved  that  nnther  the'  images  nor  the 
were  the  lesolt  of  observation,  or  in  any 
way  derived  from  realities.  I  should  judge,  that  they 
were  die  product  of  his  own  seething  imagination, 
and  therefore  impregnated  with  that  pleasurable  ex- 
nltatioD  which  is  experienced  in  all  energetic  exer- 
tion of  inlellectnal  power ;  that  in  the  same  mood 
he  had  generalized  die  causes  of  the  war,  and  then 
penontfied  die  abstract,  and  christened  it  by  the 
name  which  he  had  been  accustomed  to  hear  most 
often  associated  with  its  management  and  measures. 
I  should  guess  that  the  minister  was  in  the  author's 
Bind  at  die  moment  of  composition,  as  completely 
mwm^f  iwifi^afceft  as  Anacreon's  grauhopper,  and 
that  he  had  as  litUe  notion  of  a  real  person  of  flesh 
and  blood, 

DisliBffiiiabable  in  member,  joint,  or  limb. 

as  Blilton  had  in  the  grim  and  terrible  phantoms  (half 
ppfson,  half  allegory)  which  he  has  placed  at  the 
gates  oi  HelL  I  ocmcluded  by  observing,  that  the 
Poem  was  not  calculated  to  excite  pasdon  in  any 
mind,  or  to  make  any  impreesion  except  on  poetic 
readers ;  and  that  from  the  culpable  levity,  betrayed 


I  *m  WBS  to  tlunk  apoo  yoo  dea, 

Ev*D  for  jroor  nke  I 

I  need  not  say  that  these  thoughls,  which  are  hers 
dilated,  were  in  such  a  company  only  rapidly  sug- 
gested. Our  kind  host  smiled,  and  with  a  coorteoua 
compliment  observed,  that  the  defence  waa  too  good 
for  die  cause.  My  voice  fidtered  a  litde,  for  I  was 
somewhat  agitated ;  though  not  so  much  on  my  own 
account  as  for  the  imeasiness  that  so  kind  and 
friendly  a  man  would  feel  from  the  diought  diat  he 
had  been  the  occasion  of  distressing  me.  At  length 
I  brought  out  these  wx)rds :  **  I  must  now  confess. 
Sir !  that  I  am  author  of  that  Fbem.  It  was  written 
some  years  aga  I  do  not  attempt  to  justify  my  past 
self,  young  as  I  then  was ;  but  as  litUe  as  I  would 
now  write  a  timilar  poem,  so  far  was  I  ev«i  dien 
from  imagining,  that  the  lines  would  be  taken  as 
more  or  less  than  a  sport  of  fency.  At  all  events,  if 
1  know  my  ovm  heart,  there  was  never  a  momoit 
in  my  existence  in  which  I  should  have  been  more 
ready,  had  Mr.  Pitt's  person  been  in  hazard,  to  inters 
pose  my  o^^n  body,  and  defend  his  life  at  the  risk  of 
my  own.'* 

I  have  prefaced  tlie  Poem  with  this  anecdote,  be- 
cause to  have  printed  it  without  any  remark  might 
well  have  been  understood  as  implying  an  uncondi- 
tional approbation  on  my  part,  and  this  after  many 
years'  consideration.  But  if  it  be  asked  why  I  re- 
published it  at  all  7  I  answer,  that  the  Poem  had 
been  attributed  at  difiercnt  times  to  difierent  other 
persons ;  and  what  I  had  dared  beget,  I  thought  it 
neither  manly  nor  honomble  not  to  dare  fother. 
From  the  some  motives  I  should  have  published 
perfect  copies  of  two  Poems,  the  one  entitled  The 
Det^s  Thought*,  and  the  other  The  Two  Round 
Spaces  on  the  Tomb-SUmc,  but  that  the  three  font 
stanzas  of  the  former,  which  were  worth  all  the  rest 
of  the  poem,  and  the  best  stanza  of  the  remainder, 
were  written  by  a  friend  of  deserved  celebrity;  and 
because  there  are  passages  in  both,  which  might 
have  given  ofibnco  to  the  religious  feelings  of  certain 
readers.  I  myself  indeed  see  no  reason  why  vulgar 
superstitions,  and  absurd  conceptions  that  deform  the 
pure  faith  of  a  Christian,  should  possess  a  greater 
immunity  from  ridicule  than  stories  of  witches,  or 
the  fobles  of  Greece  and  Rome.  But  there  are 
those  who  deem  it  profaneness  and  irreverence  to 
call  an  ape  an  ape,  if  it  but  wear  a  monk's  cowl  on 
its  head ;  and  I  would  rather  reason  with  this  weak^ 
ness  than  oflcnd  it. 

The  possago  from  Jeremy  Taylor  to  which  I  re- 
ferred, is  found  in  his  second  Sermon  on  Christ's 
Advent  to  Judgment ;  which  is  likewise  the  second 
in  his  year's  course  of  sermons.  Among  many  re- 
markable poasages  of  the  same  character  in 
discourses,  I  have  selected  this  as  the  most  so 


those 
"But 


at  die  cfoae  of  die  Eclogue  by  die  grotesque  union  when  this  Lion  of  the  tribe  of  Judah  shall  0PP®*/j 
of  epigiammadc  wit  wdi  allegoric  peisonificotion,  dien  Justice  shall  strike  and  Mercy  shall  not  how 

her  hands;  she  shall  strike  sore  strokes,  and  Pity 
shall  not  brook  the  blow.  As  diere  are  treasures  ot 
good  Uiings,  so  hath  God  a  treasure  of  wrath  and 
fury,  and  scourges  and  scorpions ;  and  then  shall  oe 
produced  die  shame  of  Lust  and  die  malice  of  fcJivy, 
and  die  groans  of  die  oppressed  and  die  P«"«^^P" 
of  die  saints,  and  die  cares  of  Covctousnew  and  tne 
troubles  of  Ambition,  and  the  indolence  of  traUors 
and  the  vioUnces  of  rc6cte,  and  Iho  Wkf^o  ciC  Wi%«  w>»i 
the  uneesineas  of  impatience,  and  vYve  TOB!af»»w*  ^^ 

«1 


m  the  allusion  to  the  most  fearful  of  thoughts,  I 
riiould  conjecture  that  the  **  rantin'  Bardie,"  instead 
of  really  behaving,  much  less  wishing,  the  fete  spo- 
ken of  in  the  last  line,  in  application  to  any  human 
individnal,  would  shrink  from  passing  the  verdict 
even  on  the  Devil  himself,  and  exclaim  uith  poor 

BORM, 

Botfbrs  F«  wsel,  auld  Niekie-beD! 
Oh!  wsd ys  tsk  a dtouffbt sn'  men'! 
TsaibliaBsufhfr-IdimiaksD—  / 

8dllb8ss«(si»-  / 
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volawfal  derirei ;  and  by  Uiu  time  the  monsten  end 
dMOinre  will  be  mimeroue  and  intolerable,  when 
God'i  heavy  hand  ihall  preii  the  aaniei  and  the  in- 
tolerableneai,  the  obliquity  and  the  unreasonableneH, 
the  amawment  and  the  diaorder,  the  muut  and  the 
■QROWt  the  guilt  and  the  punishment,  out  fiom  all 
our  mm,  and  pour  them  into  one  chalice,  and  mingle 
Uiem  with  an  infinite  wrath,  and  make  the  wicked 
drink  of  all  the  vengeance,  and  force  it  down  their 
unwilUng  throata  with  the  violence  of  devili  and 
■fieuised  ipirita." 

That  thai  Tartarean  drench  diiplaya  the  imagina- 
Ikm  raAer  than  the  diacretion  of  thie  compounder; 
tfaat»  in  ihort,  thie  paaage  and  othen  of  the  kind 
utmabad  kule,  few  wiU  deny  at  the  preeent  day. 
It  would  doubtlMB  have  more  behoved  the  good 
biihop  not  to  be  wise  beyond  what  ia  written,  on  a 
mlgect  in  which  Eternity  ia  oppoeod  to  Time,  and  a 
deiUh  threatened,  not  the  negative,  but  the  poutite 
Qi^poeitive  of  life ;  a  lubject,  therefore,  which  mutt 
of  neceanty  be  indeacribable  to  the  human  under* 
■tanding  in  our  present  itate.  But  I  con  neither  find 
nor  believe,  that  it  ever  occurred  to  any  reader  to 
ground  on  mich  paaeagee  a  charge  agoinat  Bishop 
TAYLoa*B  humanity,  or  goodness  of  heart  I  wos 
not  a  little  surprised  therefore  to  find,  in  the  Pur- 
suits  of  litorature  and  other  works,  so  horrible  a 
sentence  passed  on  Milton's  moral  character,  for  a 
passage  in  ki$  fVose-writingR,  as  nearly  parallel  to 
this  of  Taylor's  as  two  passages  can  well  be  con- 

'  ceived  to  be.  All  his  merits,  as  a  poet  forsooth — all 
the  glory  of  having  writton  the  Paeadhk  Lost,  are 
light  in  the  scale,  nay,  kick  the  beam,  compared 
with  the  atrocious  malignity  of  heart  expressed  in 
the  oflfonsive  paragraph.  I  remembered,  in  general, 
that  Milton  had  concluded  one  of  his  works  on  Re- 
formation, written  in  the  fervor  of  his  youthful  im- 
agination, in  a  high  poetic  strain,  that  i^-anted  metre 
eoly  to  become  a  lyrical  poem.  1  remembered  that 
in  the  former  part  he  had  formed  to  himself  a  perfect 
ideal  of  human  virtue,  a  character  of  heroic,  disin- 
terested ceal  and  devotion  for  Truth,  Religion,  and 
public  Liberty,  in  Act  and  in  Suffering,  in  the  day 
of  Triumph  and  in  the  hour  of  Martyrdom.  Such 
spirits,  as  more  excellent  than  others,  he  describes 
as  having  a  more  excellent  reward,  and  as  distin- 
guished by. a  transcendent  glory:  and  this  reward 
and  this  glory  he  displays  and  particularises  with  an 
energy  and  brilliance  that  announced  the  Paradise 
Lost  as  plainly  as  ever  the  bright  purple  clouds  in 
the  east  announced  the  coming  of  the  sun.  Milton 
dien  passes  to  the  gloomy  ccmtrast,  to  such  men  as 
from  motives  of  selfish  ambition  and  the  lust  of  per- 
sonal aggrandisement  should,  against  their  own  light, 
persecute  truth  and  the  true  religion,  and  wilfully 
abuse  the  powers  and  gifte  intrusted  to  them,  to 
bring  vice,  blindness,  misery  and  slavery,  on  their 
native  country,  on  the  very  country  that  had  trusted, 
enriched  and  honored  them.  Such  beings,  after  that 
•petdy  and  appropriate  removal  from  their  sphere  of 
mischief  which  all  good  and  humane  men  must  of 
course  desire,  will,  he  takes  for  granted  fay  parity  of 
reason,  meet  with  a  punisfament,  an  ignominy,  and  a 
retaliatkin,  as  much  severer  than  other  vricked  men, 
as  their  guilt  and  its  consequences  were  more  enor* 
nous.  His  description  of  this  imaginary  punishment 
presents  more  distinct  pictures  to  the  foncy  than  the 
ejrtrmciiivm  Jenmy  TayUtti  but  the  UuMigkU  in  the 
buer  an  incompanbly  inore  exaggented  and  hor- 

-«flfc    AH  this  I  knew;  but  I  neither  remembered. 


nor  by  reference  and  careful  reiterusal  ooold  di^ 
cover,  any  other  meaning,  either  in  Milton  or  Taylor, 
but  that  good  men  will  be  rewarded,  and  the  impsD- 
itent  widked  punished,  in  proportion  to  their  dispaa. 
tioQS  and  intentional  acts  in  this  life;  and  that  if  the 
punishment  of  the  least  wicked  be  fearful  beyond 
conceptioii,  all  words  and  descriptions  must  be  so  &r 
true,  that  they  must  fell  short  of  the  punishment  tlMt 
awaits  the  transoendently  wicked.  Had  Milton  stated 
either  his  ideal  of  virtue,  or  of  depravity,  as  an  indi- 
vidual or  individuals  actually  existing  f  Certainly  not! 
is  this  representation  worded  historiodly,  or  only  hy- 
pothetically T  Assuredly  the  latter!  Does  he  exprasi 
it  as  his  own  loisA,  that  after  death  they  ahtmld  sufler 
those  tortures  f  or  as  a  general  consequence,  deduced 
from  reason  and  revelation,  that  such  wiO,  be  dieir 
fete?  Again,  the  latter  only!  Ilia  wish  is  expressly  con- 
fined to  a  speedy  stop  being  put  fay  Providence  to 
their  power  of  inflicting  misery  on  others !  But  did  he 
rumio  or  refer  to  any  persons,  living  or  dead  f  No! 
But  the  calumniators  of  Milton  dart  my  (for  what 
will  calumny  not  dare  say  h  that  he  had  Laud  and 
Stafford  in  his  mind,  while  writing  of  remoneless 
persecution,  and  the  enslavement  of  a  free  country, 
from  motives  of  selfish  ambition.  Now,  what  if  a 
stem  anli-prelatist  should  dare  say,  that  in  apeakiiig 
of  the  iruUenciet  of  trailor*  and  the  viaUnces  qf  rebeU, 
Bishop  Taylor  must  have  individualised  in  hk  mind, 
Hamfden,  Hollis,  Ptm.  Fairfax,  Irkton,  and  Mil- 
ton f  And  what  if  he  should  take  the  liberty  of  con- 
cluding, that,  in  the  after  description,  the  Biahop  was 
feeding  and  feasting  his  party-hatred,  and  with  Aoae 
individuals  befine  the  eyes  of  his  imagination  eqjoy^ 
ing,  trait  by  trait,  honor  after  horror,  the  pietnra  of 
their  intolereble  agonies  ?  Tet  this  bigot  would  have 
an  equal  right  thus  to  criminate  the  one  good  and 
great  man,  as  these  men  have  to  criminate  the  other. 
Milton  has  said,  and  1  doubt  not  but  that  Taylor  with 
equal  truth  could  have  said  it,  **  that  in  his  whole 
life  he  never  spake  against  a  man  even  that  his  skin 
should  be  graxed."  He  asserted  this  when  one  of  his 
opponents  (either  Bishop  Hall  or  his  nephew)  had 
called  upon  the  women  and  children  in  the  streeti 
to  take  up  stones  and  stone  Am  (Milton).  It  if 
known  that  Milton  repeatedly  used  his  intersot  to 
protect  the  royalists ;  but  even  at  a  time  when  all 
lies  would  have  been  meritorious  against  him,  do 
charge  was  made,  no  story  pretended, « that  he  had 
ever  dirocUy  or  indirectly  engaged  or  assisted  in 
their  persecution.  Oh !  methhaks  there  are  other  and 
&r  better  feelings,  which  should  be  acquired  by  the 
perusal  of  our  great  elder  writers.  When  I  have 
before  me  on  the  same  teble,  the  works  of  Hammond 
and  Baxter :  when  I  reflect  wiih  what  joy  and  dear> 
ness  their  blessed  spirits  are  now  loving  each  odier: 
it  seems  a  mournful  thing  that  their  namea  shoold 
be  perverted  to  an  occasion  of  bitterness  among  ua, 
who  are  ei\joying  that  happy  mean  which  the  hamm 
TOO-MUCH  on  both  sides  waa  perhaps  neoaosaiy  to 
produce.  **  The  tangle  of  delusions  which  stifled  and 
distorted  the  growing  tree  of  our  well-being  haa  been 
torn  away !  the  parasite  weeds  that  fed  on  its  very 
roots  have  been  plucked  up  with  a  salutary  vtolenoe. 
To  us  there  remain  only  quiet  duties,  the  constant 
care,  the  gradual  improvement,  the  cautious  ua- 
haiardous  labors  of  the  industrious  though  contented 
gardener— to  prune,  to  strengthen,  to  engraft,  and 
one  fay  one  to  remove  from  its  leaves  and  freah 
shoota  the  «lu|^  and  the  caterfHllar.  But  fer  be 
lit  firom  ua  U>  \miiBin«2L\]A  va^  >A!|gtv\  vvi  snoaeleaB 
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detndiaB  thtooiaciMitioiMi  hiniilmnd  of  our  prade- 
otmon,  or  tfui  to  oondenm  in  them  that  vehemence, 
to  wbiA  dm  hlemingi  it  won  for  ue  leave  nt  now 
neither  leaiptation  or  pretext  We  antedate  the 
yigclayib  IB  ovder  to  criminate  the  oiiAort,  of  oar  prea- 
mat  Ubtnf,  light  and  Toleiation."    CTu  Frond. 

If  ever  two  sreat  men  might  eeem,  during  their 
whole  livea,  tohava  moved  in  direct  opposition,  though 
of  them  has  at  any  time  intioduced  the 
of  the  other,  Milton  and  Jeremy  Taytor  were 
they.    Hie  foimer  commenced  his  career  by  attack- 
ing the  Church-Iituigy  and  all  wt  forme  of  prayer. 
The  latter,  hat  fiur  more  euccemfully.  by  defending 
bodi.    fifiltoQ*!  next  woik  wae  dien  against  the  Pre- 
lacy and  the  then  existing  Church-Government — 
Taylor's  in  vindication  and  support  of  them.  Bdilton 
Iw^™^  more  and  more  a  stem  republican,  or  rather 
an  advocate  for  that  religioas  and  moral  aristocracy 
in  his  day.  was  called  republicanism,  and 
•van  more  than  ro]ra]ism  itself,  is  the  direct 
antipode  of  modem  jacobinism.  Taylor,  as  more  and 
more  sceptical  concerning  the  fitness  of  men  in  general 
for  power,  became  more  and  more  attached  to  the 
prerogatives  of  monarchy.  lYom  Calvinism,  wit^  a 
still  decreasing  respect  fiir  Fathers,  Councils,  and  for 
Chnrdi-Antiquity  in  general,  Milton  seems  to  have 
ended  in  an  indifierence,  if  note  dislike,  to  off  forms 
of  ecclesiastic  government,  and  to  have  retreated 
wfaoUy  into  the  inward  and  spiritoal  church-oommii- 
■ion  of  hia  own  spirit  with  the  light,  that  lighteth 
•vary  man  that  eometh  into  the  world.    Tsylor,  with 
m  growing  reverenoe  for  anthority,  an  increasmg 
aenae  of  &&  insafficiency  of  the  Scriptures  without 
dko  aids  of  trsdition  and  Ae  consent  of  authorized 
interpreters,  advanced  as  for  in  his  approaches  (not 
indeed  to  Popery,  but)  to  Catholicism,  as  a  conscien- 
tious  minister  of  the  English  Church  could  well  ven- 
tnre.    Milton  would  be,  and  would  utter  tlie  same, 
to  alU  on  all  occasions;  he  would  tell  the  troth,  the 
whole  truth,  and  nothing  but  the  troth.    Taykir 
wxmld  'become  all  things  to  all  men,  if  by  any 
means  be  might  benefit  any;  honce  he  availed  him- 
seli^  in  his  popular  writings,  of  opinions  and  repre- 
sentations whiich  stsnd  ollen  in  striking  contrast  with 
the  doubts  and  ccmvictions  expresKd  in  his  more 
philosophical  works,    lie  appeon,  indeed,  not  too 
mwerdy  to  have  blamed  that  managemtnt  of  troth 
(Hlaa»  falmialem,  du^fetuaiivam)  authorized  and  ex- 
emplified by  almost  all  the  fiithers :  InUgntm  ommno 

Ufaiaa  veriB  intermiacettnt  H  n 


even  by  the  Schoolmen  in  subdely,  agility  and  bgio 
wit,  and  unrivalled  by  the  most  rhetorical  of  the 
ftthers  in  the  oopiousncw  and  vividness  of  his  ex- 
pressions and  illustrations.  Here  words  that  con- 
vey foelings,  and  words  that  flash  images,  and  words 
of  abstract  notion,  flow  together,  and  at  once  whiii 
and  rush  onward  like  a  stream,  at  once  rapid  and 
full  of  eddies;  and  yet  still  interfused  here  and  there, 
we  see  a  tongue  or  isle  of  smoodi  water,  with  some 
picture  in  it  of  earth  or  sky,  landscape  or  living 
group  of  quiet  beauty. 

DiiSering,  then,  so  widely,  and  almost  contrarian^ 
1y,  wherein  did  these  great  men  agree?   wherein 
did  they  resemble    each    other  f     In  Genius,   in 
Learning,  in  unfeigned  Piety,  in  blameless  Purity 
of  life,  and  in  benevolent  aspirations  and  purposes 
for  the  moral  and  temporal  improvement  of  their  fel- 
low-creatures!   Both  of  them  wrote  a  Latin  Acci- 
dence, to  render  education  more  easy  and  less  pain- 
ful to  children;  both  of  them  composed  hymns  and 
psalms  proportioned  to  the  capacity  of  common  con- 
gregations; both,  neariy  at  the  lame  time,  set  the 
glorious  example  of  puUicly  recommending  and  sup- 
porting general  Toleration,  and  the  liberty  both  of 
the  Pulpit  and  the  Press!  In  the  writings  of  neither 
shall  we  find  a  single  sentence,  like  those  mtek 
ddiveranees  to  God^t  mercy,  with  which  LAun  ac- 
companied his  votes  for  the  mutilations  and  lodie- 
some  dungeoning  of  Lnghton  and  othen ! — ^nowhere 
such  a  pious  prayer  as  we  find  in  Bishop  Hall's 
memoranda  of  his  own  Life,  concerning  the  sablla 
and  witty  Atheist  that  so  grievously  perplexed  and 
gravelled  him  at  Sir  Robert  Drury's,  till  he  prayed  to 
ike  Lord  to  remoee  Mm,  and  behold!  his  prayen 
were  heard;   for  shortly  aAerward  this  Philistine 
combatant  went  to  London,  and  there  perished  of 
the  plague  in  great  misery !  In  short,  nowhere  shall 
we  find  the  least  approach,  in  the  lives  and  writings 
of  John  Milton  or  Jeremy  Taylor,  to  that  guarded 
gentlonesB,  to  that  sighing  reluctance,  with  which 
the  holy  Brethren  of  the  Inquisition  deliver  over  a 
condemned  heretic  to  the  civil  magistrate,  recom- 
mending him  to  mercy,  and  hoping  that  the  magis- 
trato  will  treat  the  erring  brother  with  all  possible 
mildness ! — the  magistrato.  who  too  well  knows  what 
would  be  his  own  fete,  if  he  dared  oflcnd  them  by 
acting  on  their  recommendation. 

The  opportunity  of  diverting  the  reader  from  my- 
self to  characton  more  worthy  of  his  attention,  has 
led  me  fer  beyond  my  first  intention ;  but  it  is  not 
unimportantto  expose  the  felse  seal  which  has  oocar 
sioned  these  attacks  on  our  elder  patriots.    It  has 


kotUefa!hpA,dwmmodoverikUucommodu  etaiaitati!  been  too  mudi  the  feshkm,  firrt  to  persomfy  the 

Church  of  RnglMid,  snd  then  to  speak  of  difierent 
individuals,  who  in  difierent  ages  have  been  rulen 
in  that  church,  as  if  in  some  strange  way  they  con- 
stituted its  personal  identity.  Why  should  a  clergy- 
man of  the  present  day  feel  interwiled  in  the  defence 
of  Loud  or  Sheklon  \  &irely  it  is  sufficient  for  the 
wannest  partisan  of  our  establishment,  that  he  can 
assert  with  truths— when  our  Church  persecuted,  it 
was  on  mistaken  principles  held  in  common  by  all 
Christendom ;  and.  at  all  events,  for  less  culpable 
was  this  intolerance  in  the  Bishops,  who  were  main- 
tahung  the  existing  laws,  than  the  persecuting  spirit 
afterwards  shown  by  their  luccewCuV  ow^tv«Tv\a,^\jO 
had  no  such  oiciiae.  and  wYio  b\vox\\A  Ytfvvft  \««^ 


Tlie  same  antidiesis  might  be  carried  on  with  the 
ekmenta  of  dieir  several  intellectual  powers.  Mil- 
ton, austere,  condensed,  imaginative,  supporting  his 
tnidi  by  direct  enunciations  of  lofty  moral  senti- 
ment and  by  distinct  xiaual  representations,  and  in 
the  sane  spirit  overwhelming  what  he  deeraied  fidse- 
hood  by  moral  denunciation  and  a  succession  of  pic- 
tores  appalling  or  repulsive.  In  his  prose,  so  many 
metaphors,  so  many  allegorical  miniatures.  Taylor, 
enmently  discursive,  accumulative,  and  (to  use  one 
of  his  own  words)  agflomerative ;  still  more  rich  in 
tmagas  than  Milton  himself,  bat  images  of  Fancy, 
and  preaented  to  the  common  and  jmmveeye,nth0r 


than  to  the  eye  of  the  uaagmatkm.    Whether  Mup-j taught  mercy  by  thoir  ownsuffera\^.ai\i\  vro^^naX 
portiqr  ^  tmaUing,  be  mekee  hie  way  either  by  ar- /fho  utier  fiiilure  of  the  ex^nmeiW  \u  \)^<ivt  ovfiv  ce 
or  byappeah  to  the aOaclioae,  unnapundlWe  can  say.  that  our  ChuicYi,  a.^oi\o\u:Q\Vxk*\X»^ 
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primitive  in  iti  ceremooies,  unequalled  in  ita  lituigiGal 
fimm;  that  our  Church,  which  has  Mndled  and  di»> 
played  more  bright  and  burning  lighia  of  Genius  and 
Learning,  than  all  other  Protestant  churches  since 
the  Refonnation,  was  (with  the  siiigle  exceptioa  of 
die  times  of  Laud  and  Sheldon)  least  intoleruit, 
when  all  Christians  unhappily  deemed  a  species  of 
intoterance  their  religious  duty;  that  Bishops  of  oar 
church  were  among  the  first  that  contended  against 
this  error;  and  finallyt  that  since  the  ReibrmatioD, 
Vfhaa,  tolerance  became  a  fashion,  the  Church  of 


KngHawii  in  a  tolerating  age,  has  shown  herself  emi- 
nendy  tolerant,  and  fiir  more  so,  both  in  Spirit  and  in 
Uct,  that  many  of  her  most  bitter  opponenla,  who 
profess  to  deem  toleration  itself  an  insult  on  the 
ri^ilB  of  mankind!  As  to  myself^  who  not  ooly  know 
the  Church-EstablishmoBt  to  be  tolerant,  but  who 
see  in  it  the  greatest,  if  not  the  sde  safe  bvbmrk  of 
Tdleratian,  I  feel  no  neeesrity  of  defending  or  pal- 
liating oppressions  under  the  two  Charleses,  in  eider 
to  exdaim  with  a  full  and  fervent  heart,  bro  rtMr 
fitva! 


rue  itim e  of  tfte  f^ntitnt  jnanrftter. 

IN  SEVEN  PARXa 


Fadle  credo,  plures  esse  Natural  invisibiles  qoam  visibiles  in  remm  aiuTeraitate.  Bed  honmi  oswium 
fluniliam  quis  nobis  enarrabit  ?  et  grades  et  oognationos  et  discrimina  et  ningulorum  miin«af  Quid 
agunt  7  que  Iocs  habitant  ?  Harnm  remm  notitiam  semper  ambivit  infeaium  humanum,  nonqaam 
attifit.  Jurat,  interea,  non  diffiteor,  quandoqoe  in  animo,  taaquam  in  tabuli,  mi^oris  et  meUorii  mandi 
imaginem  contonplari :  ne  mens  aasueftcta  hodienw  vita  mlnatiis  se  eontrabat  nimis,  et  tola  sabsidat 
In  puiiUas  cogitationes.  Bed  veritati  interea  invigilandnm  est,  modusque  servandos,  at  eerta  ab 
incertis,  diem  a  nocte,  distinguamus.— T.  Buamr :  JtreksoL  PML  p.  6& 
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PART  I. 

An  ancient  Man-  It  is  an  ancient  Mariner, 

ner  meetetb  thrae  And  he  stoppeth  one  of  three : 

••■jjj^**^?*!?  "  By  thy  long  gray  beard  and  glitter- 

sad  delainetb  >^  ®3^' 

Now  wherefore  stopp'st  thou  me  f 

"  The  Bridegroom's  doon  are  open'd 

wide. 
And  I  am  next  of  kin ; 
The  guests  are  met,  the  feast  is  set: 
Mayst  hear  the  merry  din." 

He  holds  him  with  his  skinny  hand : 

*'  There  was  a  ship,"  quoth  he. 

**  Hold  off\  unhand  me,  gray-beard 

loon!" 
Eflsoons  his  hand  dropt  he. 

He  holds  him  with  his  glittering  eye— 
The  Wedding-Guest  stood  still. 


Thswcddkw- 

goeatbipeU- 


oTSe  oM  MaSr  ^"^  Iwtens  like  a  three-jrean'  child ; 


lag  man,  and  oon- 
•mined  to  bear 
Uitale. 


The  Mariner  hath  his  will. 

The  Wedding-Guest  sat  on  a  stone, 
He  cannot  choose  but  hear; 
And  dius  spake  on  that  ancient  man. 
The  bright«yed  mariner. 

The  ship  was  cheer'd,  the  harbor 

clcar'd. 
Merrily  did  wo  drop 
Below  the  kirk,  below  the  hill. 
Below  the  light-house  top. 

The  Mariner  tella  Tlie  Sun  came  up  upon  the  left, 
bow  ifaeihip  laU-  Out  of  the  sea  came  he ! 

And  he  shone  bright,  and  on  die  right 
Went  down  into  the  sea. 


«d  KMithwani 
wiKfa  a  good  wind 
aod  fair  weather, 
till  it  reached  the 


Higher  and  higher  every  day, 
7Y//  over  the  mast  at  noon 
The  Wmfding-GueBt  here  beat  bin 
breaitt, 
for  he  heard  the  loud  baflKion. 


The  bride  hath  paced  into  the  hall,    1^  weddiic- 
Redasaroseisshe;!  £SdId'"*^bil 

Nodding  their  heads  before  her  goes  ^  uHSmiS^ 
The  meny  minstrelsy.  tiaaeth  Us  tib. 

The  Wedding-Guest   he    beat  bb 

breast. 
Yet  he  cannot  choose  but  hear ; 
And  thus  spake  on  that  ancient  man. 
The  bright-ejred  Mariner. 

And  now  the  iroMf-BLAsr  came,  and  1^  lUp  diawa 
he  byaatoraitowaid 

Was  tjrrannous and  strong:  *he aootb  pole. 

He  struck  with  his  o*ertaking  wings, 
And  chased  us  south  along. 

Widi  sloping  masts  and  dripping  prow. 
As  who  pursued  with  3rell  and  blow 
Still  treads  the  shadow  of  his  foe, 
And  forward  bends  his  head. 
The  ship  drove  fest,  loud  roar*d  the 

blast. 
And  southward  a3re  we  fled. 

And  now  there  came  both  mist  and 

snow, 
And  it  grew  wondrous  cold; 
And  ice,  mast-high,  came  floating  by. 
As  green  as  emerald. 

And  through  the  drifts  the  snowy  clifts  The  knd  of  iea. 
Did  send  a  dismal  sheen:  *"•*  ®f  fearful 

Nor  shapes  of  men  nor  beasts  we  ^Sj^iJ? 

ken—  tobei 

The  ice  was  all  between. 

The  ice  was  here,  the  ice  was  there, 

The  ice  was  all  around : 

It  crack'd  and  growl'd,  and  roar*d  and 

howl'd. 
Like  noises  in  a  swound ! 

At  length  did  cmss  an  Albatross : 
Thorough  the  fo^  \\  caxne  \ 

As  if  it  bad  been  a  CYvrntiuuv  ionA, 

We  baiVd  il  m  GoA'a  nsnw. 

1^ 


Tin  a  great 
bird,  called  the 
Albatrom, 
thranchthei 

— ^  —  %  -  »-^ 
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wuddMNNUtb  foff 
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kilMk 
kM  of 


tte  pi 


ate  die  Ibod  it  ne'er  had  eat» 

^ round  and  round  it  flew. 

Tbe  ice  did  fplit  with  a  thunder-fit  / 
Tbb  hehnwian  Heer'd  us  through .'  / 

And  a  food  wulh-wind  iprung  up 

behind; 
Hbk  AlbatroH  did  iblkm, 
And  everjr  day,  for  fiiod  or  play» 
Came  to  the  maiiner'a  hollo ! 

In  mist  or  cloud,  on  mart  or  shroud, 
It  perch'd  for  vespers  nine ; 
Whfles  all  the  night,  throu|^  fog- 

smoke  white. 
Glimmered  the  white  mooo-shine. 


TVumiwtlfiri  "  God  save  thee,  oodent  Mariner  I 
From  the  fiends,  that  plague  thee 

thus! 
Why  look'st  ibtn  sd!  "— Widi  my 

cross-bow 
I  shot  die  ALiamoM. 

PABTIL 

The  Sun  now  rose  upon  die  nijtd: 
Out  of  the  sea  came  he, 
Still  hid  in  mist,  and  on  the  left 
Went  down  into  die  sea.    , 

And  the  good  ioutb-wind  still  blew 

behind. 
But  no  sweet  bird  did  follow, 
Nor  any  day  lor  Ibod  or  play 
Came  to  the  maiiner's  hoUo! 


Of  And  I  had  done  an  hellish  thing, 
tlw     And  it  would  work  'em  woe : 

For  aU  averr'd,  I  had  kiU'd  die  biid 
That  made  the  breeze  to  blow. 
Ah  wretch !  said  they,  the  bird  to 

shy. 
That  made  the  breese  to  blow ! 


Day  after  day,  day  after  day. 
We  stuck,  nor  breath  nor  inotion; 
As  idle  as  a  painted  ship 
Upon  a  painted  ocean. 


J 


Water,  water,  eTer3rwhere, 
And  all  the  boards  did  shrink: 
Water,  water,  everywhere,    1 
Nor  any  drop  to  dnnk.  j 

The  very  deep  did  rot :  O  Christ! 
That  ever  this  should  be ! 
Tea,  slimy  things  did  crawl  widi  legs 
Upon  the  slimy 


AadUwAAa- 
tioH  begfais  Is  ha 


iKkilliiitthebBd 

of 


About,  about,  in  reel  and  rout 
The  death-fires  danced  at  night; 
The  water,  like  a  witch's  oils. 
Burnt  green,  and  blue  and  white. 


A  uMiit  bad  fal- 
lowed than; 
of  the  inTJMble  i 


And  some  in  dreams  assured  were 
Of  the  spirit  that  plagued  us  so ; 
Nine  fiohom  deep  he  had  follow'd  us  kftbitanto  of  thk 
From  die  land  of  mirt  and  snow.       SepMtlirSoir 

nor  aogeli ;  eoo- 
oeniiiiff  uriiom  the  learned  Jew.  JoMpfaoe,  and  the  Platonie 
ConeUnrinopoKtan,  Bfidiael  FnUne.  may  be  oomnlted.  They 
are  very  noiiMrous,  aod  tbareis  aocfimata  or  dement  wilhout 
one  or  more. 

And  every  tongue,    throu|^  utter 

drouf^t, 
Was  widier'd  at  die  root ; 
We  could  not  speak,  no  more  than  if 
We  had  been  choked  with  soot 


Ah !  well-CHlay !  what  evil  looks 
Had  I  from  old  and  3roung ! 
Instead  of  the  cross,  the  Albatross 
About  my  neck  was  hung. 


thefbf 
deand  ofl,  they 
jasdiytba 


iatfce 


Nor  dim  nor  red,  like  God's  own 

head. 
The  glorious  Sun  uprist : 
Then  aU  averr'd,  I  had  kill'd  die  bird 
That  brought  the  fog  and  mist 
T  was  right,  said  they,  such  burds  to 

slay 
That  bring  die  &g  and  mist 

The  fair  breese  Uew,  the  white  fi)am 

flew. 
The  furrow  followed  free ; 
We  were  die  first  that  ever  burst 
Into  that  silent 


Down  dropt  the  breeie,  the  sails  dropt 

down, 
"T  was  sad  as  sad  could  be ; 
And  we  did  speak  only  to  break 
The  silence  of  the 


PAKTin 

Thkrs  pass'd  a  weary  time.    Each 

diroat 
Was  parch'd,  and  glazed  each  eye. 
A  weary  time !  a  weary  time ! 
How  glazed  each  weary  eye, 
When  looking  westward,  I  beheld 
A  something  in  the  sky. 

At  first  it  seem'd  a  litde  speck. 
And  then  it  seem'd  a  mist; 
It  moved  and  moved,  and  took  at  last 
A  certain  shape,  I  wist 

A  speck,  a  mist,  a  shape,  I  wist! 
And  still  it  near'd  and  noar'd  : 
As  if  it  dodged  a  water-sprite, 
It  plunged  and  tack'd  and  veer'd. 


Theihipmates,in 
th^aore  dutnm 
wonld  fain  throw 
the  whole  ffoihoa 
the  ancient  Mar- 
iners—in  rim 
whereof  they 
bans  the  dead 
■ea-bird  round 
his  nsek. 


The  sneient  Ma- 
riner beholdeth  a 
rign  in  the  elo- 
meat  afar  off. 


All  in  a  hot  and  copper  sky. 
The  bloody  Sun,  at  noon. 
Bight  up  above  die  rasst  did  ttand, 
No  higger  tban  tlw  Motm. 


With  Uiroats  unslaked,  widi  black 

lips  baked. 
We  could  nor  laugh  nor  wail ; 
Through  utter  drought  all  dumb  we 

stood; 
I  hit  my  arm,  I  sucVd  the  blood, 
/Aad  cried,  A  sail!  aaiul! 


At  it*  nearer  ap- 
proach, it  leem- 
•th  him  to  be  a 
■hip;  and  at  a 
dear  raoeom  be 
fic«e(h  «ua  SQMC^ 

n\ 
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With  Umata  mHUBDd,  vriA  biMk 

lipfbalwd, 
AgtLjpe  they  heard  me  call ; 
of  jo7.     Gramercy !  they  fiir  joy  did  grin. 

And  all  at  onoe  their  breath  drew  in, 
Am  they  were  drinking  aU. 

^^'l^'^L  See!aee!(Icried)ahetaclniiomQre! 
'^.:  rtL>?!^  Hither  to  woik  ns  weal; 
onward  witlwat   Without  a  breeae,  without  a  tide, 
wWlMriida?       She  eteadiee  with  upright  keel ! 

The  western  wave  waa  all  a  flame, 
The  day  waa  well-nigh  done, 
Almost  upon  the  western  wave 
Rested  the  broad  bright  Sun; 
When  that  strange  idbape  dnnre  end- 

denly 
Betwixt  us  and  the  Son. 

It  nenMUi  him     And  straight  the  Sun  was  fleck'd 

bM  tiM  rtiisinn  with  bars, 

of  a  ihip.  (Heaven's  Mother  ^send  us  grace !) 

As  if  through  a  dungeon-grate  he 
peer'd 

With  broad  and  burning  fiice. 

Alas^  (thou^  I,  and  my  heart  beat 

loud) 
How  fi»t  she  neaiB  and  nean! 
Are  those  her  sails  that  glance  in  the 

Sun, 
like  restless  gossameres  f 


And  its  ribs  are 
n«aMbsnoo 
fliafkoeof  the 
satlinsBan. 

Tho  spoctre* 
wonan  and  ber 
deatb-mata.  and 
no  otber  on  board 
tbe«keletoa-«hip. 
Lika  VMMl.  liko 
erew! 


Are  those  ker  ribs  dirough  which  the 

Sun 
Did  peer,  as  tfirough  a  gnte ; 
And  is  Aat  woman  aU  her  crew  f 
Is  that  a  DcATii,  and  are  there  two  T 
Is  Dkatu  that  woman's  mate  T 

Her  lips  were  rod,  her  looks  were 

free, 
Her  locks  were  yellow  as  gold : 
Her  skin  was  as  white  as  leprosy, 
The  Nigh^Mare  LiFE-Uf-DxATH  was 

she. 
Who  thicks  man's  blood  with  cold. 

S^SeiSktvn  '^'^  naked  hulk  alongside  came, 

diced  for  the  And  tho  twain  were  casting  dice ; 

abip*i  crew,  and  «  The  game  is  done !  I  *ve  won,  I  've 
abe  (tbe  latter)  ^mnV* 

trinnelbtbe  an- 
deok  Uariner. 


won 
Quoth  she,  and  whistles  thrice. 


No  twiUtbt 
within  tbe  ooiirti 
of  the  inn. 


At  tbe  riamg  of 
the  moon, 


The  Sim*s  rim  dips ;  the  stars  rush 

out: 
At  one  stride  comes  the  Dark ; 
With  fiu'-heard  whisper,  o'er  the  sea 
Off  shot  the  spectre-bark. 

We  listen'd  and  look'd  sideways  up! 
Fear  at  my  heart,  as  at  a  cup, 
My  life-blood  seem'd  to  sip ! 
The  Stan  were  dim,  and  thick  the 

night. 
The  steersman's  &ce  by  his  lamp 

gleam'd  white ; 
From  the  sails  the  dew  did  drii>— 
7^11  clomb  above  the  eastern  bar 
The  homed  Moon,  with  one  bright 

star 
Within  the  nether  tip. 


One  after  one,  by  the  stardogg^^ 

osoonf 

Too  quick  Ibr  groan  or  ngh,  ' 

Eaeh  tun'd  Ids  fine  with  a  gfaaatlV 

And  onned  me  widi  his  eye. 

Four  times  fifty  living  men         y 
(And  I  heard  nor  sigh  nor  groaoj, 
With  heavy  thump^  a  lifeleas  Itnmp^ 
They  dropp'd  down  one  by  one. 

The  Bonis  did  fitm  their  bodies  Ayr- 
They  fled  to  bliss  or  woe ! 
And  every  soul,  it  pass'd  me  by 
like  the  whis  of  my  q&om-bow  ! 


Bol  14f#^ 
l>Mttb«n 
work  on  the  i 


PART  IV. 

**I  WEAR  thee,  ancient  Mariner! 

I  fear  thy  skinny  hand ! 

And '  tboa  art  kng,  and  lank,  end  to 

brown. 
As  is  the  ribb'd  sea  sand  * 


**  I  fear  fliee  and  fliy  glittering  ey^ 
And  -thy  akinny  hand  so  brown.**—- 
Fear  not,  fear  not,  tftou  Wedding-  Boi  the 

Guest! 
This  body  dropt  not  down. 


Mariner 

bimofbii  bo^ 
fife,  and  proeoad- 
•tbto  lelala  bii 
bonifala 


Be 


the 
of  lbs 


And  enviflib  that 
ther  ■hosld  five, 
and  to  many  Ha 
dead. 


Alone,  alone,  all,  aU  alone. 
Alone  on  a  wide  wide  sea ! 
^And  never  a  saint  took  pity  on 
My  soul  in  agony. 

The  many  men,  so  beautiftil ! 

And  they  aU  dead  did  lie : 

And  a  thousand  thousand  alimy 

things 
lived  on ;  and  so  did  I. 

I  look'd  upon  the  rotting  sea, 
And  drew  my  eyos  away ; 
I  look*d  upon  the  rotting  deck. 
And  there  the  dead  men  lay. 

I  look'd  to  Heaven,  and  tried  to  pray ; 
But  or  ever  a  prayer  had  gush*d, 
A  wicked  whisper  came,  and  made 
My  heart  as  dry  as  dust    . 

I  closed  my  lids,  and  kept  them  close. 
And  the  balls  Uke  pulses  beat; 
For  the  sky  and  the  sea,  and  the  sea 

and  the  sky. 
Lay  like  a  load  on  my  weary  eye 
And  the  dead  were  at  my  feet 


The  cold  sweat  molted  from  their  Bat  ths  sans  fiv- 
limbs,  edtforbbniellM 

Nor  rot  nor  reek  did  they ;  [me  ^^  *•  *** 

The  look  with  which  they  look'd  on 
Had  never  pass'd  away. 

An  orphan^  curse  would  dreg  to  HeU 
A  spirit  fipom  on  high ; 


I 


•Fortbetwokttlneeoftbtaatanni,  I  am  indabtad  to  Mr. 
Wofda  worth,  ftwaiooadefigbtfol  walkftomNotfaerSlowar 
to  Do\verUNi.  w'tth  hiaa  and  hb  mter,  in  the  Antnnn  of  1797, 
that  Qua  Yotm  waa  vtesnad,  anAVn  vu^oMDOOMtA. 
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SonetiaMf,  mdnafing  flom  tlia  tky. 
I  he«rd  the  iky-krk  ang ; 
Sometimai  all  little  taudt  d»t  tra. 
How  Uwy  Mem'd  to  fill  the  aet  and 

tar. 
With  diair  awaat  jaifooing ! 

And  now  't  was  like  all  inalnmMDli, 
Now  like  a  lonely  flute ; 
And  now  it  ia  an  angel'a  aoog, 
That  makee  the  Heavena  be  muta. 

It  ceaaed ;  yet  ttHl  the  aila  made  on 

A  pleannt  noiae  till  noon, 

A  noiae  Uke  of  a  hidden  brook 

In  the  leafy  month  of  June, 

That  to  the  aleeping  woods  all  night 

Singeth  a  quiet  tune. 

Till  noon  we  quietly  sailed  on. 
Yet  never  a  breeie  did  breathe : 
Sbwly  and  smoothly  went  the  diip, 
Moved  onward  fro|n  beneath.    ^ 

The  ]fl<wtom»  Under  the  keeT  va/b  fathom  deep, 
ipirit  Aoifrcbe  f*rom  the  land  6f  miat  and  anow^ 
■~£d?**^  The  spirit  did:  and  it  was  he  ' 

as  Ss  fa?jb      Th**  ""**•  ^^  **?  ^  8®* 
^rtrH^-**^  ID  tiM  The  sails  at  noon  left  off  their  tone, 
sagelie  tn»op.bat  And  the  ship  stood  still  alao. 
fliUl  raqaimk 

The  Sun,  right  up  above  die  meat, 
Ilad  fix'd  her  to  the  ocean : 
But  in  a  minute  she  'gan  stir^ 
With  a  short  uneasy  motion— > 
Backwards  and  forwards  half  her 

length 
With  a  diort  uneasy  motion. 

Then  like  a  pawing  hone  let  go, 
She  made  a  sudden  bound : 
It  flung  the  blood  into  my  head, 
And  I  fell  down  in  a  swound. 
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TbsPolarBpirit^s 

fellow  dWDOIW, 

theiariuMe  in- 
batntaals  of  the 
elemoot,  take  put 
in  hit  wrooff; 
and  two  of  them 
rekte,  one  to  the 
other,  that  pen- 
ance lona  sad 
heavy  lor  the  an- 
cieat  MaruMT 
hathbeenaeeord- 
ed  to  the  Polar 
Spirit,  who  re- 
toraeth  lOttth- 
wahL 


How  long  in  that  same  fit  I  lay, 
I  have  not  to  declare ; 
But  ere  my  living  life  retum'd, 
I  heard  and  in  my  soul  discem*d 
Two  VOICES  in  the  air. 

<«  Is  it  he  T"  quoth  one,  « Is  this  the 

man? 
By  him  who  died  on  cross, 
With  his  cruel  bow  he  kid  full  low 
The  harmless  AlbatroM. 

**  The  spirit  who  bideth  by  himself 

In  the  land  of  mist  and  snow. 

He  loved  the  bird  that  k)ved  the 

mum 
Who  shot  him  with  his  bow." 

The  other  was  a  softer  voice, 

As  soft  as  honey-dew : 

Quoth  he,  **  The  man  hath  penance 

done, 
And  penance  more  will  da" 


FUST  VOICK 

But  tan  me,  tell  me !  apeak  agaiii, 
my  soft  leapooae  renewii^f — 
What  makea  that  riiip  drive  en  ao 

tetf 
What  ia  the  ogxan  doing? 

aiCOND  VOICE. 

Still  aa  a  slave  before  his  lord, 
The  ocKMf  hath  no  blast ; 
Hia  great  bright  eye  moat  ailently 
Up  to  the  Moon  ia 


If  he  may  know  which  way  to  go ; 
For  ahe  guidea  him  smooth  or  grim. 
See,  brother,  aee !  how  gradoualy 
She  looketh  down  on  him. 

PniBT  VOICE. 

But  why  drives  on  that  ahip  so  &al, 
Without  or  wave  or  .wind  ? 

SECONO  VOICE. 

Tlie  lir^  cut  ai^-ay  before. 
And  cloaea  irom  bdiind. 

Fly,  brother,  fly!  more  high,  man 

high! 
Or  we  shall  be  belated  : 
For  slow  and  slow  that  ship  vrill  go, 
When  the  Mariner's  trance  is  abated. 

I  vroke,  and  we  were  saiUng  on 

As  in  a  gentle  weather : 

Twaa  night,  calm  night,  the  Moon 

viraa  high; 
The  dead  men  atood  together. 

All  stood  together  on  the  deck. 
For  a  chamel-dungeon  fitter : 
All  fix*d  on  mo  their  stony  eyes. 
That  in  the  Moon  did  glitter. 

The  pang,  the  curse,  with  which  they 

died, 
Had  'never  paas*d  away : 
1  could  not  draw  my  eyea  from  theirs, 
Nor  turn  them  up  to  pray. 

And  now  thia  spell  wos  snapt:  once 

more 
I  view'd  the  ocean  green. 
And  look'd  fiir  forth,  yet  little  saw 
Of  what  had  else  been 


The 

been 
tnaee;  fcr 


a 
the 


eeltodiiva 
waid  feetH 
human  life 


Tbs 


•d;thellaiiMr 


The 

aaUy 


k§- 


Like  one,  that  on  a  loneaome  road 

Doth  walk  in  fear  and  dread. 

And  having  once  tum'd  round  walks 

on. 
And  turns  no  more  his  head ; 
Because  he  knows,  a  frightful  fiend 
Doth  cloae  behind  him  tread. 

But  soon  there  breathed  a  wind  on  me, 
Nor  sound  nor  motion  made  : 
Ita  path  was  not  upon  the  sea, 
In  ripple  or  in  shade. 
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It  nited  my  hair,  it  iimii'd  my  cheek 
Like  a  mesdow-gale  of  ■pring — 
It  minted  ftran^ly  with  my  ftaii^ 
Tet  it  lelt  like  a  wdooming. 

SwifUy,  ewiftly  flew  lhe  ihim 
Tet  she  nil'd  aoftly  too: 
Sfteetly,  sweetly  Uew  the  breeae 
On  me  alone  it  Uew. 

Oh !  dream  of  joy !  ia  this  indeed 
The  light-hoose  top  I  see  f 
Is  diis  the  hill  r  is  diis  the  kiik  ? 
Is  this  mine  own  counti^e  f 

We  drifted  o'er  the  harbor  bar. 
And  I  with  sobs  did  pray — 

0  let  me  be  awake,  my  God ! 
Or  let  me  sleep  alway. 

The  harbor4)ay  was  dear  as  glass, 
So  smoothly  it-was  strewir! 
And  on  the  \tiy  the  moonlight  lay. 
And  the  shadow  of  the  mooQ.  .   ^ 

The  lodt  shone  bri^t,  the  kirit  no 

less 
That  stands  above  the  rock : 
The  moonlight  steeped  in  silentnem 
The  steady  weadwrooek. 

And  die  bay  was  white  with  ■JflUt 

light, 
TOI,  risog  fiom  the  same* 
FoD  many  shapes  that  shadowi  were, 
In  crimson  oobn  came. 

A  little  distance  from  the  prow 
Those  crimson  shadows  were : 

1  tnm'd  my  eyes  upon  the  dock- 
Ob,  Christ !  what  saw  I  there ! 

Each  corse  lay  flat,  lifeless  and  flat ; 
And,  by  the  holy  rood ! 
A  man  all  light,  a  seraph-m^n. 
On  every  coxae  there  stood. 

This  serai^  band,  each  waved  his 

hand: 
It  was  a  heavenly  sight ! 
They  stood  as  signals  to  the  land 
Each  one  a  lovely  light ; 

This  seraph  band,  each  waved  his 

hand. 
No  voice  did  they  impart— 
No  voice ;  but  oh !  the  silence  sank 
Like  music  on  my  heart 

But  soon  I  heard  the  dash  of  oars, 
I  hoard  the  Pilot's  cheer ; 
My  head  was  tom'd  perforce  away, 
And  I  saw  a  boat  appear. 

The  Pilot  and  the  Pilot^s  boy, 
I  heard  them  coming  &st : 
Dear  Lord  in  Heaven!  it  was  a  joy 
The  dead  men  could  not  blast  ^ 


He  singeth  loud  his  godly  hymns 

That  he  makes  in  the  wood. 

Hell  ahrive  aj  sonl,  hell  wash 

away 
The  AlbatroM's  bk)od. 

PARTVn. 

Tbd  Hermit  good  lives  in  that  wood  Ths  H«fmiiol' 
Which  slopes  down  to  the  sea.  *he  Wood, 

How  loudly  his  sweet  voice  he  rears! 
He  loves  to  talk  with  marinerea 
That  come  fipom  a  frr  country 

He  kneels  at  mom,  and  noon,^  and 

ev*— 
He  hath  a  cushion  plump: 
It  is  the  moss  that  wholly  hides 
The  rotted  old  oak'Stump. 

The  skiffboat  near'd :  I  heard  them 

talk, 
"  Why  tijji  is  strange,  I  trow! 
IMmre  are  those  lu^  so  many  and 

'nwt  signal  maik^lb'now  f" 


**  Strange,  by  my 


IW 


theHeitait  Approadislh the 
'     ship  with  wonder. 


"  And  they  answer  not  our  cheer! 
The  planks  k»k  warp'd!  and 

those  sails, 
How  thin  they  are  and  sere ! 
I  never  saw  aught  like  to  tiiem. 
Unless  perchance  it  were 


**  Brown  skeletons  of  leaves  that  lag 
My  forest-brook  along ; 
YThen  l^e  ivy-tod  is  heavy  with  snow, 
And  the  owlet  whoops  to  the  wolf 

below, 
Tliat  eats  the  she-wolTs  young." 

''Dear  Lord!  it  hath  a  fiendish  look— 
(The  Pilot  made  reply,) 
I  am  arfear'd''— ''Push  on,  posh  on!" 
Said  the  Heimit  cheerily. 

The  boat  came  closer  to  the  ship, 
But  I  nor  spake  nor  stirr'd ; 
The  boat  came  close  beneadi  the  ship. 
And  straight  a  sound  was  heard. 

Under  the  water  it  rumbled  on. 
Still  louder  and  more  dread: 
It  reach'd  the  slUp,  it  split  the  bay; 
Tlie  ship  went  down  like  lead. 


TbethipMiddenhr 
nnketh. 


I  mwm  third— I  beard  bit  vnoe 
liiftbe  Hermit  good! 


ioe :     L 

h 


Stmm'd  by  that  loud  and  dreadful  TheandentMa- 

*""*"»  Um  Pilot'!  bo»L 

Which  sky  and  ocean  smote. 

Like  one  that  hath  been  seven  days 

drown*d 

My  body  lay  afloat ; 

But  swift  as  dreams,  myself  I  found 

Within  the  PUot*s  boat 

Upon  the  whirl,  where  sank  the  skup, 

Tbe  boat  spun  round  and  round ; 
And  all  was  still,  save  that  the  YdW 
Was  telling  of  the  sound. 

lb 
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I  moffad  mjr  lipi— di«  FikH  dukkU 
And  fell  down  in  a  fit; 
Tlie  holy  Hennit  imiiod  hit  ey«i. 
And  pny'd  whore  ho  did  at 

I  took  tho  ouB :  the  Pilot'B  hoy. 

Who  now  doth  ermsjr  go, 

Luigh'd  loud  and  long,  and  all  die 

while 
Hia  eyee  went  to  and  fro. 
•«Ha!  ha!"quothhe,**fyillpla]nIiee, 
The  Devil  Imowi  how  to  row." 

And  now,  all  in  my  own  coimtr6e, 

I  Btood  on  the  finn  land ! 

The  Hennit  Btepp'd  forth  fiom  the 

boat. 
And  icaicely  he  coold  itand. 

The  aaeieat  Ma-  "O  •hrive  me,  ■hrive  me,  holy  man !  ** 
The  Hermit  citMi'd  his  brow. 
**  Say  quick,'*  quoth  he,  *"  I  bid  diee 

— What  manner  of  man  art  dionf^ 

Forthwidi  thki  A&Br  of  mine  i^ 

wrench'd 
With  a  woful  agony, 
Which  forced  me  to  begin  niy  tale; 
And  then  it  left  me  free. 


tieaMhtlw  Har- 
ButloriMrtv«him', 
and  the  peoAoot 
oflifelUboo 


Andetaraai 

anoQ  throuffboat 
his  ftttora  life  an 
asonr  eomcrain- 
eth  him  to  travel 
from  land  to  land. 


Snce  then,  at  an  uncertain  hour. 
That  agony  retuim : 
And  tiU  my  ghaitly  tale  ia  told, 
Thia  heart  within  me  buma. 

I  paai,  like  night,  fiom  land  to  land ; 
I  have  atrange  power  of  apeech ; 
That  moment  that  hia  face  I  aee, 
I  know  the  man  that  muat  hear  me : 
To  him  my  tale  I  teach. 

What  loud  uproar  burata  from  that 

door! 
The  wedding-gueata  are  there : 


But  in  the  gavd0»>bawer  the  bridt 
And  bride-maida  ainging  an: 
And  hark!  the  litde  veaper4Mll« 
Which  biddeth  ma  to  piayer. 


OWedding^neat! 

Akme  on  a  wide  wide  aea : 

So  lonely  twaa,  that  God  himaelf 

Scarce  aeemed  thereto  be. 

O  avireeter  than  the  maniage-feaat, 
Tia  aweeter  for  to  me. 
To  walk  together  to  the  kiik, 
WiOi  a  goodly  company !— > 

To  walk  together  to  the  kiik. 
And  all  together  pmy. 
While  each  to  hia  great  FMher  benda^ 
(Hd    men,  and    babea,  and  loving 

flienda. 
And  youtha  and  maidena  gay ! 

Fiuewell,  &rawell !  but  thia  I  tell 
To  thee,  thou  Wedding-Gueat ! 
He  pmyeth  well,  who  loveth  well 
Both  man  and  bird  and  beaat. 

He  prayeth  beat,  who  loveth  beat 
All  thinga  both  great  and  amall ; 
For  the  dear  God  who  loveft  ua, 
He  made  and  loveth  all. 

The  Mariner,  whoae  eye  ia  bri^if; 
Whoae  beard  with  age  ia  hoar, 
la  gone:  and  now  the  Wedding-Gueat 
Tum*d  from  the  bridegroom'a  door. 

He  went  like  one  that  hadi  been 

atunn'd, 
And  u  of  aenae  forlorn, 
A  aadder  and  a  wiaer  man 
He  roae  the  monow  mora. 


f 


And  Id  teach.  If 
hii  own  esaaphC 


toaU 
titotGod 
aadhvvaih. 


CfirtotAtiel. 


PREFACE.* 


Tm  firat  part  of  the  following  poem  waa  written  in 
the  ]rear  one  thousand  aeven  htmdrcd  and  ninety- 
aeven,  at  Stowey  in  tho  county  of  Somenet  The 
aeoond  part,  after  my  return  from  Germany,  in  the 
year  one  thousand  eight  hundred,  at  Koawidu  Cum- 
berland. Since  the  latter  date,  my  poetic  powen 
have  been,  till  very  lately,  in  a  atato  of  auapended 
animation.  But  aa,  in  my  very  firat  conception  of  the 
tale,  I  had  the  wlM)le  preaent  to  my  mixiid,  with  the 
wholeneaa,  no  leas  than  with  the  lovelineaa  of  a 
virion,  I  truat  that  I  aholl  yet  be  able  to  embody  in 
verse  tho  three  parts  yet  to  come. 
Ji  jg  probable,  that  if  the  poem  had  been  fimabed 


TolheeditkmormH. 


at  either  of  the  former  peiioda,  or  if  even  the  fint 
and  aeoond  part  had  been  pnbliahed  in  the  yen  1800, 
the  impreaaion  of  ita  originality  would  have  been 
much  greater  than  I  dare  at  preaent  expect  Bnt 
for  thia,  I  have  <mly  my  own  indolence  to  blamn 
The  datea  are  mentioned  for  the  exclurive  pnipoM 
of  precluding  chargea  of  plagiarism  or  aervile  imi- 
tation from  myself.  For  there  ia  amongst  ua  a  aeC  of 
critica,  who  aeem  to  hold,  that  every  poaaible  thought 
and  image  ia  traditional ;  who  have  no  notion  that  there 
are  auch  thinga  aa  fountaina  in  the  world,  amall  •■ 
well  aa  great ;  and  who  would  therefore  charitably 
derive  every  rill  they  behold  flowing,  from  a  peiftm- 
tion  made  in  aome  other  nnn'a  tank.  I  am  coofideol, 
however,  that  aa  for  aa  the  preaent  poem  ia  concemedt 
the  celebrated  poista  whose  writinga  I  might  be  aoa- 
pected  of  having  imitated,  either  in  particular  paa* 
aagea,  Of  in  Oia  Voua  vdA  i^  v^nx  oC  the  whnle^ 


GHRIBTABEL 


pemit  me  lo  addiHi 
two 


ooinaddOMt  would 
ftMB  ID  thii  doanl  TwaQii  of 


I 


*Th  alM  a»l  it  b  Hkawin 
BM  M' rifete  win  Rol  do. 
to  lltoHfiM. good fiiM4!  feci 
Am  Iko  poorar  of  tbt  two. 


I  bBTO  flnljr  10  add  ditt  the  molro  of  tfie 
bel  M  Boc;  ptoperiy  ipeakmg.  irrogolu',  though  it 
■■7  Mea  K>  fiom  iti  being  finmded  on  m  new  prin- 
dple:  namelf,  duU  of  counting  in  each  line  die  ao- 
eam^iisCtheayUablee.  Though  the  latter  may  nuy 
fiiRB  MTen  ID  twelve,  yet  in  each  line  the  accenti 
will  he  fooiMl  to  be  only  four.  NeTerthelem  thii  oo- 
fMifwinl  TariatioQ  in  number  of  lyUablea iinot  in- 
mdaeed  wantonly,  or  fcr  the  mere  ends  of  conveni- 
cDDo,  but  in  correejxMidence  with  tome  tmnrition,  in 
Ae  nature  of  the  imagery  or  poarion. 


CHRISTABEL. 


PABTL 

*Tb  die  middle  of  night  by  die  CMde  dock, 
And  the  owla  have  awaken'd  the  crowing  cock ; 

Tn-whit ! ^Tu-whoo ! 

And  hark,  again!  the  crowing  coA, 
How  drownly  it  crew. 


Sr  Leoline,  the  Bum 
Hath  a  loothlem  maatifl;  which 
fVom  her  kennel  beneath  die  rode 
Maketh  answer  to  the  dock. 
Four  ftr  the  qoarteia,  and  twelve  for  the  hour ; 
Ever  and  aye,  by  thine  and  shower, 
Siteen  abivt  howls,  not  overload ; 
say,  she  sees  my  lady's  shroud. 


Is  die  night  dully  and  dark? 
Hw  night  is  diilly,  but  not  dark. 
Hw  thhi  gmy  ckKid  is  spread  on  high. 
It  eoven  but  not  hides  the  sky. 
Hie  moon  ia  behind,  and  at  the  full; 
And  yet  she  looks  both  small  and  dull. 
Hie  night  ia  chill,  the  doud  is  gray : 
Tis  a  month  before  the  month  of  May, 
And  the  Spring  comes  slowly  up  this  way. 

TW  knrely  lady,  Chiistabel, 

Wham  her  fothmr  loves  so  vreU, 

What  makes  her  in  the  wood  so  late, 

A  fcrkms  flora  the  casde  gate  I 

Ike  had  dreams  all  yesternight 

Of  bar  own  betiodied  knight ; 

Aad  dhe  in  the  midnight  wood  will  pray 

For  Iha  weal  of  her  lover  that 'is  for  away. 

Ike  Stole  along,  the  nodiing  spoke. 
The  rii^  dhe  neaved  were  soft  and  low, 
Aad  oaight  was  green  upon  die  oak. 
Bin  mom  and  rarest  misletoe  .*  . 
&•  kneeb  beneadi  die  huge  otk-tne^ 
And  ki  sQenoe  pnyath  die. 


The  lady  sprang  up  saddenly. 

The  tovely  hidy,  Chiistabel ! 

It  moan'd  as  near,  as  near  can  be. 

But  what  it  is,  she  cannot  tdL— 

On  the  odier  side  it  seems  lo  be. 

Of  die  huge,  bwad-bieaited,  oU  oak4rae. 

The  ni|^  IS  chill;  die  fttest  bare; 
Is  it  the  wind  diat  moaneth  bleak  ? 
There  is  not  wind  enoui^  in  the  air 
To  move  away  the  ringlet  curl 
From  the  lovely  lady's  cheek- 
There  is  not  wind  enou|^  to  twill 
The  one  red  leaC  the  hwt  of  ito  clan. 
That  dances  as  often  as  danoe  it  can. 
Hanging  so  light,  and  hanging  so  high. 
On  the  topmost  twig  that  looks  up  at  tho  sky. 

Hush,  beating  heart  of  Christabd! 
Jesu,  Maria,  shield  her  well ! 
She  folded  her  arms  beneath  her  cloak. 
And  stole  to  the  other  side  of  the  oak. 
What  sees  she  there  f 


/ 


There  she  seeaa-daihsel  bright, 
Drest  in  a  silken  robe  of  whiter 
That  shadowy  in  the  moonlight  sbone : 
The  neck  that  made  that  wUte  robe  wan. 
Her  stately  neck,  and  arms,  were  bare; 
Her  blue-vein'd  feet  unsandall'd  were. 
And  wildly  glitter'd  here  and  there 
The  gems  entangled  in  her  hair. 
I  guess,  'twas  fiightful  there  tosee 
A  lady  so  richly  clad  as  she^- 
Beaudful  exceedingly! 

Mary  mother,  save  me  now ! 

(Said  Christabel),  And  who  art  thou  f 

The  lady  itningo  made  answer  meet. 

And  her  voice  was  fiiint  and  sweet : — 

Have  pity  on  my  sore  distress, 

I  scarce  can  speak  for  weariness : 

Stretch  forth  diy  hand,  and  have  no  fear! 

Said  Chriatabel,  How  earnest  thou  here? 

And  the  lady,  whose  voice  was  iaint  and  sweet. 

Did  thus  pursue  her  answer  meet>— 


My  sire  is  of  a  noUe  line, 

And  my  name  is  Geraldine : 

Five  warriors  seized  me  yestermom. 

Me,  even  me,  a  maid  forlorn : 

They  choked  my  cries  with  force  and  flight, 

And  tied  me  on  a  palfrey  white. 

The  palfrey  was  as  fleet  as  wind. 

And  they  rode  furiously  behind. 

They  spurr'd  amain,  their  steeds  were  white; 

And  once  we  cross'd  the  shade  of  night 

As  sure  as  Heaven  shall  rescue  me, 

I  have  no  thought  what  men  they  be ; 

Nor  do  I  know  how  long  it  is 

(For  I  have  lain  entranced  I  virb) 

Since  one,  tho  tallest  of  the  five. 

Took  me  fiom  die  palfrey's  back, 

A  weary  woman,  scarce  alive. 

Some  mutter'd  words  his  comrades  v^Vft  \ 

fle  pJaced  me  undemeadv  this  m^ 

n 
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He  fwora  tfiey  would  retain  with  hHtet 
Whither  they  went'  I  cannot  tell— 
I  thought  1  heud,  nme  minutei  pait» 
Sonnde  u  of  a  caid64ieIL 
Stretch  foith  thy  hand  (thus  ended  Ae), 
And  help  a  wretched  maid  to  flee. 

Then  Chrktahel  atretch'd  finih  her  hand. 
And  oomibrted  ftir  GerakUne : 

0  well,  bright  dame !  may  you  command 
The  lervice  of  Sir  Leoline ; 

And  gladly  our  stout  diivaliy 
Will  he  send  fbrth  and  friends  withal* 
To  guide  and  guard  3rou  safe  and  free 
Home  to  your  noUe  &ther*s  haU. 

She  rose ;  and  forth  with  steps  they  pass*d 

That  strove  to  bo,  and  were  not,  &st 

Her  gracious  stabs  the  lady  blest. 

And  thus  spake  on  sweet  Christabel : 

All  our  household  are  at  rest, 

The  hall  as  silent  as  the  cell ; 

Sir  Leolino  is  weak  in  health. 

And  may  not  well  awoken'd  be,  *  ■  ^ 

But  we  will  move  as  if  in  stealth ; 

And  1  beseech  your  courtesy, 

Tlds  nighUtt  share  your  couch  with  me. 

Hiey  croBs'd  the  moot,  and  Christahd 

Took  the  key  that  fitted  well ; 

A  little  door  she  open*d  straight* 

All  in  the  middle  of  the  gate ; 

The  gate  that  was  iron'd  within  and  without, 

Where  an  army  in  battle  array  had  maich*d  out 

The  lady  sank,  belike  through  pain. 

And  Christabel  with  might  and  main 

lifted  her  up,  a  weary  weight. 

Over  the  threshold  of  the  gate : 

Then  the  lady  rose  again. 

And  moved,  as  she  were  not  in  pain. 

So  free  from  danger,  free  from  fear, 

They  cross'd  the  court :  right  glad  they  were. 

And  Christabel  devoutly  cried 

To  the  lady  by  her  side. 

Praise  we  the  Virgin  all  divine 

Who  hath  rescued  thee  from  thy  distress ! 

Alas,  alas !  said  Geraldine, 

1  cannot  speak  for  weariness. 

So  free  from  danger,  free  from  fear. 

They  cross'd  the  court :  right  glad  they  were. 

Outside  her  kennel,  the  mastiff  old 
Lay  last  asleep,  in  moonshine  cold. 
The  mastiff  old  did  not  awake. 
Yet  she  an  angry  moan  did  make ! 
And  what  can  ail  the  mastiff  bitch  f 
Never  till  now  she  utter'd  yell 
Beneath  the  eye  of  Christabel. 
Perhaps  it  is  the  owlet's  scritch: 
For  what  can  ail  the  mastiff  bitch  f 

They  pass'd  the  hall,  that  echoes  still, 
Pass  as  lightly  as  you  will ! 
The  brands  i^'ere  flat,  l^e  brands  were  dying, 
Amid  their  own  white  ashes  lying : 


But  when  the  lady  pass'd,  diere 
A  tongue  of  light,  a  fit  of  flame; 
And  Christabel  saw  the  lady's  ey«. 
And  nothing  else  saw  she  thereby. 
Save  the  boss  of  the  shield  U  Sir 
Which  hung  in  a  murky  old  dhIiq  in. 
O  softly  tread !  said  Chiistabri.      '* 
My  fiuher  seldom  sleepeth  weO. 
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Sweet  Christabel  her  feet  doth  bare ; 
And,  jealous  of  the  listening  air. 
They  steal  their  way  from  stair  to  stair : 
Now  in  glimmer,  and  now  in  gloom — 
And  now  they  pass  the  Baron's  room. 
As  still  as  death  with  stifled  breath! 
And  now  have  reach'd  her  chamberdoor; 
And  now  doth  Geraldine  press  down 
The  rushes  of  the  chamber  floor. 

The  moon  shines  dim  in  the  open  air, 
And  not  a  moonbeam  enten  here. 
But  they  without  its  light  can  see 
The  chamber  car>'ed  so  curionsly. 
Carved  with  figures  strange  and  sweet* 
JCDl  made  out  of  the  carver's  brain. 
For  a  lady's  chamber  meet : 
The  lamp  with  twofold  silver  chain 
Is  fiisten'd  to  an  angel's  feet 

The  silver  lamp  bums  dead  and  dim ; 
But  Christabel  the  himp  will  trim. 
She  trimm'd  the  lamp,  and  made  it  fafjght. 
And  lefr  it  swinging  to  and  fro. 
While  Geraldine,  in  wTetched  plight 
Sank  down  upon  the  floor  below. 

0  weary  lady,  Geraldine, 

1  pny  you,  drink  this  cordial  wine ! 
It  is  a  wine  of  virtuous  powers ; 
My  mother  made  it  of  wild  flowers. 

And  will  your  mother  pity  me. 
Who  am  a  maiden  most  fi>rioro  T 
Cliristabel  answer'd — Woe  is  me ! 
She  died  the  hour  that  I  was  bom. 
I  have  heard  the  gray-hair'd  friar  tell. 
How  on  her  death-bed  she  did  say. 
That  she  should  hear  the  castle-bell 
Strike  twelve  upon  my  wedding-day. 

0  mother  dear !  that  thou  wort  here ! 

1  would,  said  Geraldine,  she  were ! 

But  soon,  with  alter'd  voice,  said  she— 
**  Off,  wandering  mother !  Peak  and  pine ! 
I  have  power  to  bid  thee  flee." 
Alas !  what  ails  poor  Geraldine  f 
Why  stares  she  with  unsettled  eye  f 
Can  she  the  bodiless  dead  espy  f 
And  why  with  hollow  voice  cries  she, 
**  Ofl^  woman,  off!  this  hour  is  mine — 
Though  thou  her  guardian  spirit  be. 
Off,  woman,  off!  'tis  given  to  me.' 


»» 


Then  Christabel  knelt  by  the  hul/s  side. 
And  raised  to  heaven  her  eyes  so  blue— 
Alas !  said  she,  this  ghastly  ride — 
Dear  lady !  it  hath  wilder'd  you! 

1^ 
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The  lady  ntpsd iHriBoiBt cold  brow. 
And  friniiy  mid, "T k  over  now !" 

Again  Ae  wM-iBwer  wine  die  drank: 
Her  far  k^BB  ejres  'gan  glitter  tarigfac. 
And  llMtUfee  flnir  whereon  die  aank* 
Thelofl^Wdyfllood  upright; 
She  WW  nnt  beautiful  to  see, 
like  a  bdy  of  a  &r  ooontr^e. 

Ai^  ihas  the  lofty  lady  ipake — 
All  diey*  who  live  in  the  upper  aky. 
Do  love  you,  holy  Chriitabel ! 
And  you  love  diem,  and  for  their  aake 
And  for  the  good  which  me  bofell. 
Even  I  in  my  degree  will  try, 
Fair  maiden '.  to  requite  you  welL 
But  now  unrobe  yourself;  for  I 
Moat  pray,  ere  yet  in  bed  I  lie. 

Quoth  Chrktabel  So  let  it  be ! 
And  ai  the  lady  bade,  did  ahe. 
Her  gende  liiQbi  did  she  undreae. 
And  lay  down  in  her  lovelineaa. 

But  through  her  brain  of  weal  anid  woe 
So  many  thoufj^la  moved  to  and  fio^ 
lliat  vain  it  were  her  lida  to  doae ; 
So  hnli^way  from  the  bed  die  nae, 
And  on  her  elbow  did  redine 
To  look  at  the  Lady  GeriUine. 

Beneath  the  lamp  die  lady  bow'd. 
And  dowly  roU*d  her  eyea  around ; 
'-  Tlien  drawing  in  her  breath  aloud, 
like  one  that  diudder'd,  the  unbound 
Hie  cincture  from  beneath  her  breast : 
Her  silken  robe,  and  inner  vest, 
Dropt  to  her  feet,  and  full  in  view, 
Bebdd !  her  bosom  and  half  her  side 
A  ai^  to  dream  of)  not  to  tell ! 
O-d^Id  her !  shield  sweet  Christabel 

Yet  Geraldine  nor  speaks  nor  stirs ; 
Ah !  what  a  stricken  look  was  hers ! 
Deep  fiom  within  she  seems  half-way 
To  Uft  somct  weight  with  sick  assay. 
And  ejrea  the  maid  and  seeks  delay ; 
Then  suddenly  as  one  defied 
Collecta  henelf  in  scorn  and  pride, 
'  And  lay  down  by  the  Maiden's  side  !— 
And  in  her  arms  the  maid  she  took. 

Ah  well-a-day ! 
And  with  low  voice  and  doleful  look 
llieae  words  did  say : 
jn  the  topch  of  thii  bosom  there  worketh  a  spell, 
Which  is  lord  of  thy  utterance,  Christabel ! 
Thou  knowest  to-night,  and  wilt  know  to-morrow 
This  mark  of  my  shame,  this  seal  of  my  sorrow ; 
But  vainly  thou  warrest, 

For  this  is  alone  in 
Thy  power  to  declare. 

That  in  die  dim  forest 
Thou  heaideat  a  low  moaning, 


\ 


And  foundest  a  bright  lady,  surpassingly  fiur : 
And  didst  bring  her  home  with  thee  in  love  and  in 

charity. 
To  shield  her  and  dielter  her  fiom  the  damp  air. 

THE  CONCLUSION  TO  PA£T  L 


It  was  a  lovely  sight  to 

The  lady  Christabel,  when  die 

Was  praying  at  the  old  oak-tree. 

Amid  the  jagged  shadoWa 

Of  mossy  leafless  boughs. 

Kneeling  in  the  moonlight, 

To  make  her  gentle  vows ; 
Her  slender  palms  together  piest. 
Heaving  sometimes  <hi  her  breast ; 
Her  &ce  resigned  to  bliss  or  bale — 
Uer  lace,  O  call  it  fair,  not  pale ! 
And  both  blue  eyes  more  bright  than  clear, 
Each  about  to  have  a  tear. 

With  open  eyes  (ah  woe  is  me  f) 
Asleep,  and  dreaming  fearfully, 
Fear^ly  dreaming,  yet  1  wis. 
Dreaming  that  alone,  which  is — 
O  sorrow  and  shame !  Can  this  be  she. 
The  bdy,  who  knelt  at  die  old  oak-tree  f 
And  lo !  the  worker  of  these  harms. 
That  holds  the  maiden  in  her  arms^ 
Seems  to  slumber  still  and  mUd, 
As  a  mother  with  her  child. 


A  star  hath  set,  a  star  hath  risen, 
O  Geraldine !  since  arms  of  thine 
Have  been  the  lovely  lady's  prison. 
O  Geraldine !  one  hour  was  thine— 
Thou  'st  had  thy  will !  By  taim  and  rill, 
The  night-birds  all  that  hour  were  stilL 
But  now  they  are  jubilant  anew. 
From  clifif  and  tower,  tu-whoo !  tu-whoo ! 
Tu-whoo !  tu-whoo !  from  wood  and  fell ! 


And  see !  the  lady  Christabel 
Gathen  herself  from  out  her  trance ; 
Her  limbs  relax,  her  countenance 
Grows  sad  and  sofl ;  the  smooth  thin  lids 
Close  o'er  her  eyes ;  and  tears  she  sheds-— 
Large  tears  that  leave  the  lashes  bright ! 
And  oil  the  while  she  seems  to  smile 
As  in&ntB  at  a  sudden  light ! 

Yea,  she  doth  smile,  and  she  doth  weep, 
Like  a  youthful  hermitess. 
Beauteous  in  a  wilderness, 
Who,  praying  always,  prays  in  sleep. 
And,  if  she  move  unquieUy, 
Perchance,  't  is  but  the  blood  so  free. 
Comes  back  and  tingles  in  her  feet 
No  doubt,  she  hath  a  vision  sweet : 
What  if  her  guardian  spirit 't  were. 
What  if  she  knew  her  mother  near  f 
But  this  she  knows,  in  joys  and  woes. 
That  saints  will  aid  if  men  will  call : 
For  the  blue  sky  bends  over  all ! 
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Eacb  BMtiii-ben,  die  Buqd  Mudi, 
Knelb  w  back  to  a  world  of  death. 
Theee  wofda  Sir  Leotine  fint  aaid, 
Vnuen  he  roie  and  finmd  his  lady  dead : 
These  words  Sir  Leoline  will  say, 
Many  a  mom  to  hk  dying  day ! 

And  hence  the  oufrtom  and  law  began. 
That  still  at  dawn  the  sacristan, 
Who  duly  pulls  the  heavy  bell, 
Five-end-ftirty  beads  most  tell 
Between  each  stroke— a  warning  knell, 
Which  not  a  soul  can  choose  but  hear 
Ftom  Bratha  Head  to  Wyndennere. 

Saith  Bracy  the  bard,  So  let  it  knell! 
And  let  the  drowsy  sacristan 
Still  count  as  slowly  as  he  can ! 
There  is  no  lack  of  such,  I  ween. 
As  well  fill  up  the  space  between. 
In  Langdale  Pike  and  Witch's  I^ 
And  Dungeoo^hyll  so  foully  rent. 
With  ropes  of  rock  and  beUs  of  air 
Three  sinful  sextons'^  gfadsts  are  pent. 
Who  all  give  back,  one  after  t'  other, 
The  death-note  to  their  living  brother; 
And  oft  too,  by  the  knell  ofiended, 
Just  as  their  one !  two !  three !  is  ended* 
Tlie  devil  mocks  the  doleful  tale 
With  a  merry  peal  fipom  Borrowdale. 

The  air  is  still !  through  mist  and  cloud 
That  merry  peal  comes  ringing  loud ; 
And  Geraldine  shakes  off  her  dread, 
And  rises  lightly  from  the  bed ; 
Puts  on  her  silken  vestments  white. 
And  tricks  her  hair  in  lovely  plight. 
And,  nothing  doubting  of  her  spell. 
Awakens  the  lady  ChristabeL 
**  ffleep  you,  sweet  lady  Chrvtabel  f 
I  trust  that  you  have  rested  well.' 
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And  Christabel  awoke  and  spied 
The  same  who  lay  down  by  her  sid^» 
O  nAer  say,  the  same  whom  she 
Kaised  up  beneath  the  old  oak-tree ! 
Nay,  fairer  yet !  and  yet  more  fiiir ! 
For  she  belike  hath  drunken  deep 
Of  all  the  blesMdness  of  sleep ! 
And  while  she  spake,  her  looks,  her  air 
Such  gentle  thanJdulness  declare. 
That  (so  it  seem'd)  her  girded  vests 
Grew  tight  beneadi  her  heaving  breasts. 
**  Sure  I  have  sinn'd,"  said  Christabel, 
**  Now  Heaven  be  praised  if  all  be  well !" 
And  in  low  fiUtering  tones,  yet  sweet. 
Did  she  the  lofty  lady  greet 
With  sudi  perplexity  of  mind 
As  dreams  too  lively  leave  behind. 

So  quickly  she  rose,  and  quickly  array'd 
Her  maiden  limbs,  and  having  ptv/d 
That  He,  who  on  the  cross  did  groan. 
Might  fvaab  away  ber  mm  unknown. 


She  forthwith  led  fidr  Genldine 
To  meet  her  sire,  Qa  Lecline. 

The  lovely  maid  and  die  ladf  liQ 
Are  pacing  both  into  the  hall. 
And,  pacing  on  through  page  and 
Enter  the  Baron's 


The  Baron  rose,  and  while  he  prest 
His  gentle  daughter  to  his  bteast. 
With  cheerful  wonder  in  his  eyea 
The  lady  Geraldine  espies. 
And  gave  such  welo(»ne  to  die  same. 
As  might  beseem  so  brig^  a  dame ! 

But  when  ho  heard  the  lady's  lale, 
And  when  she  told  her  four's  name. 
Why.  wax'd  Sir  Leoline  so  pale. 
Murmuring  o'er  the  name  again. 
Lord  Roland  do  Vaux  of  Tiyermaine  f 

Alas !  they  had  been  friends  in  yoadi ; 
But  whispering  tongues  can  poisao  tratfa ; 
And  constancy  lives  in  realms  above, 
And  lifo  is  thorny ;  and  youth  is  vain : 
And  to  be  wroth  with  one  we  love. 
Doth  worii  like  madness  in  die  brain. 
And  thus  it  chanced,  as  I  divine^ 
Widi  Roland  and  Sir  Leoline. 
Each  spake  words  of  hi^  disdahi 
And  iniult  to  his  heart's  best  brother: 
They  parted—ne'er  to  meet  again ! 
But  never  either  found  another 

To  free  the  hollow  heart  from  pomity 

They  stood  aloof)  the  scars  remaining, 

like  cliffi  which  had  been  rent  asunder  s 

A  dreary  sea  now  flows  between. 

But  neiUier  heat,  nor  frost,  nor  thunder, 

Sholl  wholly  do  away,  I  ween. 

The  marks  of  that  which  once  hath  boon 

Sir  Leoline,  a  moment's  space. 

Stood  gazing  on  the  damsel's  face : 

And  the  3routhful  Lord  of  Tryennaine 

Came  back  upon  his  heart  again. 

■ 

0  then  the  Baron  forgot  his  age ! 
His  noble  heart  swell'd  high  with  rage ; 
He  swore  by  the  wounds  in  Jesu's  side. 
He  would  proclaim  it  for  and  wide 
With  trump  and  solemn  heraldry. 
That  they,  who  thus  had  wrong'd  the  dame^ 
Were  base  as  spotted  infamy ! 
**  And  if  they  dare  deny  the  same. 
My  herald  shall  appoint  a  week. 
And  let  the  recreant  traitors  seek 
My  tourney  court— that  there  and  then 

1  may  dislodge  their  reptile  souls 
From  the  bodies  and  forms  of  men  !** 
He  spake :  his  eye  in  lightning  rolls ! 
For  the  lady  was  ruUdessly  seized;  and  he  kenn't 
In  die  beautiful  lady  die  child  of  hia  ~ 

And  now  the  tears  were  on  his  foce. 
And  fondly  in  his  arms  he  took 
Fair  Geraldine,  who  met  the  embrace, 
Prolonging  it  with  joyous  look. 


CHSI8TABEL. 
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Which  wim  *B  viewU  a  vhAi  ftU 
Upon  the  Md  flf  ChinlabeK        '  » 

oi  ftar,  th«  touch  ind^piin ! 


(Ah. 


chfnd^] 

.WMiiff 

\mmi\  #ii it fct^fhwi,  % 

11  mch  ^gl|i  ip  iM*1) 

that  bonm  oM,  «    -^ 

Agun  ihe  fiilt  that  bonn  odd,  '  ^p 

And  drew  in  her  breathiW;Uh  a  hinig  loand 
Whereat  the  knight  tam'4  Wildly  loond, 
And  nothing  nw  but  hii  own  nweainnaid 
With  eyaa  vpniae4  •■  OM  that  |if y'd.    s 

The  tooch.  die  aght.  had  pan'd  away. 
And  in  its  itaad  diaf  vinon  bleit. 
Which  wfcfled  her  afWMwt, 
While  in  the  lady*!  anna  ihe  h^,  *' 
Had  put  a  rapture  in  her  famat. 
And  GO  her  lipe  and  o'er  her  eyea .  U* 
Spread  niileB  like  light !  ^ 


•' 


*  What  aib  then  my  beloVied  teU  r  ■« . 
TheBanmnid — ^Hk daughter mild^ '   *•' 
Made  amwer,  ■*  All  will  yet  be  jMAf!** 
I  ween,  iho  had  no  power  to  teH 
Aq^t  else:  ao  mif^ity  wai  the  ipelL 

Yet  he,  who  taw  thii  Gerddine, 
Had  dcem'd  her  rare  a  diii^  divine. 
Such  torrow  with  inch  giaoe  ihe  Uended, 
Aa  if  she  feared  die  had  oAnded 
Sweet  Chri«tabel.  that  gentle  moid ! 
And  with  Huch  lowly  ttmes  ahe  pray'd, 
She  might  be  lent  v^ithout  delay 
Home  to  her  father*!  maniian. 

"Nay! 
Nay,  by  my  wul  !**  nid  Leolinc. 
**  Ho!  Bracy  the  bard,  the  charge  bo  thine : 
Go  thou,  with  muMic  Hwcet  and  loud. 
And  take  two  Hteedti  i^ith  trnpiiingii  proud, 
And  take  the  youth  whom  thou  lovcHt  beet 
To  bear  thy  harp,  and  loom  thy  song, 
And  clothe  you  both  in  M>lemu  vent. 
And  o\eT  the  mountains  liaste  along, 
Lot  wandering  folk,  that  are  abroad. 
Detain  you  on  the  valley  road. 
And  when  he  hai  cron'd  the  Irthing  flood, 
My  merry  bard !  he  hastes,  ho  hastes 
Up  Knorren  Moor,  through  Ilalegarth  wood, 
.\nd  reaches  soon  that  castle  good 
Which  stands  and  threatens  Scotland's  wastes. 

-  Bard  Brocy,  bard  Bracy !  your  horves  are  fleet. 
Ye  must  ride  up  the  hall,  your  music  so  sweet. 
More  loud  than  >*our  horses'  echoing  feet ! 
And  loud  and  loud  to  Lord  Ibiland  call. 
Thy  daughter  is  safe  in  Langdalo  hall ! 
Thy  beautiful  daughter  is  safe  and  free — 
Sir  Leoline  greets  thee  thus  through  me. 
He  bids  thee  come  without  delay 
With  all  thy  numerous  array ; 
And  take  thy  lovely  daughter  homo : 
And  he  will  meet  thee  on  the  way 
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With  all  his  numerous  array. 
White  with  their  panting  palfreys'  ibam: 
And  by  mine  hcHior!  I  will  say. 
That  I  repenfme  of  the  day 
When  I  spake  K-ords  of  high  disdain 
To  Roland  de  vanx  of  Ttyermaine ! 
— For  since  that  evil  hour  hath  flown. 
Many  a  summer's  sun  haih  shone ; 
Yet  ne'er  found  I  a  friend  again 
Like  Roland  de  Vaux  of  Tryormaine." 


Tho  Lady  fell,  and  clasp'd  his  knees, 

Her  fore  upraised,  her  eyes  o'erflowing  ; 

And  Ilrary  replied,  vrith  Altering  voice, 

Her  gracious  hail  on  all  bestowing  j — 

Thy  wor1%  thou  sire^f  ChrisUibel, 

Are  svaeeter  than  my  liarp  can  toll ; 

Yet  might  I  gain  a  boon  of  thee, 
'  This  clay  my  joumev  should  not  be. 

So  strange  a  dr^m  hath  come  to  me , 

That  I  had  vow'4  with  music  loud 
■  To  clear  yon  woSl  from  thing  unblcst, 

Wam'd  by  a  vision  in  my  rest ! 

For  in  my  sleep  I  saw  tlmt  dove. 

That  gentlo  faM,  whom  thou  dost  love. 

And  coli'st  by  thy  own  dauj^ter's  name— 

Sir  Leoline !  I  saw  the  same. 

Fluttering,  and  uttering  fearful  moan. 

Among  the  green  herbe  in  the  forest  alone. 

Which  when  I  saw  and  when  I  heard, 

I  wonder'd  what  might  ail  the  bird : 

For  nothing  near  it  could  I  see. 

Save  tho  grass  and  green  herbe  imdemeath  the 
old  tree. 

And  in  my  dream,  methought,  I  went 
To  search  out  what  might  there  be  found ; 
And  wlmt  the  s\%-eet  bird's  trouble  meant. 
That  ihiM  lay  fluttering  on  the  ground. 
I  went  and  iK»er'(l,  and  could  descry 
No  cauM)  for  her  distressful  cry  ; 
But  yet  for  her  dear  lady's  sake 
I  Btoop'd,  methoiighf,  the  dove  tn  take. 
When  lo !  I  saw  a  bright  green  snake 
Coil'd  around  its  wings  and  neck. 
Green  as  tho  herbs  on  which  it  oonch'd, 
Close  by  the  dove's  its  head  it  crouch'd ! 
And  with  tfie  dove  it  heaves  ond  stirs. 
Swelling  its  neck  as  she  swell 'd  hen ! 
I  woke ;  it  i^-as  tho  midnight  hour, 
The  clock  was  echoing  in  the  tower; 
But  though  my  slumber  was  gone  by. 
This  dream  it  would  not  pass  away— 
It  seems  to  live  upon  my  eye ! 
And  thence  I  vow'd  this  self-same  day, 
With  music  strong  and  saintly  srmg 
To  wander  through  the  forest  bare. 
Lest  aught  unholy  loiter  there. 

Thus  Bracy  said  :  the  Baron,  the  while, 

Half-listening  heard  him  with  a  smile ; 

Then  tum'd  to  Lady  Geraldine, 

His  eyes  mode  up  of  \\'onder  and  love ; 

And  said  in  courtly  accents  fuie. 

Sweet  Moid !  lionl  Roland's  beauteous  dove. 

With  arms  more  strong  than  harp  or  aoogt 
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Thy  ore  and  I  ivill  crush  the  make ! 
He  kiM*d  her  forehead  as  he  spake. 
And  Geraldine  in  maiden  \\iae, 
Casting  down  her  large  bright  c^ee, 
With  blushing  eheok  and  oourtepr  fine 
Sie  tum'd  her  from  Sir  LeoUn^ 
Softly  gathering  up  her  tram, 
That  o'er  her  right  arm  fell  again ; 
And  folded  her  arms  across  her  cheat. 
And  couch'd  her  head  upon  her  breast. 

And  look'd  askance  at  Christabel 

Jesu,  Maria,  shield  her  well ! 

A  snake's  small  eye  blinks  dull  and  shy. 
And  the  bdy's  o3res  thy  shrunk  in  her  head. 
Each  shrunk  up  to  a  serQ|nt*s  eye,  ^,*t 


COLERIDGiTS  POETRCAL  WORKl|k  « 

~* 1* 'J*     •    

"Hie  iiHiiMi  ftijpiiliiim  thy  lady 


V 


of  her 
ilof%ciiAd! 

,  flv  BMRiNIt 

;yer  lier  deadlf  fuigi  b^oOe^s. 
Jir^Leoline!  j- 

uldst  thoa  wvong  thy  only  twd^ 
Her  chiUpfaB  thine  f 

Within  theVton's  linwfjpM  bnin 
If  thoughts  like  these  hafany  share. 
They  only  swell'd  hia  nge  and  pain. 
And  did  bqft.Work  confuakm  ^im. 


.  •■J 
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And  with  somewhat  ojtelice  and  moiy  of  dret&  His  heaitSp  cleft  with  pain  and  nge. 


At  Christabel  she  look'wwkonce . — 
One  moment — and  the  sif^jiMs  fled ! 
But  Christabel,  in  dizsy  tinfe# 
Stumbling  on  the  unsteady  gpund, 
Shudder'd  aloud,  with  a  hissHg  sound ; 
And  Geraldine  again  tum'd  round. 
And  like  a  thing,  that  soughtivliefi*    .    ^ 
Full  of  wonder  and  full  of  grie^.j 
She  roll'd  her  largo  bright  eyes  dfvnie 
Wildly  on  Sir  Leoline. 

The  maid,  alas !  her  thoughts  are  gone, 
She  nothing  sees— no  sight  but  one ! 
The  maid,  devoid  of  guile  and  sin, 
I  know  not  how,  in  fearful  wue 
So  deeply  had  she  drunken  in 
That  look,  those  shrunken  serpent  eyes, 
That  all  her  features  were  redgn'd 
To  this  sole  image  in  her  mind : 
And  passively  did  imitate 
That  look  of  dull  and  treacherous  hate ! 
And  thus  she  stood,  in  dizzy  trance. 
Still  picturing  that  look  askance 
With  forced,  unconscious  sympathy 

Full  before  her  Other's  view 

As  far  as  such  a  look  could  be, 
In  eyes  so  innocent  and  blue. 
And  when  the  trance  was  o'er,  the  maid 
Paused  awhile,  and  inly  pray'd : 
Then  falling  at  the  Baron's  feet, 
**  By  my  mother's  soul  do  I  entreat 
That  thou  this  woman  send  away ! " 
She  said :  and  more  she  could  not  say ; 
For  what  she  knew  she  could  not  tell, 
(yermoster'd  by  the  mighty  speU. 

Why  is  thy  cheek  so  wan  and  wild. 
Sir  Leoline  7  Thy  only  child 
lies  at  thy  feet,  thy  joy,  thy  pride, 
So  fair,  so  innocent,  so  mild ; 


^is  cheeka  Ikty  qniver'd,  his  eyca  wera  nil^-. 
IXshono^ddiiia  in  his  dd  age ; 
DishonoAbgr  hia  only  child, 
Anda]llKlii%it8]ity 
•^t^  'So  the  insulttd  drntAfUfof  his  ftiettl  * 


wymueHmtw 
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Ami  wamaHf  jealousy 
a  disgraceful 
^e  with  stem  regard 
Upon  ^gentle  minstrel  bard. 
And  said  in  tones  abrupt,  austere. 
Why,  Bracy !  dost  thou  loiter  here  f 
I  bade  thee  hence !  The  Bard  obey'd ; 
And,  turning  from  his  own  sweet  maid, 
The  aged  knight.  Sir  Lcolhie, 
Led  forth  the  lady  Geraldine ! 

THE  CONCLUSION  TO  PART  XL 

A  LTTTLK  child,  a  limber  elf^ 
Singing,,  dancing  to  itself, 
A  fairy  thing  with  red  round  cheeks 
That  always  finds  and  never  seeks. 
Makes  such  a  vitfiun  to  the  sight 
As  fills  a  father's  eyes  with  light ; 
And  pleasures  flow  in  so  thick  and  fost 
Upon  his  heart,  that  he  at  last 
Must  needs  express  his  love's  excess 
With  wx>rdB  of  unmeant  bittemesa. 
Perhaps  'tis  pretty  to  force  together 
Thoughts  so  all  unlike  each  other; 
To  mutter  and  mock  a  broken  charm. 
To  dally  with  wrong  that  does  no  hoiniL 
Perhaps  'tis  tender  too  and  pretty 
At  each  wild  word  to  feel  within 
A  sweet  recoil  of  love  and  pity. 
And  what,  if  in  a  world  of  sin 
(O  sorrow  and  shame  should  thn  be  tme) ! 
Such  giddiness  of  heart  and  brain 
Comes  seldom  save  from  rage  and  pain. 
So  talks  as  it's  most  used  to  do. 
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REMORSE. 
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Hettiotfiie ; 

A  TRAGEDY,  IN  FIVE  ACT& 
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DRAMATIS  PERSON J5. 


mdJwfSkor. 


IfAiQim  Vaxjib,  fklker  to  Hiiyw  imkars,  and 

Domma  TVrMn'f  Ouardian. ' 
Dov  Altak,  ike  MeM  » 
Don  OftDOmo,  tkB  yetmgett 
MoHTiKOBO,  a  Zlonnnean  md 
ZouMSK,  tktfakkfid  attmiaiU  on  .iioBr. 
taDoms,  a  MareKo  CUeflauh  ottamUy  a  Ckrutkm. 
Tammlumm  or  tbk  Ihuuuution,         i 
Naomi.  * 

Moo■l^  SCKTAirra,  ile.     ' 
Dosha  Tbusa,  on  Orphtok  Hareti. 
ALHABRAf  Tl'i^e  to  Imdort,  •      .    ^"     ^ 

TkMS.  The  reign  of  Flulipn.,jiiKattM9'c]ow  of 
the  civil  wan  agaimft  the  Moon,  and  daring  the 
heat  of  the  peraecutioa  which  raged  against  ^em, 
4ioitly  after  the  edict  whidi  ftrtade  the  wearing 
of  Moreaoo  apparel  under  pam  of  death. 


zuumz.     .  *: 
Remone  ii  as  the  hotrt  in  whiclF  it  growi : 


i^Vt 

warn 
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ACT  L 

SCENE  I. 

The  Sea  Shore  oh  ike  Coati  €f  Oramda. 

Don  AI.TAB,  wrapl  m  a  Boat-doakf  and  Zulimez 
(a  Moruco),  both  asjuU  katdoi 

ZULOOZ. 

No  KXiiid,  DO  &oe  of  joy  to  welcome  as ! 

ALVAK. 

My  fidthfiil  Zulimez,  for  one  brief  moment 
Let  me  forget  my  anguish  and  their  crimes. 
If  an^t  OD  earth  demand  an  unmii'd  feeling, 
Tn  surely  this — after  long  yean  of  exile. 
To  step  forth  on  firm  land,  and  gazing  round  us, 
To  >»«*l  at  once  our  country,  and  our  birth-place. 
Hall,  Spain !  Granada,  hail !  once  more  1  press 
Thy  sBDds  with  filial  awe,  land  of  my  fathers ! 

ZULJJIEZ. 

Tlwn  claim  your  rights  in  it !  O,  revered  Don  Alvar, 
Yet,  yet  give  up  your  all  too  gentle  purpose. 
It  ii  too  hoaudous !  reveal  yourself. 
And  let  the  guilty  meet  the  doom  of  guilt ! 

ALVAR. 

Remember,  Zulimez!  I  am  his  brother: 
lignred,  indeed !  O  deeply  ii^ured !  yet 
I's  brother. 

ZULUfXZ. 

Nobly-minded  Alvar! 
sore  but  gives  his  guilt  a  blacker  dye. 

ALVAE. 

behoves  it,  1  should  rouse  within  him 
!  that  I  sbouU  mve  bim  Uma  binrntiC 


If  that  be  gentle,  flRrops  balmy  dews 
Of  true  repentanae ;  but  if  proud  and  gloomy. 
It  is apoison-tree  diat,  piereed  U>  the  inmost, 
Weeps  only  tears.of  poison. 

'«A     ALVAS. 

And  of  a  brother, 
DaMfl  hold  this,  improved  ?  nor  make  one  eflbrt. 
To  save  him  7 — Hear  me,  friend!  I  have  yet  to  tell  diee, 
That  this  same  life,  which  he  conspired  to  take. 
Himself  once  rescued  from  the  angry  flood. 
And  at  the  imminent  hazard  of  his  own. 
Add  too  my  oath — 

ZUUMEZ. 

You  have  thrioe  told  already 
The  yean  of  afisence  and  of  secrecy. 
To  which  a  forced  oath  bound  youi  if  in  truth 
A  subom'd  murderer  have  the  power  to  dictate 
A  binding  oath — 

ALVAR. 

My  long  captivity 
Left  me  no  choice :  the  very  With  too  languish*d 
With  tlio  fond  Hope  that  nurwd  it;  the  sick  babe 
Droop'd  at  the  bosom  of  its  foroish'd  mother. 
But  (more  than  all)  Teresa's  perfidy; 
The  ossassin's  strong  assurance,  when  no  interest. 
No  motive  could  have  tempted  him  to  fidsehood : 
In  the  fint  pangs  of  his  awoken'd  conscience. 
When  with  abhorrence  of  his  own  Mack  purpose 
The  murderous  weapon,  pointed  at  my  breast, 
Fell  from  his  palsied  hand — 

ZULIMEZ. 


The  more 


Heavy  presumption ! 

ALVAR. 

It  weigh'd  not  with  me— Hark!  I  will  tell  thee  all: 
As  we  passed  by,  1  bade  thee  mark  the  bate 
Of  yonder  clifP— 

ZUUMEZ. 

That  rocky  seat  you  mean, 
Shaped  by  the  billows  ? — 

ALVAR. 

There  Teresa  met  me. 
The  morning  of  the  doy  of  my  departure. 
We  were  alone :  the  purple  hue  of  dawn 
Fell  from  the  kindling  cost  ashmt  upon  us. 
And,  blending  with  the  blushes  on  her  cheek, 
Sufiused  the  tear-drops  there  with  rosy  light 
There  seem'd  a  glory  round  us,  and  Teresa 
The  angel  of  the  vision !  {Then  wUh  agttatMon. 

Iladst  thou  seen 
How  in  each  motion  her  moat  innocent  soul 
Beam'd  forth  and  brighten'd,  thou  thyself  wouldst 

tell  me, 
Guilt  is  a  thing  impossible  in  her! 
She  must  be  innocent ! 

/  Proceed,  my  i/>m^ 
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ALVAR. 

A  portrait  which  dSe  had  procured  by  stealth 

(For  ever  then  it  seems  herlieart  ibrvboded 

Or  knew  Ordonio'i  moody  riv-alry), 

A  portrait  of  Imelf  with  thrilling  hand 

She  tied  around  my  neck,  conjuring  me 

W^th  eameat  prayen,  that  I  would  keep  it  aacrad 

To  my  own  Imowledge :  nor  did  she  denat. 

Till  ahe  had  won  a  aolemn  pronuse  from  me, 

That  (aave  my  own)  no  eye  ahould  e'er  behold  it 

"nil  my  retam.    Yet  tfaia  the  aauaain  knew,   ^ 

Knew  that  which  none  but  the  l^d  have  diacloaed. 


A  damning  proof! 

ALVAR. 

My  own  life  wearied  me ! 
And  bat  for  the  imperative  Vcnce  within, 
\IV^th  mine  own  hand  I  had  thrown  off  the  burthien. 
That  Voice,  which  qoell'd  me,  calm*d  me :  and-*! 

aought 
The  Belgic  atatea :  there  join*d  the  better  cauae ; 
And  there  too  fought  aa  one  ^t  courted  death! 
Wounded,  I  fell  among  the  dead  and  dying, 
In  death-like  trance :  a  long  impriacmroent  lbllow*d. 
The  fullncaa  of  my  anguiah  by  degrees 
Waned  to  a  meditative  melancholy ; 
And  atill,  the  more  J  muaed,  my  aoul  became 
More  doubtful,  more  perplex'd;  and  atill  Teresa, 
Ni|^  after  night,  she  visited  my  aleep, 
Now  aa  a  aaintly  auflbrer,  wan  and  tearful, 
Now  aa  a  aaint  in  glory  beckoning  to  me ! 
Tea,  atill,  aa  in  contempt  of  proof  and  reaaon, 
I  cherish  the  fond  faith  that  ahe  ia  guildeaa ! 
Hear  then  my  fiz'd  resolve :  Til  linger  here 
in  the  diaguise  of  a  Moreaco  chioflain. — 
Hie  Mooriah  robea  7 — 

ZUUMEK. 

All,  all  are  in  the  aea-cave. 
Some  furlong  hence.    I  bode  our  marinera 
Secrete  the  boat  there. 

ALVAR. 

Above  all,  the  picture 
or  the 


zuLunz. 
Be  aasured 
That  it  remains  uninjured. 

ALVAR. 

Thua  diag^ulaed, 
I  wUl  first  aeek  to  meet  Ordonio'e-^wt/e/ 
If  paaBib]^,  alone  too.    Thia  waa  her  wonted  walk. 
And  thia  the  hour ;  her  worda,  her  very  looks 
Will  acquit  her  or  convict 

ZUUMKZ. 

Will  they  not  know  you? 

ALVAR. 

With  your  aid,  fiiend,  I  shall  unfearingly 
Trust  the  diaguiae ;  and  aa  to  my  coroplezion. 
My  long  impriaonment,  the  acanty  food, 
Thia  acarr-HBuid  toil  beneath  a  bummg  aun, 
Have  done  already  half  the  business  for  ua. 
Add  too  my  jrouth,  when  laat  we  aaw  each  other. 
Manhood  has  swoln  my  cheat,  and  taught  my  voice 
A  hoarser  no(e-*Besides,  they  think  me  dead : 
And  what  the  mind  believes  impoerible. 
The  bodily  aenae  ia  alow  to  recognize. 

ZUUMEZ. 

TJBjmun,  Sir,  to  command ;  mine  to  obey. 


Now  U>  the  cave  beneath  the  vaultad  nek. 
Where  having  shaped  you  to  a  Hoorid 
I  will  seek  our  mariners ;  and  in  die  dnsk 
TruMJort  whate'er  we  need  to  fte  small  deU 
bi  me  Alpuzarras— there  where  Z^gri  lived. 

ALVAR. 

I  know  it  well :  it  is  the  obscurest  haimt 
Of  all  the  mountains—  [Balk  a 

Voices  at  a  distuee! 
Let  us  away ! 


SCENE  n. 

filler  Teresa  ojk2  Valdo. 


I  hold  Ordopio  dear;  he  is  your  mm. 
And  Alvini  Ibrother. 

VALDKZ. 

Lm  him  for  hhnseli! 
Nor  make  the  living  wrefotied  for  the  dead. 

TERESA. 

I  mourn  that  you  should  plead  in  vaiii,  Loid  Valdes; 
But  heaven  hath  heard  my  vow,  and  I  lemain 
Faithfiil  to  Alvar,  be  he  dead  or  living. 

VALDEZ. 

Ileaven  knows  with  what  delight  I  saw  your  loves^ 
And  could  my  heart's  blood  give  him  back  to  thee, 
I  would  die  smiling.     But  these  are  idle  thoughts; 
Thy  dying  father  comes  upon  my  soul 
With  that  same  look,  with  which  he  gave  thee  to  me; 
I  held  thee  in  my  arma  a  powerless  babe. 
While  thy  poor  mother  with  a  mute  entitsaty 
Fii'd  her  foint  eyes  on  mine.     Ah  not  for  thf«, 
That  I  should  let  thee  feed  thy  soul  with  gloom. 
And  with  slow  anguish  wear  away  thy  life. 
The  victim  of  a  useless  constancy. 
I  muat  not  aee  thee  wretched. 

TERESA. 

There  are  woea 
ni-barter'd  for  the  gariahness  of  joy ! 
If  it  be  wretched  with  an  untired  eye 
To  watch  thoae  akiey  tints,  and  this  green  ocean; 
Or  in  the  sultry  hour  beneath  some  rock. 
My  hair  diahevell'd  by  the  pleasant  searbieexe. 
To  shape  sweet  visions,  and  live  o'er  again 
All  post  hours  of  delight !  If  it  be  vnetched 
To  watch  some  bark,  and  foncy  Alvar  diere, 
To  go  through  each  minuteat  circumatance 
Of  the  blest  meeting,  and  to  frame  adventurea 
Moat  terrible  and  atninge,  and  hear  Mm  tell  than; 
*  (Aa  once  I  knew  a  crazy  Mooriah  m^M 
Who  dreat  her  in  her  buried  lover'a  clothes. 
And  o'er  the  smooth  spring  in  the  mountain  cleft 
Hung  with  her  lute,  and  play'd  the  aelf^same  tone 
He  used  to  play,  and  liaten'd  to  the  shadow 
Herself  had  made) — if  thia  be  wretchednos. 
And  if  indeed  it  be  a  wretched  thing 
To  trick  out  mine  o\%'n  death-bed,  and  imagine 
That  I  had  died,  died  just  ere  lua  return ! 
Then  see  him  liatening  to  my  constancy. 
Or  hover  round,  oa  ho  at  midnight  oft 


*  Hon  Valdes  bends  back,  and  smiles  at  her  _ 

which  Teresa  noticiof.  chocks  her  enthuaiam,  and  In  a  aoolb- 

!^  J**!^**'^'  ***»•  ««*  nuuiner.  apok>gizaa  for  b«  fum, 
by  the  tttb  tale  is  tha  panatkssis. 
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StB  on  my  gn?e  mid  gUBB  at  the  moon ; 

Or  haply,  is  amm  man  haammic  mood, 

T»  Imi  in  nndae,  and  with  choi<^  flowen 

Build  ap  a  bimar  wbeia  he  and  I  l^ght  dwell, 

And  ifaeie  ID  wait  h»  oonung !  t>  my  aire ! 

tty  Alfai^t  aire !  if  thia  be  wretchednea 

That  CM  amay  the  life,  what  were  it,  think  you. 

If  in  a  BMMt  amored  reality 

He  thooU  ratuin,  and  aee  a  brotfaer'a  infimt 

Snile  at  him  from  my  aims  f 

Oh,  what  a  thought!  [Chuping  her  forehead. 

▼ALDBZ. 

A  tkragfat?  even  w!  mena  thought!  an  empty  thought 
Hie  Yeiy  wedL  h^promiied  his  retain  ^ 

Wim  itiMit  diflOia  busy  joyT  la  see  him, 
After  those  three  jreais*  traveb !  we  had  no  fiMia— 
The  frequent  tidings,  the  ne'er>&iling  letter. 
Almost  endear'd  his  absence !  Tet  the  gladness. 
The  tumult  of  our  joy !  What  then  if  now 

VALDBZ. 

O  power  of  yuilifte  feed  on  pleasant  tfaon^^ils, 
Sfiiie  of  coDYidiao!  I  am  old  and  heartless ! 
Yea.  I  am  old — ^I  have  no  pliaaant  &nciea— 
Hectie  and  unrefireah'd  wi&  rostr 

TBKESA  {vHh  great  teniemeu) 

Myfether! 


Hie  sober  truth  is  all  too  mndi  fir  me ! 

I  lee  no  sail  which  brings  not  la  iiqr  mind 

The  home-bound  baric  in  iduch  my  son  was  captured 

By  i!he  Algerina    to  penh  with  his  capton ! 


Oh  no !  he  did  not ! 

VALDEZ. 

Captured  in  sight  of  land ! 
From  yon  hill  point,  nay,  from  our  castle  watch-tower 
We  Dught  have  seen 

TKRE8A. 

His  capture,  not  his  death. 

▼ALDKZ. 

Alss !  how  apdy  thou  fbrgett'st  a  tale 
'  Thou  ne*er  didst  wish  to  learn .'  my  brave  Oidonio 
Saw  both  the  pirate  and  his  prize  go  down, 
In  the  aame  slonn  that  baffled  his  own  valor, 
And  thus  twice  inatch'd  a  brother  from  his  hopes : 
Gallant  Ordonio !  {pauecM;  then  tenderly).   O  beloved 

Teresa! 
WouUst  thou  best  prove  thy  fiiith  to  generous  Alvar, 
And  moat  delight  his  spirit,  go,  make  thou 
His  brodier  happy,  moke  his  aged  father 
Sink  10  the  grave  in  joy. 

TERESA. 

For  mercy's  sake, 
Praas  me  no  more !  I  have  no  power  to  love  him. 
Ks  proud  fbrlndding  eye,  and  his  dark  brow, 
Chill  me  like  dew  damps  of  the  unwholesome  night : 
My  k>ve,  a  timorous  and  tender  flower, 
Closea  beneath  his  touch. 

VALDEZ. 

Tou  wrong  him,  maiden! 
Tou  wrong  lum,  by  my  soul !  Nor  was  it  well 
To  dbaracter  by  such  unkindly  phrases 
The  alir  and  workings  of  that  love  for  you 
Which  he  has  toil'd  to  smother,    Twas  not  well, 
Nor  is  it  gnOefiil  in  you  to  Inget 


His  wounds  and  perilous  voyages,  and  how 

With  an  heroic  fearlcssnem  of  danger 

He  roem'd  the  coast  of  Afnc  for  your  Alvar. 

It  was  not  well — You  have  moved  me  even  to  leanL 

TKaRSA.  • 

Oh  pardon  me,  Lord  VaUez!  pardon  m! 

It  was  a  foolish  and  ungrsteful  speech, 

A  most  ungrateful  speech !  But  I  am  huiped 

Beyond  myself,  if  I  but  hear  of  oner 

Who  aims  to  rival  Alvar.    Were  we  not 

Bom  in  one  day,  like  twins  of  the  i^Mie  parent? 

Nursed  in  one  cradle  f  Pardon  me,  mjf  father ! 

A  ik  years'  absence  is  a  heavy  thing, 

Yet  still  the  Nbpe  survives 

VALDEZ  {JUxAing  forward). 
Hush!  'tis  Monviedro. 

TEKESA 

The  Inquisitor !  on  what  new  scent  of  bkwd  f 

Eater  Ronviedro  with  Alhadea. 

MOirviEDRO  [hamng  frsL  made  hU  cUuanee  to 
Valdez  and  Teresa). 

Peace  and  tb#truth  be  widi  ydu!  Good  my  Loid, 
|dy  pt— ht  need  is  with  your  son. 

.  [LmkU^  forward. 
We  have  hit  the  time.    Hera  oodiBl he !  Yes,  'tis  he. 


Enter  Jrcm  the  cpposite  ndt  Don  Qrdonxo. 

My  Lord  Ordonio,  this  Moresco  woman 
(Alhadm  is  her  name)  asks  audience  of  yoa. 

ordonio. 
Hail,  reverend  father !  what  may  be  the  baaineisf 

monviedro. 
My  Lord,  on  strong  suspicion  of  relapse 
To  liis  false  creed,  so  recently  abjured, 
The  secret  servantii  of  the  inquisition 
Have  seized  her  husband,  and  at  my  command 
To  the  supreme  tribunal  would  have  led  him» 
But  that  he  made  appeal  to  you,  my  Lord, 
As  surety  for  his  soundness  in  the  faith. 
Though  lessen'd  by  experience  what  small  trust 
The  asseverations  of  these  Moors  deserve. 
Yet  still  the  deference  to  Ordonio's  name, 
Nor  less  the  wish  to  prove,  with  what  high  honor 
The  Holy  Church  rcganln  her  faithful  soldiers. 

Thus  for  prevail'd  with  mo  that 

ordonio. 

Revereni^  fitther, 
I  am  much  beholden  to  your  high  opinion. 
Which  so  o'erprizes  my  light  services. 

[Then  to  Alhadra. 
I  would  that  I  could  serve  you ;  but  in  truth 
Your  face  is  new  to  me. 

MONVIEDRO. 

My  mind  foretold  me. 
That  such  would  be  the  event  In  truth.  Lord  Valdes, 
Twas  little  probable,  that  Don  Ordonio, 
That  your  illustrious  son,  who  fought  so  bravely 
Some  four  years  since  to  quell  these  rebel  Moors, 
Should  prove  the  patron  of  this  infidel ! 
The  guarantee  of  a  Muresco's  faith ! 
Now  I  return. 

alhadra. 

My  Lord,  my  husband's  name 

blmdon.  (Ordonio  «tort«.V-Xo\iTO«jwiMia^ti^x 
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Three  yeui  ago^  three  yean  this  very  week, 
Ton  left  him  at  Almeria. 

MONVIKDRO. 

Palpably  &1m  ! 
Thia  very  n^ek,  three  yean  ago,  my  Il>rd  I 

(You  needs  Mbt  recollect  it  by  your  wound). 
You  were  at  sea,  aod  there  engaged  the  pinte% 
The  sw4^ri  doubdeas  of  your  brother  Alvarl 

[Tdubia  looJkf  at  MoNvnnao  with  dUgMMkmi 
komr,  OanoNio's  appearance  to  be  nnffMrf 
framStkat  faUoMm.  9f 

MONViKittO  to  Valdkz,  and  pointing  at  Ovwmo). 


ALHADIA. 

Not  till  my  husband's  five !  I  may  not  do  iL 
I  win  stay  here. 

1UB8A  ((cmde). 
IWM  is  this  Isidore  I 


VALDKZ. 


J 


Dnil^itair! 


Widi  your  permission,  my  dear  Lord, 

I  'U  loiter  yet  awhile  t'  eqjoy  the  see  hreaw 

•  [£jmml  Valdkz.  Montikdro,  aatf  QRDoaia 

ALHADBl. 


O Heavens!  If  J— doted?  (then  recowritigMmaelfy 

Yes!  IdUedrnmoL 
[Oroonio  walks  to  the  end  o^lke  Mage, 
ViteKZ  fUlouM,  toothing  fdm. 

TKRXSA  {her  tjfe  fcUomng  ORDomo). 
I  do  not,  can  nok,  li^e  him.    is  my  heothud?.^ 
Is  my  heart  hard  f  that  even  now  the  duN^K    '-, 
Should  ibrce  ilsdf  opoftmeT^Yct  I  feel  U! 

MOimKDRO. 

The  drops  did  start  and  stand  upon  his  forehead ! 

I  will  return.    In  very  truth,  I  grieve 

To  have  been  the  occasion.   IIo!  attend  me,  woman ! 

ALflADRA  (to  Teresa). 
O  gende  lady !  make  the  &ther  stay, 
Vatfl  my  Lord  recover.    I  am  sure. 
That  he  will  say  he  is  my  husband's  friend. 

TERESA. 

Stay,  father!  stay!  my  Lord  will  soon  recover. 

ORDONio  ((u  they  return,  to  Valdez). 
Strange,  that  this  Monviodro 
Should  have  the  power  so  to  distemper  me ! 

VALDEZ. 

Nay,  'twas  an  amiable  weakness,  son ! 

MO.NVIEDRO. 

My  Lord,  I  truly  grieve 

ORDONIO. 

Tut !  name  it  not 
A  sudden  seizure,  father!  think  not  of  it. 
As  to  this  woman's  hiiKbond,  I  do  know  him. 
I  know  him  well,  and  that  he  in  a  Christian. 

MONVIEDRO. 

I  hope,  my  Lord,  your  merely  human  pity 
Doth  not  prevail 

ORDOMO. 

'Tis  certain  that  he  ira«  a  Catholic ; 

What  changes  may  have  happcn'd  in  three  yean, 

I  cannot  say ;  but  grant  me  diis.  good  father : 

Myself  I'll  sift  him :  if  I  find  him  sound, 

You'll  grant  me  your  authority  and  name 

To  liberate  his  house. 

MONVIEDRO. 

Your  zeal,  ray  Lord, 
And  your  late  merits  in  this  holy  warfiire. 
Would  authorize  an  ampler  trust — you  have  it 

ORDONIO. 

I  will  attend  you  home  within  an  hour. 

VALDEZ. 

Meuttime,  return  with  us  and  take  refreshment 


MOjminRofr  Vald^  Hah!  there  he  goes!  a  bitter  ^nne  91  with  hi.. 

What !  IS  he  Ul,  my  Lord?  how  strange  he  looks!    I     ^^j^^,  «- .     ^ 

JAMJUEZ  (angrily).  ^^- —  -        -    -•      -       —      -     ...     

Ton  preas'd  up^Aim  too  abruptly,  frther. 
The  frte  of  onefon  whom,  you  know,  he  ^^o^ 

ORDONIO  [elarting  at  in  tudden  agiiatiom). 


{Thenastf  retMMectingherteiffamdwkkatimiihe^ 

You  hate  him,  don't  yon,  lady  t   ^ 

TKEKBA  (perceiving  that  Alhadra  is  conidsifs  sle  tai  ' 

^IKfken  imprudently). 
Oh  fear  not  me !  my  heart  is  sad  for  yon. 

alhadra. 
ThmB  All  nxiuisiton !  these  soiib 
As  I  came  on.  his  (ace  so 
That  ever  and  anon  1  clutch'd 
And  h«lf  vnshealhed  it '  .^  i« 

TERESA. 

w  Be  more  calm,  I  pray  yon. 

ALBADRA. 

And  as  he  walked  along  the  narrow  path 

Close  by  the  mountain's  edge,  my  soul  grpw  eager ; 

Twas  with  hard  toil  I  mode  myself  remember 

That  his  Familian  held  my  balxss  and  husband. 

To  have  leapt  upon  him  with  a  tiger's  plunge, 

And  huri'd  him  down  the  rugged  precipice, 

O,  it  had  been  most  sweet! 

TERESA. 

Hush!  hush  for  shame! 
Where  is  your  woman's  heart  f 

ALHADRA. 

O  gentle  lady ! 
You  have  no  skill  to  guess  my  many  wrongs. 
Many  and  strange !  Besides  (ironioaUy\  I  am  a  Chris- 
tian, 
And  Christians  never  pardon — 'tis  their  fidth! 

TERESA. 

Shame  fiiU  on  those  who  so  have  shown  it  to  thee ! 

ALHADRA. 

I  know  that  man ;  'tis  well  ho  knows  not  me. 
Five  yean  ago  (and  he  "vte^  the  prime  agent). 
Five  yean  ago  the  holy  brethren  seized  me. 

TERESA. 

What  might  your  crime  be  ? 

ALHADRA. 

I  was  a  Moreaco! 
They  cast  me,  then  a  ynimg  and  nurring  mother. 
Into  a  dimgcon  of  their  prison-home. 
Where  was  no  bed,  no  fire,  no  ray  of  light. 
No  touch,  no  eound  of  comfort !  The  black  air. 
It  was  a  toil  to  breathe  it !  when  the  door. 
Slow  opening  at  the  appointed  hour,  disclosed 
One  human  countenance,  the  lamp's  red  flame 
Cower'd  as  it  enter'd,  and  at  once  sunk  down. 
Oh  miserable !  by  that  lamp  to  see 
My  infant  quarrelling  with  the  coarse  hard  bread 
Brought  daily :  for  the  litde  wretch  was  sickly— 
My  rage  had  dried  away  its  natural  food. 
I  In  daxkness  I  lemain'd — the  dull  bell  counting. 
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Which  baply  toU 

Wm 

My 

And 


{•JJ** 


AiliflBAe  all-cheering  Sun 
laii>^|ben  I  doq^, 
"nngtf*  with  niy  ikamhctiH^ 
yon  igpe  a  motliar,'  hady, 

innocent  babf  in  anger. 


OBHfW!  it  ii  IH>  horrible  lo  hear. 

"^^UAnRA. 

tlwitlhanttMRr  '^J 
ndi  aa  foai^H  hear  U 


IWlandi 
WhitNi 


And 


Tm  mM  iC  kngth  nkHed  f 


'^ji  most  right 
hear  it — ^Know  you  not, 
yoQ  npm,  the  bidi  you  Jheal  ? 
nat  IV«Ad|l|MreM  them, 
jili#i%lfcnnince. 


Yea,aibngih 


ren! 


''^'  *A    ze%  a|  lang 
P    I  iftw  Am  UflMd  arch  of  ft  wholeWvi 

TwaatlM  fine  time  my  infeittmilad.    Nomore^ 
Ar  ir  I  dvrell  upon  dnt  maoMil,  I^, 
A  ttaaca  eomei  on  which  makes  me  o'er  again 
^jjgji  I  dMD  wai    my  knaea  hang  loose  and  drag, 
yflRbl  Of  Up  ftlls  with  nch  an  idiot  laugh, 
nat  yoa  would  start  and  diudder ! 


your  husband — 

ALHAIMU. 

A  Bonfli's  tmprisoDment  would  kill  him,  Lady. 


Aka,  poor  man! 

ALHADKA. 

He  hath  a  Bon's  courage, 
Fearless  in  act,  but  feeble  in  endurance; 
Unfit  tor  txNsterous  times,  with  gentle  heart 
He  worships  Nature  in  the  hill  ana  valley, 
Not  knowing  what  he  loves,  but  loves  it  oil — 

Enter  Altak  disposed  a$  a  Moresoo,  ani  in  Mooruk 

garmaUi. 

TERESA. 

Know  yoa  that  stately  Moor  7 

alhadra. 

I  know  him  not : 
But  doubt  not  he  w  some  Moresco  chieAoin, 
Who  hides  himself  among  the  Alpuxarras. 

TERESA. 

Hie  Alpuxams  7    Does  ho  know  his  danger, 
Senear  this  seat  I 

ALHADRA. 

Ho  wean  the  Moorish  robes  too, 
As  in  defiance  of  the  royal  edict 

[Albabra  advancrs  to  Aia'ar,  who  has  walked  to 
ike  back  of  tke  elage  near  the  rocks.  Teresa 
dropi  kerveU. 

ALHADRA. 

Gallant  Morasco !  An  inquisitor, 

of  known  hatred  to  our  race 


ALVAR  {inierrupting  her). 
Ton  have  mistaken  me.    I  am  a  Christian. 

ALHADRA. 

He  daemi,  that  we  are  plotting  to  ensnare  him : 
Speak  to  lum,  IjMly—- nme  can  hear  you  wpeek. 
And  not  believe  you  innocent  of  guile. 


•i  TERESA. 

If  ^mght  enforce  you  to  concealment.  Sir 

ALHADRA. 

He  trembles  strangely.         '    ^ 

[Alvar  aH[M4||  *^  ^^'  kit  face  in  hie  robe. 

^     V^'  ^^  ^^^  disturbed  hinu 

^        [Approaches  nearer  to  hiwL 
I  pray  jrou  think  uniVhds — uncow^  your  (ace. 
For  yoiMBem  fiiint,  Bd  Uie  night  bi^ze  blows  healing. 
I  Dravjnlnink  usTricnds ! 

•  ^^^    AhYAK  {raising  his  head). 

A  Calm,  very  calm ! 

Tis  aU  too  tranquil  ibr  reality ! 
And  she  spoke  to  me  with  her  innocent  voice, 
That  voice,  that  innocent  voice !  She  is  no  traitresi ! 

TERESA. 

Let  us  retire.  (Haughtily  to  Alhadra). 

[7^y  advarux  to  tke  front  of  the  Stage. 
ajlhadra  (with  scorn). 
He  is  indeed  a  Caristian. 

alvar  (aside). 
She  deems  me  dead,  yet  wears  no  mourning  garment ! 
Why  should*  m]»  brother's — wife— wear  mourning 
'«g4if)^its7 

[TbTERXSA. 

Your  perdon,  noble  dome !  that  I  disturb'd  you : 
I  had  just  started  from  a  frightful  dream. 

TERESA. 

Dreams  tell  but  of  the  Past,  and  yet,  'tis  said. 
They  prophesy — 

ALVAR. 

The  Post  lives  o'er  again 
In  its  eflects,  and  to  tlic  guilty  spirit 
The  evcr-fro^^ning  Present  is  its  image. 

TERESA. 

Traitress!  (Then aside). 

What  sudden  spell  o'ermostera  me  7 
Why  seeks  lie  rae,  shunning  the  Moorish  woman  7 
[Teresa  looks  round  uneasily,  but  gradually  be- 

comes  attentive  as  Alvar  proceeds  in  the 

next  speech. 

ALVAR. 

I  dreamt  I  had  a  friend,  on  whom  I  leant 
With  blindest  trust,  and  a  betrothed  maid, 
Whom  I  was  wont  to  call  not  mine,  but  mc : 
F'or  mine  own  self  seom'd  nothing,  hu'king  her. 
TluR  moid  so  idolized  that  trusted  friend 
Dishonor'd  in  my  absence,  soul  and  body ! 
Fear,  following  guilt,  tempted  to  blocker  guilt. 
And  murderers  were  siilwm'd  against  my  life. 
But  by  my  looks,  and  most  impassion'd  words, 
I  roused  tho  \irtuos  that  are  dead  in  no  man, 
Kvon  in  the  awossins'  hearts !  they  mode  their  tcrms^ 
And  tlumk'd  me  for  redeeming  them  from  murder. 

ALHADRA. 

You  are  lost  in  thought :  hear  him  no  more,  sweet  Lady ! 

TERESA. 

From  mom  to  night  I  am  myself  a  dreamer. 
And  slight  things  bring  on  mc  the  idle  mood ! 
Well,  Sir,  what  happen'd  then  7 

ALVAR. 

On  a  rude  rock, 
A  rock,  methought,  fast  by  a  grove  of  firs. 
Whose  thready  leaves  to  the  low-breathing  gale 
Made  a  soft  sound  roost  like  the  dVaUml  occ«v« 
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I  ■tay'd  tf  thoagh  the  hour  of  death  were  paii'dp 
And  I  won  atting  in  tho  worid  of  spirit*—       •  ^ 
For  all  thingH  M?ein*d  unreal!  Thoro  I  Mte — 
The  dewB  fell  clainmy,  and  the  night  ieecended, 
fibck.  niltiy,  cloee !  and  ere  tlMMi^^^ught  hour, 
A  ■torm  came  on,  mingling  all  wwub  of  fear, 
That  woodfl,  and  sky,  and  4bUttains,  eeeiiifd  one 

havoc.  ' 

The  second  flash  of  lightningdiow'd  a  tree 
Hard  by  me,  newly  scathed.     I  lose  tumultuou*: 
My  soul  woi1c*d  high.  I  bared  my  head  *  dtf  stonn. 
And,  with  loud  voice  and  clamorons  ago^,"*  -  « 
Kneeling  I  pray'd  tu  the  great  Spirit  that  mAde  me, 
Pmy'd  that  Kicmorse  might  fasten  on  their  Aarts, 
And  cling  with  poiitonous  tooth,  uioxtricable 
As  the  gored  lion's  bUe ! 

TKM8A  {ikvddering). 

A  fimrful  curw ! 

ALHADIU  (/mWy). 
Bnt  dreamt  you  not  that  you  rotum'4  and  kill'd  them? 
Dreamt  you  of  no  revenge  f 

ALVAK  (Ai«  voice  tremUinff,  and  in  tones  of  deep  diMreu). 

U)he  would  have  died, 
Died  in  her  gnilt — perchance  by  h6r  own  hands ! 
And  bending  o'er  her  solf-inllictod  wounds^ 
I  might  have  met  tlio  enl  glance  of  frenzy, 
And  leapt  myself  into  an  unblest  grave ! 
I  proy'd  for  the  pumshmc^nt  that  cleanses  hearts: 
For  still  I  loved  her ! 

ALIIADRA. 

And  you  droamt  all  thisf 

TERESA. 

My  soul  is  full  of  visions  all  as  wild ! 

AUIADRA. 

There  is  no  room  in  this  heart  for  puling  lovo-tolos. 
TERESA  {lifUi  vp  her  vri7,  and  advances  to  Alvar). 
Stranger,  iarewoU !  I  guem  not  wlio  you  ore. 
Nor  why  you  so  addrcsw'd  your  tale  to  me. 
Your  mien  w  noble,  and,  I  own,  porplox'd  me 
With  obscure  mcnxkry  of  something  past. 
Which  still  escaped  my  eflbrtii,  or  presented 
Tricks  of  a  fancy  pnraper'd  with  long  wisliing. 
If,  as  it  sometimes  hiippciiB,  our  rude  startling 
Whilst  your  full  heart  was  shaping  out  its  dream. 
Drove  yim  to  this,  your  not  ungentle  wildncss— 
You  have  my  sympathy,  and  so  farewell ' 
But  if  some  undiHoover'd  wnmgs  oppress  you, 
And  you  need  strength  to  flrag  them  into  light, 
The  generous  Valdcz,  and  my  Lord  Ordonio, 
Have  arm  and  will  to  aid  a  noble  sufferer ; 
Nor  shall  you  wont  my  favorable  pleading. 

[Exeunt  Teresa  and  Alhadra. 

ALVAR  (fllanc). 
T'm  strange !  It  cannot  be!  my  Lord  Ordonio! 
Her  Lord  Ordonio!  Nay,  1  will  not  do  it! 
I  cuned  him  once — and  one  curse  is  enough ! 
How  bad  she  look'd,  and  pale !  but  not  like  guilt — 
And  her  calm  tones— Hwect  as  a  song  of  mercy ! 
If  the  bod  spirit  rctain'd  his  angel's  voice, 
Ilell  scarce  were  Hell.     And  why  not  innocent  ? 
Who  meant  to  mimier  me.  might  well  cheat  her? 
But  ere  she  married  him,  he  had  stain'd  her  hcmor ; 
Ah  !  there  I  am  hamper'd.     W^iat  if  llus  were  a  lie 
Framed  by  tlic  assassin  ?  Who  should  tell  it  Atm, 
If  it  wore  truth  ?  Ordonio  would  not  tell  him. 
Yifi  irhy  one  lie  7  nJJ  else,  I  hum>,  was  truth. 


No  ilart,  no  jealousy  of  0kamg  oomciaiee  t 
And  she  referred  to  sm    JnSfy,  metlioughl !     . 
CoSld  she  walk  horaif  aha  had  been  m  teMtt— f 
Here,  where  we  play^l*  together  in  our  eUldlmil 
Hare,  where  wp  plighted  vowif   wiia^  har  crii 

cheek  u, 

Received  my  la|l  kiss,  when  wMk  ■qppMiU 
She  had  fmnied  m  my  aims?  It  canfltt  be!  * 
Tis  not  in  Nature!  I  will  die,  bdieving  v 

That  I  shall  meet  her  where  no  evil  is. 
No  treachery,  mMop  dasli'dAam  the  hp^ 
I'll  haunt  this  sfline  no  mon^Hve  ibe  in  peaoa! 
Her  husband — ay,  her  kutband  ! '9SKy  dkia  h^ 
New  mould  his,  cank^^  tW^ '  ^^^"M  J**^  Hmvo^ 
That  I  may  pi«y  fori^  jfoririii]^  fanhlir! 


ACTIL 

SCSNE  L 

A  w3d  and  mumniaineus  Country,   ORDomo 
DORE  are  diacowred,  wuppoMd  at  «  JMb 
from  Iudork's  houtt. 

ORDONIO. 

Hera  we  may  stop :  your  house  distincf  in 
Yet  wo  secured  from  listenen. 

isn>0RK. 

Now  indeed 
jlify  house !  and  it  looks  cheerful  as  the  clusfent 
Basking  in  sunshine  on  yon  vine-clad  rock. 
That  overbrows  it !  Patron !  Friend !  Preserver! 
Thrice  have  you  saved  my  life.    Once  in  the 
You  gave  it  me :  next  rescued  me  from  soictde^ 
When  for  my  follies  I  was  made  to  wander, 
With  mouths  to  feed,  and  not  a  nKMsel  for  them 
Now,  but  iw  you.  a  dungeon's  slimy  stones 
Had  been  my  bed  and  pillow. 

ORDONIO. 

Good  Isidore! 
Why  this  to  me  ?  It  is  enough,  you  know  it 

ISIDORE. 

A  common  trick  of  Gratitude,  my  Lord, 
Seeking  to  ease  her  own  full  heart 

ORDONIO. 

Enoiight 
A  debt  repoid  ceases  to  bo  a  debt. 
You  have  it  in  your  power  to  serve  me  greatty. 

ISIDORE. 

And  how,  my  Lord  7  I  pray  you  to  name  die  thii^ 
I  would  climb  up  an  ice-glaz'd  precipice 
To  pluck  a  weed  you  fancied ! 

ORDONIO  (iM/A  embarrasameni  and  hesUatun). 

Why— that— Lady^ 

ISIDORE. 

Tis  now  three  years,  my  Lord,  since  last  I  saw  yoa* 
Have  you  a  son,  my  Lord  7 

ORDONia 

O  miserable—        [Amdt 
Isidore !  you  are  a  man.  and  know  mankind. 
I  told  you  what  i  wish'd — now  for  the  truth  ! — 
She  lov'd  the  man  you  kill'd. 

ISIDORE  (looking  as  suddenly  aJarmeJ). 

You  jest,  my  Loid  ? 

ORDONIO. 

And  till  his  death  is  proved,  sho  will  not  wed  me. 
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Comtf,  oome!  this  fboleiy 
i^faAjloolu:  |iq^^eandHOwiiiit! 

nnxms. 
■r  iSuM,  uid  any  thing  more  grievoug 
m,  wsf  Lord — ^but  bow  euk  I  |trve  you  here  7 

OEDOlflO,' 

m  cm  uttenRU  iipieiiilit[estiii« 
igmJiBt  ^ummat,  make  myatariouB  ontioB— • 

laiDOUB. 

Jl«  Of  Lon]^  JE  ^o  not  comprehend  you. 

QRD0N10. 

t  teims,  yon  can  play  the  sorcerer. 
li  no  fiiidi  in  Ho^  Cltarch,  'tis  true : 
-91  tchooVd  her  inmfe  newer  nonsense ! 
1  a  tale  of  spirits  wofk*  upon  her. 
I  lane  enthosiast».ieiisiti^» 
» md  cannot  keep  the  tears  in  her^ejre : 
eh  do  love  the  marteUous  too  well 
boliere  it    We  will  wind  up  her  &ney 
strange  muaic»  tiMt  she  knows  not  of^— 
ones  of  ihinkiifSpense,  and  mummery, 
MTe,  as  one  sura  tokm  of  his  death, 
Htrait,  which  from  off  the  dead  man's  neck 
thee  take,  the  trophy  of  Ihy  conquest 


lat  be  a  sure  sign  t 

OMDOKUk 

Beyond  suspickm. 

caraBing  hini,  her  &Tor'd  lover 
oe  base  spell  he  had  bewitch'd  her  senses), 
lisper^d  snch  dark  fears  of  mo,  forsooth, 
le  this  heart  pour  gall  into  my  veins. 

she  coyly  bcmnd  it  round  his  neck, 
ide  him  promne  silence ;  and  now  holds 
cret  of  the  existence  of  this  portrait, 
I  only  to  her  lover  and  herself, 
lad  traced  her,  stolen  unnoticed  on  tfiem, 
isuspected  saw  and  heard  the  whole. 

ISinORE. 

w  I  diould  have  cunted  the  man  who  told  me 
mid  ask  aught,  my  Lord,  and  I  refuse 
a  1  cannot  do. 

ORDONIO. 

lies  your  scruple  ? 

lainoRK  (with  alammering). 

Why — why,  my  Lord ! 
low  you  told  mo  that  the  lady  loved  you, 
ved  yon  with  incautiouM  tenderness ; 
'  the  young  man,  her  betrothed  husband, 
ed,  yourself,  and  she,  and  the  honor  of  both 
lerii^  Now,  though  with  no  tenderer  scruples 
hose  which  being  native  to  the  heart, 
hose,  my  Lord,  which  merely  being  a 

lONio  {aUmdt  though  to  express  his  coniempi 

he  speaks  in  the  third  person). 
llow  is  a  Man — he  kilVd  for  hire 
bom  he  knew  not,  yet  bos  tender  scruples ! 

[Then  turning  to  iBtDOVL 
doubts,  these  fears,  thy  whine,  thy  stammer- 

f— 

wl !  thou  blunder'st  through  the  book  of  guilt, 
g  thf  vtUanjr.  i 


isinoRK. 

My  Lord — my  Lord, 
I  can  bear  much — yes,  very  much  from  you ! 
But  there 's  a  point  where  sufiersnee  is  meanness : 
I  am  no  villain— never  kiQ'd  fiir  hira-^ 
My  gralitad»-^— 

ORDomo. 
O  ay — ^your  gratitude ! 
Twas  a  well-sounding  word — ^what  have  yoii  done 
with  it? 

ifinouB. 
Who  profiers  his  past  favors  for  my  virtne— 
ORDONio  {with  bitter  scorn). 

Virtue! 

ISIDORE. 

Tries  to  o*erreach  me— is  a  very  sharper, 
And  should  not  speak  of  gratitude,  my  Lord. 
I  knew  not  'twas  your  brother ! 

ORDONIO  (alarmett). 

And  who  told  joaf 

I81D0RK. 

He  himself  told.  me. 

OSDOKIO. 

Vkl  you  talked  with  him ! 
And  Ifaoae,  die  two  Morescoes  who  were  with  yon! 

ISIDORE. 

Both  fell  in  a  night-brawl  at  M«i»gp 
ORDONio  (in  a  Iosd  voieey. 

My  broiher— 

ISIDORE. 

Yes,  my  Lnd,  I  could  not  tell  yoo ! 

I  thrust  away  the  thought— 4t  drove  me  wild. 

But  listen  to  me  now—- I  pray  you  listen 

ORDONIO. 

Villain!  no  more!  Ill  hear  no  more  of  it 

ISIDORE. 

My  Lord,  it  much  imports  your  fhture  safety 
That  you  should  hoar  it 

ORDONio  {tttming  tfjrom  Isidore.) 
Amnot  Ja  Man! 
T  is  as  it  should  bo !  tut — the  deed  itself 
Was  idle,  and  these  oiler-pangs  still  idler ! 

ISIDORE. 

We  met  him  in  die  very  place  you  inentioo*d. 
Hard  by  a  grove  of  fir^— 

ORDONIO. 

Enough— enough— 

ISIDORE. 

He  fought  us  valiantly,  and  wounded  all ; 
In  fine,  compell'd  a  parley. 

ORDONIO  {sigldng,  as  if  lost  in  thought). 

Alvar!  brother! 

ISIDORE. 

He  ofler*d  me  his  purse— 

ORDONIO  {wA  eager  suspicion). 
Yes? 

ISIDORE  {indignandy). 

Yes — ^I  spum'd  it^— 
He  promised  us  I  know  not  what— 4n  vain.' 
Then  with  a  look  ond  voice  that  overawed  roe. 
He  said,  What  mean  you,  friends?  My  life  is  dear: 
I  have  a  brother  and  a  promised  wife. 
Who  make  life  dear  to  me— and  if  I  foil* 
That  brother  will  roam  earth  and  hell  for  ven^eane^ 
There  was  a  likenesa  in  his  fee©  to  ^>na; 
I  oak'd  bit  brother's  name  -.  be  mid— Oie«)icdo« 
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ouMmip. 
Doubdfias  you  queitioD^  him  t» 


Son  of  Lord  Valdei !  I  had  well-nigh  ikinted. 
At  length  I  wid  (if  that  indeed  /  said  it. 
And  Uiat  no  Spirit  made  my  tongue  iti  organ), 
lliat  woman  is  dishonor *d  by  that  brother. 
And  he  the  man  who  sent  us  to  destroy  you^ 
He  drove  a  thrust  at  me  in  rage.     I  fold  him, 
He  wne  her  portrait  round  his  neck.    He  look'd 
As  he  had  been  made  of  the  rock  that  propt  his 

back- 
Ay,  just  as  you  look  now — only  less  j^iastly ! 
At  length,  recovering  from  his  trance,  he  threw 
His  sword  away,  and  bade  us  take  his  life. 
It  was  not  worth  his  keeping. 

ORDONIO. 

And  you  kill'd  him  ? 
Oh  blood-hounds!  may  eternal  vnraitk  flame  round 

you! 
He  was  hu  Maker's  Image  undefaced !       [A  jxntse. 
It  seiies  me — by  Hell,  I  will  go  on ! 
What— wouldst  thou  stop,  man  f  thy  pale  looks  won't 

save  thee !  [A  pause, 

Ch  cold—- cold— cold !  shot  through  with  icy  cold ! 

isiDORK  (fldde). 
Wore  he  alive,  he  had  retum'd  ere  now — 
The  consequence  the  same— dead  through  his  plot- 
ting! 

ORDONIO. 

O  this  unutterable  dying  away — ^hero — 

Tliis  sicknesB  of  the  heart !  [A  paute. 

What  if  I  went 
And  lived  in  a  hollow  tomb,  and  fed  on  weeds  f 
Ay !  that's  the  road  to  heaven !  O  fool !  fool !  fool ! 

[A  paute. 
What  have  I  done  but  that  which  nature  destined. 
Or  the  blind  elements  stirr'd  up  within  me  7 
If  good  were  meant,  why  were  we  made  these  Be- 
ings? 
And  if  not  meant — 

ISIDORE. 

Tou  are  disturb'd,  my  Lord ! 
ORDONIO   (storft,  looks  at  him  wildly;  then,  a/ler  a 

pause,  during  whit^  his  features  are  fonxd  into 

a  smUe). 
A  gust  of  the  soul !  i'  faith,  it  overset  me. 

0  'twos  all  folly — all !  idle  as  laughter! 
Now,  Isidore!  I  swear  that  thou  sholt  aid  me. 

ISIDORE  (in  a  low  voice). 
Ill  perish  fint! 

ORDONIO. 

What  dost  thou  mutter  off 

ISIDORE. 

Some  of  your  ser\imts  know  mc,  I  am  certain. 

ORDONIO. 

There's  some  sense  in  that  scruple ;  but  we  11  mask 
you. 

ISIDORE. 

They  H  know  my  gait :  but  stay !  last  night  I  watch'd 
A  stranger  near  the  ruin  in  the  wood, 
Who  as  it  seom'd  was  gathering  herbs  and  wild  flow- 
ers. 

1  had  fbllow'd  him  at  distance,  seen  him  scale 
Its  western  wall,  and  by  on  easier  entrance 
Stole  afler  him  unnoticed.    There  I  mark'd. 
That,  'mid  the  chequer-H-ork  of  light  and  shade. 
With  curious  choice  he  pluck'd  no  other  flowers 
But  those  on  which  the  moonlight  fell :  and  once 

I  heard  him  muttering  o'er  the  plant    A  viizard— 
Sam^gBODt  slave  prowling  here  for  dark  employment 


A  strqpgo  reply ! 


'"Twasmy , 

Having  fast  traced  h^tooaward  to  his  huBL   .  #j 
Bu^  lo !  the  stem  DoiAJAn,  whose  spies 
iSrii  everywhere,  already  (as  it  seem'd) 
Had  given  oomnission  to  his  apt  ftmiliar 
To  seek  and  ma^flfi^e  Moor ;  who  now  ret 
Was  by  this  tryutt  ngmJ^jtfttFd  midway. 
I,  dreading  freAybspfcMjfcjhid  near  him 
In  that  lone  place,  aj^dHUMBPd  myself; 
Yet  within  hearing.    Sd  l9ie  ikoor  was  queslMtf d, 
And  in  your  name,  as  WA  of  this  domain. 
Proudly  he  answer'd,  *'  Say  1»  11)6  Lord  Ordoqij^ 
He  that  can  bring  the  dead  li|3iiRi  again!" 

ORDOinOi.  '  ' 

wpcmx.. 

Ay,  ^11  of  him  is  strange. 
He  call'd  himself  a  Christian,  yet  he  wears 
The  Moorish  robes,  as  if  he  oouited  death. 

ORDONIO.  • 

Where  does  this  wizard  live  ?     \ 

ISIDORE  {pointing  iq.fke  distanet). 

You  see  that  brouUsl! 
Trace  its  course  backward ;  through  a  narrow  opening 
It  leads  you  to  the  place. 

ORDONIO. 

How  shall  I  know  itf 

ISIDORE. 

You  cannot  err.    It  is  a  small  green  dell 
Built  all  around  with  high  ofl^^sloping  hills. 
And  fh>m  its  shape  our  peasants  aptly  call  it 
The  Giant's  Cradle.    There's  a  lake  in  the  nudst, 
And  round  its  banks  tall  wood  ^t  branches  over, 
And  makes  a  kind  of  faery  forest  grow 
Down  in  the  water.     At  the  further  end 
A  puny  cataract  falls  on  the  lake ; 
And  there,  a  curious  sight !  you  see  its  shadow 
For  over  curling  like  a  wreath  of  smoke. 
Up  through  the  foliage  of  those  faery  trees. 
His  cot  stands  opposite.    You  cannot  miss  it 

ORDONIO  (in  retiring  stops  suddenly  at  the  edge  <f  tkt 

scene,  and  then  turning  round  to  Isidore). 
Ha ! — Who  lurks  there  ?  Have  we  been  overheard  ? 
There,  where  tlie  smooth  high  wall  of  slate-rock  gUl> 
ten — 

ISIDORE. 

'Neath  those  tall  stones,  which,  propping  each  the 

other, 
Form  a  mock  portal  uith  their  pointed  arch ! 
Pardon  my  smiles !  "T  is  a  poor  Idiot  Boy, 
Who  sits  in  the  sun,  and  twirls  a  bough  about, 
His  weak  eyes  seethed  in  most  unmeaning  tears. 
And  so  ho  sits,  8\%'aying  his  rone-like  head ; 
And,  staring  at  his  bough  from  mom  to  suu-set» 
See-saws  his  voice  in  inarticulate  noises ! 

ORDONIO. 

'Tis  well !  and  now  for  this  same  Wizard's  Lair. 

ISIDORE. 

Some  three  strides  up  the  hill,  a  mountain  ash 
Stretches  its  lower  boughs  and  scarlet  dusten 
O'er  the  old  thatch. 

ORDONIO. 

I  shall  not  fail  to  find  it 
lExeuni  Ordonio  ami  Isidore. 
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SCENE  IL 

f  a  CtUagt,  around  whkh  Flowert  and 
miams  Jdnda  are  tern,  Ducovers  Alvar, 
wi  AlMAvmA,  as  an  the  point  of  leaving, 

aASOLA  (addreising  Altar). 

n!  and  though  many  thoughts  perplex 

ignoble  neTcr  can  I 
ee!  If  what  thou  seem'st  thou  ait, 
1  bcetbvjb.of  thy  blood  have  need 

Nowmninded  woman! 
■dH  op|%Mifcinn  have  I  fought, 
Mtivefib*ty  of  faith 
id  auflerM  bonds.    Of  this  be  certain : 
xmiaea  onv^ards,  still  unrolls 
of  Cd^pealment    In  the  Future, 
iduib  classy  cylinder, 
msfaane  blots  and  colors 
Ivt  collect  and  shape  diemselves, 
dieir  own  completed  image 
>  reward. 

I  sought  the  guilty, 
ooght  I  found :  but  ere  the  spear 
y  hand,  thefe  lOse  an  angel  form 
md  my  aim.    Widi  baffled  purpose 
iger  I  leave  Vengeance,  and  depart ! 

tide,  if  angfat  my  arm  may  aid, 
Heo^  BBy  word  is  pledged  to  thee : 
e  thy  wroQgs,  and  thy  soul  noble. 
arewi^ 

[Exit  Aliiadra. 

Yes,  to  the  Belgic  states 
m.  These  robes,  diis  stain'd  complexion, 
bood,  weigh  upon  my  spirit. 
all  08,  the  heroic  Maurice 
I  an  asylum,  in  remembrance 
ervicee. 

zuLimz. 
vealth,  power,  influence  which  is  3rourB, 
irderer  hold  ? 

ALVAR. 

O  faithful  Zulimez! 
im  involved  Ordonio's  death, 
I  give  me  an  unmingled  pang, 
>— but  when  I  see  ray  father 
scant  gray  hairs,  e*en  on  the  ground, 
must  be  his  grave,  and  ray  Teresa — 
proved  a  murderer,  and  her  infanti, 
-poor  Teresa ! — all  would  perish, 
dl !  and  I  (nay  bear  with  me) 
rvive  the  complicated  ruin! 

ZULIMEZ  (much  affected), 

have  distress'd  you — ^you  well  know, 

|uit  your  fortunes.    True,  'tis  tiresome ! 

inter,*  one  of  many  fancies ! 

up  past  deeds,  and  moke  them  live 

canvas!  and  each  little  herb, 

n  mountain  bleak,  or  tangled  forest, 

irot  to  name 
Hark !  heard  you  not  some  footsteps  f 


ALVAR. 

What  if  it  were  my  brother  coming  onwards ! 
I  sent  a  moat  mysterious  message  U>  him. 

Enter  Ordonio. 

• 

ALVAR  (ttarting) 
It  is  he! 

ORDONIO  (to  hinudft  at  he  enlen). 
If  I  distinguished  right  her  gait  and  stature, 
It  was  the  Moorish  woman,  Isidore's  wife, 
Tl^t  pass'd  me  as  I  enter'd.    A  lit  taper, 
In  the  night  air,  doth  not  more  naturally 
Attract  the  nighties  round  it,  than  a  conjuror 
Draws  round  him  the  whole  female  neighborhood. 

[Addressing  Alvar. 
You  know  my  name,  I  guess,  if  not  my  perKML 
I  am  Ordonio,  son  of  the  Lord  Valdei. 

ALVAR  {with  deep  emt^ion), 
TheSonof  VaUez! 

[Ordonio  walks  leisurely  round  the  room,  and  looks 
attentiody  at  the  plants, 

zuinnez  (to  Alvar). 

Why,  what  ails  you  now  t 
How  your  hand  trembles!  Alvar,  speak !  what  wish 
youf 

ALVAR. 

To  fall  upon  his  neck  and  weep  forgiveness ! 

ORDONIO  (returning f  and  aloud), 
Huck'd  in  die  moonlight  fiom  a  niin'd  abbey—- 
Those  only,  which  the  pale  rays  vknted ! 
O  the  unintelligible  power  of  weeds, 
Whenafewodd  prajrershave  beenmutter'd  o'er  them: 
Then  they  work  miracles !  I  warrant  you. 
There's  not  a  ieaC  but  underneath  it  lurks 
Some  serviceable  imp. 

There's  one  of  you 
Hath  sent  me  a  strange  message. 

ALVAR. 

I  am  he. 

ORDONIO. 

With  you,  then,  I  am  to  speak : 

[Haughtily  vxtving  his  hand  to  Zuldoo. 
And,  mark  you,  alone.  [Exit  Zulimiz. 

"  He  that  can  bring  the  dead  to  life  again ! " — 
Such  was  your  message,  Sir !  You  are  no  dullard, 
But  one  that  strips  the  outward  rind  of  things! 

ALVAR. 

Tis  fabled  there  are  fruiti  widi  tempting  rinds, 
That  are  all  dust  and  rottenness  within. 
Wouldst  thou  I  should  strip  such  I 

ORDONIO. 

Thou  quibbling  fool, 
What  dost  thou  mean?  Think'st  thou  I  joumey'd 

hither. 
To  sport  with  thee  ? 

ALVAR. 

O  no,  my  Lord !  to  sport 
Best  suits  the  gaiety  of  innocence. 

ORDONIO  (aside). 
O  what  a  thing  in  man !  the  wisest  heart 
A  Fool !  a  Fool  that  laughs  at  its  own  folly. 
Yet  stiU  a  fool !  [Looks  round  the  Cottage, 

You  are  poor ! 


ALVAR. 


What  follows  thence  7 


VUsApprndix,  Natal. 


ORDONIO. 

That  you  wo\AA  tockXiXie  nvV^^- 
9\ 
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The  Inquintion,  too— Yoo  comprehend  mo  T 
You  an  poor,  in  peril    I  have  wealth  and  power. 
Can  qaench  the  flamea,  and  cnre  your  poveitjr « 
And  for  the  boon  I  aak  of  you,  but  thia. 
That  you  ahould  aerve  me— once— for  a  fow  homi. 

ALVAR  (foZrmnijf). 
Thou  art  the  son  of  Valdez  \  would  to  Heaven 
That  I  could  truly  and  for  ever  serve  thee. 

ORDONIO. 

The  slave  begins  to  soften.  [Amde. 

You  are  my  firiend,    ^ 
"  He  that  can  bring  the  dead  to  lifo  again.** 
Nay,  no  defence  to  me !  The  holy  brethren 
Believe  theae  calumnies — I  know  thee  better. 

{Then  with  great  bitterneM). 
Thou  art  a  man,  and  as  a  man  I  '11  trust  thee ! 

ALVAR  (<UM2e). 

Alas !  this  hollow  mirth — Declare  your  businesa. 

ORDONIO. 

I  love  a  lady,  and  she  would  love  me. 
But  for  an  idle  and  fimtastic  scruple. 
Have  you  no  aervanta  here,  no  listeners  7 

[Oroonio  afa^  to  the  door. 

ALVAR. 

What,  fitithless  too  ?  False  to  his  angel  wife  t 
To  such  a  wife  f  Well  migfatst  thou  look  ao  wan, 
ni-starr'd  Teresa! — ^Wretch !  my  softer  soul 
Ii  pMi'd  away,  and  I  will  probe  his  consctence ! 

ORDONIO. 

In  truth  this  lady  loved  another  man, 
But  he  has  perish'd. 

ALVAR. 

What!  youkiU*dhim!  heyf 

ORDONIO. 

in  dash  thee  to  the  earth,  if  thou  but  think'st  it! 
Insolent  slave !  how  daredst  thou— 

[TWns  abruptly  from  Alvar,  and  then  to  kmofif. 

Why!  what's  this? 
T  was  idiocy !  I  '11  tie  myself  to  an  aspen. 
And  wear  a  fool's  cap— 

ALVAR  (watching  hit  agUatiom). 
Fare  thee  well— 
I  pity  Uiee,  Ordonio,  even  to  anguish. 

[Alvar  tf  Ttimng. 

ORDONIO  {having  recovered  hinudf). 
Ho !  [Calling  to  Alvae. 

ALVAR. 

Be  brief:  what  wish  youf 

ORDONIO. 

Yon  are  deep  at  bartering — ^You  charge  jrouiaelf 
At  a  round  sum.    Come,  come,  I  spake  unwisely. 

ALVAR. 

I  listen  toyou. 

ORDONIO. 

In  a  sudden  tempest. 
Did  Alvar  perish — he,  I  mean — the  lover— 
The  fellow, 

ALVAR. 

Nay,  speak  out!  'twill  ease  your  heart 
1V>  call  him  villain ! — Why  stand'st  thou  aghast! 
Men  think  it  natural  to  hate  their  rivals. 

ORDONIO  (hegitating). 
Now,  till  she  knows  him  dead,  she  will  not  wed  me. 

ALVAR  {toith  eager  vehemence). 
Anyoa  not  wedded  then !  Merciful  Heaven! 
^of  wedded  to  Tena  t 


OIUMNIO. 

Why,wbatiilalh0ef 
What,  art  thou  mad  ?  why  kwk'st  tfaov 
Doat  pray  to  Lucifer,  Prince  of  the  Airt 

ALVAR  (raeoOsefu^  kimaJ^  r* 
Proceed,  I  shall  be  silent 
[Alvar  a(s,  ojk2  Uaning  on  ike  ttdile. 


ORDONIO. 

Tb  Thtmf 

Politic  wiiard !  ere  you  aeot  that 

You  had  oonn'd  your  lesson,  made  yooraelf  pnficiHl 

In  all  my  fortunes     Hah !  you  propheaied 

A  golden  crop!  Well,  you  have  not 

Be  &ithful  to  me,  and  I'll4lltynhee  nobly. 

ALVAR  (fifliMg  icp  kit  hmfy 
WeU!  andthishdyl 

ORDONIO. 

If  we  could  make  her  certain  of  his  death. 
She  needs  roust  wed  me.    £re^^r  lovor  left  hm^ 
She  tied  a  little  portrait  round  Ua  neck, 
Elntreating  him  to  wear  it 

ALVAR  (sighing). 

Yes!  hedidao! 

ORDONIO. 

Why  no !  he  was  afraid  of  aecidenta. 
Of  robberies,  and  shipwrecks,  and  the  like. 
In  secrecy  he  gave  it  roe  to  keep^ 
Till  his  return. 

ALVAR. 

What!  he  was  3rour  friend,  thfio! 

ORDONIO  (wounded  and  embarrastei^ 
I  washislheikL — 

Now  that  he  gav*  it  ■• 
This  lady  knows  not    You  are  a  nugfaty 
Can  call  the  dead  man  up-^he  will  not 
He  is  in  heaven  then — there  3^00  have  no  infinoMt: 
Still  there  are  tokens— and  your  impa  may  hriiy|fB 
Something  he  wore  about  him  when  he  died. 
And  when  the  smoke  of  the  incense  on  the  alltf 
Is  pats'd,  your  spirits  will  have  left  this  putaa9> 
What  say  you  now  7 

ALVAR  (afier  a  pauae). 

Ordonio,  I  will  do  it 

ORDONIO. 

Well  hazard  no  delay.    Be  it  to-night. 
In  the  early  evening.    Ask  for  the  Lord  Valdet 
I  will  prepare  him.    Music  too,  and  inoenae 
(For  I  have  arranged  it — Music,  Altar,  InoenaeV 
All  shall  be  ready.    Here  is  this  same  piotnra. 
And  here,  what  you  will  value  more,  a  pane. 
Come  early  for  your  magic  ceremoniea. 

ALVAR. 

I  will  not  foil  to  meet  jovl. 

ORDOKIO. 

Till  next  we  meet,  forewell ! 

[£nl  OEDomo. 

ALVAR  (alone,  indignandy  flings  the  pmrte  away,  md 
gazes  passionatdy  at  the  portraify. 

And  I  did  curae  dieel 
At  midnight  7  on  my  knees  ?  and  I  believed 
Thee  perjured,  thee  a  troitresa !  Tkee  diahonor'd  f 
O  blind  and  credulous  fool !  O  guilt  of  foUy ! 
Should  not  thy  inartiadaie  Fondnesses, 
Thy  Infant  Loves— ehould  not  thy  Maiiem  Vowa 
Have  come  upon  my  heort  ?  And  this  sweet  Image, 
\TiQd  round  my  nM^'^^Aiioany  %«^MuA)b  «tt&MinscQt, 
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~^.JL. 


nd  d^M 


Bml— h  rtwtniBilnnin  weep  and  tremble— 
i!  to  yield  it  to  the  vuacrmnt, 
"  cif  thee !  baiter  for  life 
Fledffa,  which  with  impaanoa'd  Vow 
fkU  I  would  gnnp— oy'b  in  my  deadfe- 


cf  diy  love,  Tereaa, 
BMoA^  male  upon  thoM  lipa,    . 
~  on  me!  Yet  do  not  aoom 
•n  I  hwi'leamt  my  mother's. 


.  now  pnlane  tfjee^-faQpoImage, 
L  trick.    That  nmt  B^,  man  shall  find 
,  wUeh  >vill  wake  the  ImP  within  him, 
ft  A  fiery  whirlwind  in  hia  ooiftcience. 


ACT  m. 

SCENE  L 


f  ^rmonft  wUk  m  AUar  ai  the  bade  of  ike 
Scft  MuMic  from  an  intbumeni  of  Qlau 

Oboonio,  and  Altae  in  a  Sorcerer's  rtte, 
are 


oEDoma 

Nay, 
IT  iowd  aad  n«ie  iksi  a  ehiU. 
waa  hMt;  and  alter  weaiy  search 
d  hai  in  an  often  place  in  the  wood, 
h  spot  he  had  ibllow'd  a  blind  boy, 
•died  into  a  pipe  of  sycamore 
angely  roonng  notes :  and  these,  he  said, 
Bght  him  in  a  dream.    Ilim  wo  first  saw 
I  <m  die  broad  top  of  a  sunny  heath-bank : 
«r  down  poor  Alvar,  fiwt  asleep, 
I  upon  the  blind  boy's  dog.    It  pleased  me 
:  how  he  had  frsten'd  round  the  pipe 
toy  his  grandom  had  late  given  him. 
s  I  see  him  now  as  he  then  look'd — 
S— He  had  outgrown  his  infant  dress, 
he  wore  it 

ALYAB. 

My  tears  must  not  flow ! 
ot  daap  his  knees,  and  ay.  My  &ther! 

EkUt  Teresa,  and  AttenianU. 

TEKRSA. 

Idez,  you  have  ask'd  my  presence  here, 
ibnit;  but  (Heaven  bear  witness  for  me) 
t  approves  it  not!  'tis  mockery. 

OEDONIO. 

you  dien  no  preternatural  influence  f 
foa  not  that  spirits  throng  around  us  f 

TEEB8A. 

er  that  I  have  imagined  it 
le  thing  .*  and  it  has  soothed  my  soul 
'  indea  have ;  hot  ne'er  seduced  aa 
e  with  the  black  and  frenzied  hopa 
» dead  hear  the  voice  of  witch  or  winid 
Stmngar,  I  noam  and  bhah  toeeayoo 


On  such  employment!  With  far  other  •twi»^ti' 
I  left  you. 

OEOONXO  {atidt). 
Ha!  hehaabecm  tampering  with  her t 

ALVAE. 

0  hi^^ool'd  maiden!  and  more  dear  to  me 
Than  suits  the  Stranger' §  name ! — 

Iswear  to  thee 

1  win  uncover  aU  concealed  guilt. 

Doubt,  but  decide  not !  Stand  ye  fhm  the  altor. 
[Hert  a  sCrota  cf  music  is  heard  from  htkind  As 


I 


ALVAE. 

With  no  irreverent  voice  or  uncouth  charm 
I  call  up  the  Departed ! 

Soul  of  Alvar! 
Hear  our  soft  suit,  and  heed  my  milder  spell: 
So  may  the  Gates  of  Paradise,  unbarred. 
Cease  thy  swift  toils !  since  haply  thou  art  one 
Of  that  innumerable  company 
Who  in  broad  circle,  loveUer  than  &e  rainbow. 
Girdle  this  round  earth  in  a  dizzy  motion. 
With  ncHse  too  vast  and  constant  to  be  heard : 
Fitliest  unheard !  For  oh,  ye  numberless 
And  rapid  travellers !  What  ear  unstunn'd, 
What  sense  unmadden'd,  might  bear  up  agaiwt 
The  rushing  of  your  congregated  vnngs  f 

[Musie. 
Even  now  your  living  wheel  tuna  o'er  my  head ! 

[Music  expressive  of  tke  maoements  and  images 

thatfoOom. 
Te,  as  ye  pass,  toai  high  the  desert  sands. 
That  roar  and  whiten,  Uke  a  burst  of  waten, 
A  sweet  appearance,  but  a  dread  illusion 
To  the  parch'd  caravan  that  roams  by  night! 
AiKi  y»  bidld  upon  the  becalmed  wavea 
That  whirling  jkllar,  which  from  Earth  to  Heaven 
Stands  vast,  and  moves  in  blackness !  Ye  too  split 
The  ice  mount!  and  with  firagmenti  many  and  huge 
Tempest  the  new-thaw'd  sea,  whose  sudden  guUs 
Suck  in,  perchance,  some  Lapland  wizard  skiff! 
Then  round  and  round  the  whirlpocA's  maige  ye 

dance. 
Till  from  the  blue  swofai  Corse  the  Soul  toils  out. 
And  joins  your  mighty  Army. 

[Here  behind  the  scenes  a  voice  rings  the  three 

toords,  **Htari  sweet  Spirit," 

Soul  of  Alvar! 
Hear  the  mild  spell,  and  tempt  no  blacker  Chaim ! 
By  sighs  unquiet,  and  the  sickly  pong 
d  a  half  dead,  yet  still  undying  Hope, 
Pass  visible  before  our  mortal  sense ! 
So  shall  the  Church's  cleansing  rites  be  thine. 
Her  knells  and  masses  that  redeem  the  Dead! 

BONO 

Behind  the  Scenes,  accompanied  by  the  same  Instrw 

ment  as  before. 

Hear,  sweet  spirit,  hear  the  spell. 
Lest  a  blacker  charm  compel ! 
So  riiall  the  midnight  breezes  swell 
With  thy  deep  long-lingering  knell. 

And  at  evening  evermore. 

In  a  Chapel  on  the  thore. 

Shall  the  Chantora  sad  mod  aainSiv* 

Yellow  tapcia  burning  CainSly, 
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Doleful  Mams  chant  for  thoc, 
Afiaerare  Dumine ! 

Hark !  the  cadence  dies  away 
On  the  yellow  moonlight  aca : 

The  boatmen  rest  their  oan  and  My, 
Miaerere  Domine !  [Akmgpaum. 

0RD0N10. 

The  innocent  obey  nor  charm  nor  apell ! 

My  brother  is  in  heaven.    Thou  sainted  spirit. 

Bunt  on  our  sight,  a  passing  visitant! 

Once  more  to  hear  thy  voice,  once  more  to  see  thee, 

O  'twere  a  joy  to  me ! 

ALVAR. 

A  joy  to  thee ! 
What  if  thou  hoanl'st  liim  now  f  What  if  his  spirit 
Rc-enter'd  its  cold  corse,  and  cnmo  upon  thee 
With  many  a  stab  from  many  a  inunlerer's  pooiard  f 
What  if  (his  stedfast  Kye  stiU  beaming  Pity 
And  Brother's  love)  he  tum'd  his  head  aside. 
Lest  he  should  look  at  th«e,-imd  with  one  locdc 
Hurl  thee  beyond  all  power  of  Penitence  f 

VALOEZ. 

Those  are  unholy  fancies ! 

ORDONio  Ittruggling  with  his  fedings). 

Yes,  my  &thcr. 
He  is  in  Heaven ! 

ALVAR  {gUU  to  Ordonio). 

But  what  if  he  hod  a  brother, 
Who  had  lived  even  so,  that  at  his  dying  hoiur 
The  name  of  Heaven  would  have  convulsed  his  &ce. 
More  than  tlie  death-pang  ? 

VALDEZ. 

Idly  prating  man! 
Thou  hast  gness'd  ill :  Don  Alvur's  only  brother 
Stands  here  before  thee — a  &ther's  blessing  on  him ! 
He  is  must  virtuous. 

ALVAR  («/t7/  to  Ordonio). 

What,  if  his  very  virtues 
Had  pomper'd  his  swoln  heart  and  made  him  proud  ? 
And  what  if  Pride  hod  duped  him  into  guilt  7 
Yet  still  ho  stalk'd  a  sclf^rreatcd  God, 
Not  very  bold,  but  exquisitely  cunning ; 
And  one  that  at  his  Mother's  looking-glass 
Would  force  his  features  to  a  frowning  sternness  ? 
Young  Lord !  I  toll  tlieo,  that  there  are  such  Beings — 
Yea,  and  it  gives  fierce  merriment  to  the  damn'd, 
To  see  these  most  proud  men,  that  lothe  mankind. 
At  every  stir  and  buzz  of  coward  conscience, 
Trick,  cant,  and  lie,  most  whining  hypocrites ! 
Away,  away !  Now  lot  me  hear  more  music. 

[Music  again. 

TKRE8A. 

Tis  strange,  I  tremble  ni  my  own  conjectun^! 

But  wlintsoe'er  it  nionn,  I  dure  no  longer 

Be  present  at  tlicjtc  lawless  myHtorics, 

This  dnrk  provoking  of  the  Hidden  Powen ! 

Already  I  affront — if  not  high  Heaven — 

Yet  Alvar's  Memory  I — Hark !  I  make  appeal 

Against  the  unholy  rite,  and  hasten  hence 

To  bend  before  a  lawful  shrine,  and  seek 

That  voice  which  whispers,  when  the  still  heart 

listens. 
Comfort  and  fiiithful  Hope !  Let  us  retire. 
ALVAK  (to  TzAEAk  anxioud}!). 
OfuUofnuth  aadguilclctu  love,  thy  Spirit 


T  V 


Still  promf^  thee  wisely.    Let  die  pa^Bi  of  gaik 
Suk^fVisp'Ihe  guilty :  thmi  ait  innoosnt! 

[ExaaaTtiuMka 

{Music  as  before). 
The  spell  is  mutter'd — Come,  thoa 
Who  own'st  no  Mastef  in  a  human  eye, 
Whate'er  be  this  man's  doom,  fair  be  t^  or  find; 
If  he  be  d^,  O  come !  and  bring  with  dtae 
That  which  he  grasp'd  in  death!  buf  if  he  lif% 
Some  token  of  his  obscure  peiilooLlife. 

[TltewhoU  Music  HnSnidom 

,  ^HORUB.'  ^ 

Wanile(ingi>ffnona,-hev  flie  ipdD! 
Lest  a  blacu^  chanft  compel-^ 

an  iUsaninatcd  picture  of  Alvar'i 
iion  is  fHncomred^  and  hamng 
few    seconds    is   then  hidden  by 
ftames. 
ORDONIO  {f/arling  in  great  agitation). 
Duped !  duped !  duped ! — the  traitor  Isidore! 
[At  this  instant  the  doors  are  forced 
viKDRO  and  the  Familiars  of  tkt , 
Servants  eic.  enter  andfiH  ike 


Umi- 


M0V\'ICDRO. 

First  seize  the  sorcerer !  suffer  him  not  to  tpetk  I 

The  holy  judges  of  the  Inquisition 

Shall  hear  his  first  wordsw — Look  yoo  paloi  Lori 

Valdez  ? 
Plain  evidcnco  have  wo  hero  of  most  foul 
There  li  a  dungeon  undemeaUi  this  castle, 
And  OS  you  hope  for  mild  interpretation. 
Surrender  instantly  the  keys  onid  diaige  of  it 
ORDONIO  {recovering  himself  asfrmn  sAjpor,  Is 

Servants.) 
Why  haste  you  not  f  Off  with  him  to  the  dnagBoa! 

[AU  rusk  out  in  tsmdt- 


SCENE  n. 
Interior  of  a  Chapd,  with  pointed  II^MitNSf. 

£nto- Teresa. 

TERESA. 

When  first  I  enter'd  this  pure  spot,  forebodings 
Press'd  heavy  on  my  heart:  but  as  I  knelt. 
Such  calm  imwonted  blim  possess'd  my  spirit, 
A  trance  so  cloudlom.  that  those  sounds,  hard  by. 
Of  trampling  uproar  fell  upon  mine  ear 
As  alien  and  unnotirred  as  the  rain-storm 
Beats  on  the  roof  of  somo  fair  banqnet-room» 
While  swcetetit  mehxlies  are  warbling 

£n/<T  Valdez. 

VALDEZ. 

Ye  pitying  saints,  forgive  a  father's  blindnesi^ 
And  extricate  us  from  this  net  of  peril ! 

TERESA. 

Who  wakes  anew  my  fears,  and  speaks  of  peril  ? 

VAU)EZ. 

O  best  Teresa,  widely  wcrt  thou  prompted ! 
This  WHS  no  font  of  mortal  agency ! 
That  picture — Oh,  that  picture  tells  me  all! 
With  a  flash  of  light  it  came,  in  flames  it  vi 
Solf-kindled,  self^oonsumed :  bright  as  diy  USs, 
Sudden  and  unexpected  as  thy  Fate, 
Alvarl  My  wnil  M^  t»iv' — ^Tho  Inquisitor — 


•,-^, 


f  BOl!  Bui  Aho/— Ohijf  Ali'lr?        ,. 
L  oi-MiU  be  1^i<l  tui  UiAe  hMl^cx  :  -. 

r  CQmprehtnd  ytni — 4je  ifr- — '    *.   -  -'* 
~-,     .Hi^b  mora 
Ihata  talhor''  nfc#  bliotilil  nif.lhii,' 


fa  ti&diiapt»  lo  a Fitwt '^wiring! 

p  Am  alaut'  in  Ihtqb^  ftne  Eorgeoui 

bt^^tA— lliough  (xinM^  tkpy -pan, 

teMklftaj'J'nil.  though  ha[Jy  varied 
t  iggfrnaay  ■>,pMhfiil  bopo. 
fVP^'  W  '"™  ''*'"  '''"'  "'^ ' 

Lre«  tmtiDg  yenn.  thu>  aa<l  QO  orhcr, 
edfiiT  the* — Bipiriiforlhy  ipirii: 
w>  mu«  ml  give  Rlipoia  Giiih 
voice  wluch  DUkei  ibe  heart  a  Uilenor 


1  the  Ifiiig  Spirit,  ctum  beiisf  f 
uy,  not  now  tor  the  Gnt  ttrae 


And  he  ioinuU  him  nbojly  lu  my  keepii^. 

cell,  my  Kn !  But  hsve  you  jrel  diKOver'd 
IVhere  is  Tere^  I  whal  Ihooe  apevehet  meanl-^ 
Prid«,  and  HypbcriBy.  and  Guilt,  and  Cunningt 
Then  when  the  wuird  fit'ii  hi>  eye  on  yoo. 
And  jDu,  I  know  do>  why,  look'd  pole  and  Iteni 

hleJ— 
Why — why,  whal  aUs  yoo  m 

pricking  of  lb 


I  un  m«l  glad  of  thii. 


TUUi  (nrirt  a  /aim  rfrwi). 


id  gntp  it  in  hia  death-pang ! 


fulio  Demon. 
/  Ae  dungron 


,ero  !    The  wizaid  Moor'a 


lieldi 


re  hi*  morderen,  you  ray  I 

ked  Iboughu 

jm  iwuei  larardi  lAe  hack  of  iht  Kagi 
tiuet  OftuoKiD,  and  darmg  Jit  roniiiidi  _ 
lilW)  ^  TBaK»*'B  iipMrA  appeari  aJ  aigtrly 
taatTting  *alk  Ani. 

b  Atvar  dead  I  what  then  I 
iol  rilM  and  fuoeml  shall  be  odd  ! 
>  abidiag-place  lor  tbse.  Tema, — 
kcyaoe  me  not — Tkoa  lecst  me,  Alvor! 
heiwl  my  courw. — But  firel  ono  queition, 
lion  ID  Oidonio. — My  limba  iramble — 
wy  til  imom/k'd — a  momenl  will  realore  mi 
{RfHraavtofrnghL 
DoNio  (HI  Ac  adtonrrr  icilA  Vaij>ez). 
9  Ihe  dnngHin  kim    Mouviedm  kaeti 


Me  t  what  aila  me  I 
1  mighl  bote  happen'd 


and  atatw  and  murdersn, 


3   fcmfiMd). 

Tnie— Soreory 
-"-ill  pcrchfLDee  may  guide  \ 


lu  benimib'd,  and  ilagger' 
Through  dorknen  withoui  liglii- 
"    "    "       ipl  chill,  my  limhe  fell  manacled, 

oke  cotl'd  nnind  Ihem  ! — Now  '1  ii  nm- 

And  the  blood  donee*  freely  through  ill  channela ! 
Ttrm  of  alTUplln ;  lAen  to  kaatrtf 
nil.  gntfefiil  Iiildare ! 
micUng  UlDoaE'a  nonwr  ami  mill, 
(  of  gnililude.  my  Lord  !" 
dagger  nauhl  dinevt 
Hia  "own  fall  heart" — 'twere  good  to  eeo  it«  cotor- 

Theee  magic  aghti !  O  that  I  ne'er  had  yielded. 
To  your  enueatiei !  Neither  had  I  yielded. 
But  that  in  lyHIe  of  your  own  eepming  laidi 

ioDOrenl  rtnilngero. 
Which  UivB  had  pmtnpied.  to  remove  the  doubli 
■reso-^  fimciea  qnelling  (oacies! 


whi 
Hatred  and  L 

Wluil.  if  one 
Where  is  the 
Hath  one  dial 


Had  given  a  monni  to  the  hii 
Some  what  loo  early — Whero 
That  this  muni  nveda  bring  oi 
Of  mtMit-oywl  PomtoQct! — 'tt 


what  T  OI 
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Alrooit,  I.ftar,  it  hath  unhinged  hia  brain. 

OftOONio'  (noto  m  ioiilaiuyt  and  imno  addrt$sing 
kii  father  :  aad  juat  ojler  ike  ^teech  has 
commeHoedt'TEMMBA  reappears  attdaivmteu 
Jmdy), 
Say,  I  had  laid  a  body  in  the  sun ! 
Weil !  in  a  month  there  iwarm  forth  from  the  cone 
A  tbooMnd,  nay,  ten  thousand  lentient  boingi 
In  place  of  that  one  man. — Say,  I  had  kilTd  him ! 

[Teresa  tiarte,  amd  Hop;  Uelening. 
Yet  who  ihall  tell  me,  that  each  one  and  all 
Of  these  ten  thousand  lives  is  not  as  happy 
As  that  one  life,  which  being  push'd  aside, 
Mode  loom  lor  these  unnumbcr'd— - 

TAJLDEZ. 

O  mere  madness ! 
|TesE8A  moves  hastily  forwards,  ami  places  herself 
directly  before  Ordonio. 
OKDONio  (checking  the  feeling  of  twrpriae^  ami 
forcing  his  tones  into  an  expression  ^ 
playftd  courtesy). 
Teresa  f  or  the  Phantom  of  Teresa  ? 

TERESA. 

Alas !  the  Phantom  only,  if  in  truth 

The  substance  of  her  Ileing,  her  Lifo's  life, 

Have  ta'en  its  flight  through  Alvar's  death-wound — 

(A  pause.)  Where — 

(Even  coward  Murder  grants  the  dead  a  grave) 
O  tell  me,  Valdez ! — answer  roe,  Onlonio ! 
Where  lies  the  com  of  my  betrothed  husband  7 

ORDONIO. 

There,  where  Ordonio  likewise  ^x)uld  fain  lie ! 

In  the  sleep-compelling  earth,  in  unpierced  daric- 


ORDOIflO. 

Isitiof 

'Teft !  yaa!  ^even^pto  a  child,  that,  Ipo  afaraiillj 

Roused  ^  a  glare  of  light  %«n  ilMpa|t^eep^ 

Silarts  lip  bewiMer'd  and  talkaidly. 

{Then  mysterimuly.)  *  Adiar! 

What  if  the  M ooia  that  ii|ufe  im  bnihei^  gnn. 

Even  ndir  wife  digging  oiin  t  Whtt  if  i^  bolu 

Thou|^'aim*d? jTdoubt  not,  at  the  sun,  of  Valdai^ 

Yet  mifli!cOtti'  true  aim  k/ha^  it  Ml  qp  J^vut  t 

•■  '*  .     . 

TAuns.  "      ■ 

Ahur  ne'er  fboght  iiMiM|Mhi|  Mwi%    my  mbo^ 
Ho  was  their  advocja'^  wit  yoa  bftd  march'd 
With  firs  and  denfthition  thibiigh  their 
Yet  he  by  q^n^  was  ca^unxL 

,  ORDONJO. 

*  Un)qaowii,'i 

Captured,  yelftA  tA«  son  of  ValdeSinnurderU 
Leave  all  to  nni.'   tfay,  whithar,  gentle  Ladyt 


What  seek  you  now  7 


VAT.DEZ. 


To  guide  me- 


A  better, 


liCht 


For  while  we  live — 

An  inward  day  that  never,  never  sets. 

Glares  round  the  soul,  and  mocks  the  dosing  eye- 
lids! 

Over  hvs  rocky  grave  the  Firgrove  sighs 

A  lulling  ceaseless  dirge !  T  is  well  with  him. 

[Strides  c§  in  agitation  towards  the  (dtar,  but 
returns  as  Valdez  is  speaking. 

TERESA  (fCCoHing  with  the  expression  appropriate  to 

the  passion). 
The  rock !  the  fir-grove  I  [To  Valdez. 

Didst  thou  hear  him  say  it? 
Hush !  I  will  ask  him ! 

VALDEZ. 

Urge  him  not — not  now! 
This  we  beheld.    Nor  He  nor  I  know  more. 
Than  what  the  magic  imagery  reveal'd. 
The  assswin,  who  prosa'd  foremost  of  the 


ORDONIO. 

A  tender-hearted,  scrupulous,  grateful  \illain. 
Whom  I  will  strangle ! 
VALDEZ  (looking  with  anxious  disquiet  at  his  Son,  yet 
attempting  to  proceed  with  his  description). 

While  his  two  oompaniona— ^-> 

ORDONlO. 

Dead !  dead  already !  what  care  we  for  the  dead  7 

VALDEZ  (to  Teresa). 
Pity  him !  soothe  him !  disenchant  his  spirit ! 
Those  supernatural  shows,  this  strange  disclosure, 
And  this  too  fimd  aflection.  which  still  broods 
O'er  Alvar's  fate,  and  still  bunis  to  avenge  it — 
These,  strii^;^ling  with  his  hopt'lesa  lovo  for  you, 

Digtemper  him,  arid  give  reality 

To  the  crcaturoH  of  his  ftuicy 


Both  VALDEZ  and  ORoomo. 
Whither  7 

TERK8A. 

To  the  only  place 
Where  life  yet  dwells  for  me,  and  ease  of  heart 
These  walls  seem  threatening  to  fall  in  upon  me ! 
Detain  me  not !  a  dim  Power  drives  me  hence. 
And  that  will  be  my  guide. 

VALDEZ. 

To  find  a  lover! 
Suits  that  a  high-bom  maiden's  modesty  ? 

0  folly  and  shame !  Tempt  not  my  rage,  Teresa ! 

TERESA. 

Hopeless,  I  fear  no  human  being's  rage. 

And  am  I  hastening  to  the  arms O  Heaven! 

1  haste  but  to  the  grave  of  my  beloved ! 

[Exitt  Valdez  following  aJUr  her. 

ORDONIO. 

This,  then,  is  my  reward !  and  I  must  love  her? 
Soom'd  !  shudder'd  at !  yet  love  her  still  7  yes ! 

yes! 
By  the  deep  feelings  of  Revenge  and  Hate 
I  will  still  love  her — ^woo  her — win  her  too ! 
(A  pause)  Isidore  safe  and  silent,  and  the  portrait 
Found  on  the  wizard — ho,  belike,  self^puisnn'd 
To  escape  the  crueller  flames My  soul  shooli 

triumph! 
The  mine  is  undermined !  Blood  !  Blood  !  Blood ! 
They  thirst  for  thy  blood !  thy  blood,  Oidonio ! 

[ApoKje. 
The  hunt  is  up !  and  in  the  midnight  wood. 
With  lighti  to  dazzle  and  with  nets  they  seek 
A  timid  prey :  and  lo !  the  tiger's  eye 
Glares  in  the  red  flame  of  his  hunter's  torch ! 
To  Isidore  I  will  dispatch  a  message, 
And  lure  him  to  the  cavern!  ay,  that  cavern! 
He  cannot  fail  to  find  it    Thither  1 '11  lure  him. 
Whence  he  shall  never,  never  more  return ! 

[Looks  through  the  side  wimUm. 
A  rim  of  the  sun  Ucs  yet  upon  the  sea. 
And  wm  'via  gjooA  I  All  shall  be  done  to-night 

{EaL 


REMORSE. 
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ACTIV. 
SCENE  L 


when  a  gltam  qf  mooidight  u 

mie  at  tkejurtker  tnd  ^  k;  nppoted 

am  il/ram  a  emke  in  a  part  of  the 


mDOKI. 


FaiA  Hm  b  rnvfing  latter — ^very  moving ! 
*  Si  UfefaidaqfBfi  no  place  life  but  thu! 
Twaa  hia  tnni  ddw  to  talk  of  gntimde.'' 
And  yat    bat  no?  then  cant  be  aach  a  villain. 
II  cannot  be! 

Thanki  to  that  fittle  cravioe, 
Whkli  leti  the  mooohghs  in!  Ill  go  and  rit  bjr  it 
1V>  peep  at  a  tree,  or  lee  a  hfr^toafi  beaxd. 
Or  hear  a  cow  or  two  breadie  loud  in  dieir  aleep'— 
Any  thing  bat  this  crash  (rf*  WBtor^lropB ! 
TlMoe  doll  abortive  sonnds  that  fret  the  lilence 
MTith  pony  thwartings  end  mock  oppodtion ! 
So  beat!  die  death-watch  to  a  dead  man's  ear. 

[Ht  got*  out  sf  mgki,  appotUe  to  the  patch  rf 
moonUgkt:  rctems  afir  a  miMuU?$  daptty 
tJi  an  eettoiy  tf  ftar, 

A  helliah  jiiit/  The  very  same  I  dreamt  of! 
I  was  just  in— and  those  danm'd  fingers  of  ice 
Which  dutch'd  my  hair  np!  BkS— what's  that— it 
moved. 

(IsinomB  tiandg  ikarmg  at  another  receu  ta 
ikeeaverm.  in  Ae swcm  (mm  Ordonio en- 
tera  with  a  forcft,  and  haOoos  to  Isidoke. 


I  swear  that  I  saw  something  moving  there ! 

The  Bionnshinft  came  and  went  like  a  flash  of  li^ 


I  swear,  I  saw  it  move. 

ciooino  (goe$  into  the  reeeas,  then  retanu,  and  with 

great  $com). 

A  jutting  clay  stone 
Praps  OD  the  long  lank  weed,  that  grows  beneath : 
And  the  weed  nods  and  drips. 

UiDomK  (forcing  a  laugh  faintly), 

A  jest  to  laugh  at! 
It  was  not  that  which  scared  me,  good  my  Ixird. 


OEDONia 

What  acaiad  yon,  thent 

IStDORI. 

Tou  see  that  little  riAr 
But  fiiat  peimil  me ! 

ildghts  his  torch  at  Ordchio's,  and  whSe  lighting  iL 

(A  lighted  torch  in  the  hand, 
b  do  unpleasant  olgect  here-— one's  breath 
Floata  round  the  flame,  and  makes  as  many  colors 
As  the  diin  clouds  dmt  travel  near  the  moon.) 
Yoa  see  that  crevice  there  f 
My  torch  extinguish 'd  by  these  water  drops. 
And  marking  that  the  moonlight  came  from  thence, 
I  slept  in  to  it,  meaning  to  sit  there ; 
But  scarcely  had  I  measured  twenty  paces— 
My  body  bending  Ibrward,  yea,  overbalanced 
AfanosI  beyond  recoil,  on  the  dim  brink 
Of  a  huge  drntan  I  slept    The  diadowy  '»*«i«K''m» 
fllliag  the  Voifl  so  eaaatarfy'tod  Stibttanoe, 

N 


That  my  foot  hung  aslant  adown  the  edge. 
Was  it  my  own  fbar  ? 

Fear  too  hath  ite  instincte ! 
(And  yet  such  dens  as  theoe  are  wildly  told  o(. 
And  yet  are  Doings  that  live,  yet  not  ibr  the  eye) 
An  arm  of  frost  above  and  from  behind  me 
Pluck'd  up  and  snatch'd  me  backward.    Merciful 

Heaven! 
You  smile!  alas,  even  smiles  look  ghastly  here ! 
My  Lord,  I  prey  you,  go  yourself  and  view  it 

ORDONIO. 

It  must  have  shot  scnne  pleasant  feelings  through  you. 

IBIOOEE. 

If  every  atom  of  a  dead  man's  flesh 
Should  creep,  each  one  with  a  particular  life> 
Yet  all  as  cold  as  ever — 'twas  just  so! 
Or  hod  it  drizzled  needle  points  of  frost 
Upon  a  feverish  head  made  suddenly  bald — 
ORDONio  {jaUerr%tpting  him). 

Why,  lBidore» 
I  blush  tor  thy  cowardice.    It  might  have  startled^ 
I  grant  you,  even  a  hrave  man  for  a  moment—- 
But  such  a  panic — 

IBIDORB. 

When  a  boy,  iny  Lord ! 
I  could  have  sate  whole  houn  beside  that  chasm, 
Push'd  in  huge  stones,  and  heard  diem  strike  and 

rattle 
Against  its  horrid  sides:  then  hung  my  head 
Luw  down,  and  Ikrten'd  till  the  heavy  fiagmonls 
Sank  with  &int  crash  in  that  still  groaning  well. 
Which  never  diirsty  pilgrim  blest,  which  never 
A  living  thing  came  near— unless,  perchance. 
Some  blind-worm  battens  on  the  ropy  mould 
Close  at  its  edge. 

ORDONIO. 

Art  thou  more  coward  DOW ! 

ISIDORE. 

Call  him,  that  fears  his  fellow-man,  a  coward ! 
I  fear  not  man — but  this  inhuman  cavern. 
It  were  too  bad  a  prison-house  for  goblins. 
Beside  (yon  11  smile,  my  Lord),  but  true  it  is. 
My  last  night's  sleep  was  very  sorely  haunted 
By  what  had  paai'd  between  us  in  the  morning. 

0  sleep  of  horron !  Now  run  down  and  stared  at 
By  Forms  so  hideous  thot  they  mock  remembrance — 
Now  seeing  nothing  and  imagining  nothing, 

But  only  being  afraid — stifled  with  Fear  1 

While  every  goodly  or  fiuniliar  form 

Had  a  strange  power  of  breathing  terror  round  me ! 

1  saw  you  in  a  thousand  fearful  shapes ; 
And,  I  entreat  your  lordship  to  believe  me. 
In  my  last  dream 

ORDONIO. 

WeUf 

isinoRX. 

I  was  in  the  act 
Of  falling  down  that  chasm,  when  Alhadra 
Waked  me :  she  heard  my  heart  beat 

ORDONIO. 

Strange  enough! 
Had  you  been  here  before  ? 

ISIDORE. 

Never,  my  I/)rd ! 
But  mine  eyes  do  not  seo  it  now  more  clearly. 
Than  in  my  dream  I  saw — that  very  chasm. 
otLDomo  (stoads  lost  in  tkoughi,  then  after  a  i^oaas^ 
//  know  not  why  it  should  V»\  ^el*\\  «— 

^1 
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What  n,  my  Lord  f 


TV>kiUa 


IBIDOEI. 
OROONIO. 

Abhorrent  from  our  nature, 


UIDOEI. 

Except  in  self-defence. 


ORDONIO. 

Why,  that  *■  my  case ;  and  yet  the  Kml  reooOs  fiom  it— 
Tis  80  with  me  at  least    But  you,  perhaps, 
Have  sterner  feelings  ? 

ISIDORE. 

Something  troubles  you. 
How  shall  I  serve  jron  f  By  the  life  you  gave  me. 
By  all  that  makes  that  Ufe  of  value  to  me. 
My  wife,  my  babes,  my  honor,  I  swear  to  you* 
Name  it,  and  I  will  toil  to  do  the  thing. 
If  it  be  innocent!  But  this,  my  Lord, 
b  not  a  place  where  yoa.  could  perpetrate, 
No^  nor  propose,  a  wicked  thing.    The  darkness. 
When  ten  s^es  ofl)  we  know  'tii  cheerful  moonlight. 
Collects  the  .guilt,  and  crowds  it  round  the  heart 
It  must  be  innocent 
[Oedonio  darkly,  and  in  (he  feeling  of  ndfjusHJiea- 
turn,  tdJU  what  he  conceives  cf  his  own  characUr  and 
actions,  ^peaking  of  himself  in  the  third  person, 

ORDOMO. 

Thyself  be  judge. 
One  of  our  ftmily  knew  this  place  well. 

ISIDORE. 

Who?  when?  my  Lord? 

ORDONIO. 

What  boots  it,  who  or  when  ? 

Hang  up  thy  torch — ^I  '11  tell  his  tale  to  thee. 

[T^ey  hang  up  their  torches  on  some  ridge  in 
the  cavern. 
He  was  a  man  different  from  other  men, 
And  he  despised  them,  yet  revered  himself. 

ISIDORE  {aside). 

Hel  He  despised  f  Thou  'rt  speaking  of  thyself! 

1  am  <m  my  guard,  however :  no  surprise. 

[7^  to  Oedonio. 
What!  he  was  mad! 

ORDONIO. 

All  men  seem*d  mad  to  him! 
Nature  had  made  him  for  some  other  planet, 
And  press'd  his  soul  into  a  human  shape 
By  accident  or  malice.    In  this  world 
He  found  no  fit  companion. 


Of  himself  he  speaks. 


ISIDORE. 


[Aside. 


Alas!  poor  wretch! 
Mad  men  are  mostly  proud. 

ORDONIO. 

He  walk'd  alone. 
And  phantom  thoughts  unsoughl-for  troubled  him. 
Something  within  would  still  be  shadowing  out 
All  possibilities ;  and  with  these  shadows 
His  mind  held  dalliance.    Once,  as  bo  it  happened, 
A  fancy  cross'd  him  wilder  than  the  rest : 
To  this  in  moody  murmur  and  low  voice 
He  ]rielded  utterance,  as  some  talk  in  sleep : 
The  man  who  heard  him. — 

Why  didst  thou  look  round  ? 


ISIDORE. 

I  have  a  fffattlor  three  years  cAd,  my  Laid ! 
Jn  truth  he  is  my  darling.     As  I  went 
From  forth  my  door,  he  made  a  moan  in 
But  I  am  tallong  idly — pmy  proceed ! 
And  what  did  this  man? 

ORDONIO. 

With  his  hanm  hand 
He  gave  a  substance  and  reality 
To  that  wild  fimcy  of  a  possible  thing.— 
Wen  it  was  done !  [7^  asrf  wOdlu. 

Why  babUest  thou  of  guiltf 
The  deed  was  done,  and  it  pass'd  fsiAf  off 
And  he  whose  tale  I  tell  thee— doat  dioa  listeo? 

ISIDORE. 

I  would,  my  Lord,  you  were  by  my  fire«idev 
I*d  listen  to  you  with  an  eager  eye. 
Though  you  began, this  cloudy  tale  at  mMvAf^i- 
But  I  do  listen — ^pray  proceed,  my  Lord. 

ORDONIO. 

Where  WM  It 

ISIDORE. 

He  of  whom  yoa  tell  the  tale — 

ORDONIO. 

Surve]^g  all  things  with  a  guiet  soom. 
Tamed  himself  down  to  living  purposes. 
The  occupations  and  the  semblances 
Of  ordinary  men — and  such  he  seem'd ! 
But  that  same  over-ready  agent— h»— 

ISIDORE. 

Ah!  what  of  him,  my  Lord  ? 

ORDONIO. 

He  proved  a  tnitor, 
Betrey*d  the  mysteiy  to  a  brother  traitor, 
And  diey  between  diem  hatch'd  a  damned  plol 
To  hunt  him  down  to  infamy  and  death. 
What  did  the  Valdez  7  J  am  proud  of  the  *»—»•, 
Since  he  dared  do  it — 

[Ordonio  grasps  his  sword,  and  turns  effnm 
Isidore  ;  then  after  a  pause  returns. 
Our  linbi  bum  dimly. 

ISIDORE. 

A  dark  tale  darkly  finished !  Nay,  my  Loid ! 
Tell  what  he  did. 

ORDONIO. 

That  which  his  wisdom  prompted— 

He  made  that  Traitor  meet  him  in  this  cavein. 

And  here  he  kill'd  the  Traitor. 

ISIDORE. 

No!  the  fool! 
He  had  not  wit  enough  to  be  a  traitor. 
Pbor  thick-eyed  beetle !  not  to  have  foreseen 
That  he  who  guU'd  thee  with  a  whimper'd  lie 
To  murder  his  own  brother,  would  not  scruple 
To  murder  thee,  if  o'er  his  guilt  grew  jealous. 
And  he  could  steal  upon  thee  in  the  dark ! 

ORDONIO. 

Thou  wouldst  not  then  have  come,  if 

ISIDORE. 

Oh  yes,  my  Lord ! 

I  would  have  met  him  orm'd,  and  scared  the  oowanL 
[Isidore  throws  cf  his  robe;  shows  himsdf  armed, 
and  draws  his  sword. 

ORDONIO. 

Now  this  is  excellent  and  warms  the  Uood ! 
My  heart  was  drawing  back,  drawing  me  back 


REMORSE. 


80 


ad  fioiiMmHh  tcraplei.  Now  my  Ven- 


vnok 


BeduM  ae  «WBidfl  with  a  wanrior^i  mien. 
And  doM  Ihit  life,  my  pity  robb'd  her  of^ 
Now  wfll  I  kai  diee,  thanideii  ihive!  and  ooant  it 
;  w^  eoadbitable  tfaoni^  hereafter. 


niDOftx. 

Aid  an  f  Htile  ooea  fiitherieM 

Diethoafirrt. 
{Tktg/^:  OBDOiaodimrwulnnonE,andindi9- 

mmiwg:  ii«  fir —  ^- '  'T  "^ *  TT" 

mtUBMMdktkeywentkmdmg,  Uwomk  kurrieM 
tato  fAe  rmxm  wilk  kuionk,  Okdonio/oUoim  Aim  ; 
m  Itmi  ay  qf  "J^uUor!  MomiUr!''  U  heard 
yr«a»  lie  Mwm,  and  m  a  MOMenC  Oedonio  refanu 


VALDKZ. 

woman! 


OEDONIO. 

I  haTehiiilM  him  down  the  chaon!  Treason  for  trea- 


He 

A 

Ha 


of  it :  henceforward  let  hhn  aleep 
deep^  from  whidi  no  wife  can  wake  him. 

too  m  made  out—Now  for  hii  friend. 

[JEcilOftDONio. 


Hwh,  thoughtlc 


Nay,  it  wakei  within  me 
More  than  a  woman*!  ipiiit 

VALDEZ. 

No  more  of  thi»— 
What  if  Monviedro  or  hif  creaturee  hear  w! 
I  dare  not  listen  to  you. 

TEREBA 

My  honor*d  Lord, 
Hieae  were  my  Alvar*a  lowone ;  and  whene'er 
I  bend  me  o'er  hb  portrait,  I  repeat  them, 
Ab  if  to  give  a  voice  to  the  mote  image. 

VALDKZ. 

We  have  moum'd  for  Alvar. 
Of  his  sad  &te  there  now  remains  no  doubt. 
Have  I  no  other  son  f 

TEMMBk, 

Speak  not  of  him ! 
That  low  imposture !  That  mysterious  picture ! 
If  this  be  madness,  must  I  wed  a  madman? 
And  if  not  madness,  there  is  mysloiy, 
And  guilt  doth  lurk  behind  it 


SCENE  n.* 
Theh^krim'CimHifaSanemdecrGaikkCkulk, 
wUk  the  Inm  Qale  tf  a  Dm^eon 


VALDB. 


HeartrchiUing  Supeistitioo!  diou  canst  glai^ 
Even  Pity's  eye  with  her  own  fioien  tear. 
In  vain  I  mge  the  tortures  tiiat  await  him ; 
Evan  Selma,  leveiend  guardian  of  my  childhood. 
My  second  mother,  shuts  her  heart  against  me! 
Well,  I  have  won  fiom  her  what  most  imports 
The  preeent  need,  diis  secret  of  the  dungeon. 
Known  only  to  herself — ^A  Moor !  a  Sorcerer! 
No,  I  have  foith,  that  Nature  ne'er  permitted 
Baseness  to  wear  a  form  so  noble.    True, 
I  doubt  not,  that  Ordonio  had  subom'd  him 
To  act  some  part  in  some  unhdy  fraud ; 
As  little  doubt,  that  for  soifte  unknown  purpose 
He  hath  baffled  his  suborner,  terror«truck  him. 
And  that  Ordonio  meditates  revenge ! 
But  my  resolve  is  fix'd !  myself  will  rescue  him. 
And  learn  if  haply  he  know  aught  of  Alvar. 

JSnIer  Valdez. 

VALDEZ. 

Siin  sad  f    and  gazing  at  the  massive  door 
Of  tlmt  leD  Dungeon  which  thou  ne'er  hadst  sight  of. 
Save  wlmt.  perchance,  thy  in&nt  foncy  shaped  it, 
When  die  nume  still'd  thy  cries  widi  unmeant  threats. 
Now  by  my  foidi.  Girl !  diis  same  winrd  haunts  thee ! 
A  slatdy  man,  end  eloquent  and  tender-^ 

[WWka 
Who  dien  need  wonder  if  a  lady  sighs 
Even  at  die  diought  of  what  these  stem  * 

TB&ESA  {wUh  tdUmn  indignation). 
Tlie  honor  of  ifaeir  ghastly  punishinents 
Doth  so  o'ertop  the  height  of  all  compassion. 
That  I  should  foel  too  Utde  for  mine  enemy. 
If  it  were  possible  I  could  feel  more, 
Even  tbough  the  dearest  inmates  of  our  bouaebokl 
Wcradoom'dtosuflerthem.  That  such  things 


went 


Yes,  it  is  truth :  saw  you  his  countenance  f 
How  rage,  remorse,  uid  scorn,  and  stupid  fear. 
Dbplaced  each  other  with  swift  interchangoB  T 

0  that  I  had  indeed  the  sorcerer's  power! 

1  would  call  up  before  thine  e3res  the  image 
Of  my  betrothed  Alvar,  of  thy  first-born ! 

His  own  fidr  countenance,  his  kingly  forehead. 
His  tender  smiles,  love's  day-dawn  on  his  lips ! 
That  spiritual  and  almost  heavenly  light 
In  his  conunanding  ejre— his  mien  heroic, 
Virtue's  own  native  heraldry !  to  man 
Genial,  and  pleasant  to  his  guardian  angel. 
Whene'er  he  gladden'd,  how  the  gladness  spread 
Wide  round  him !  and  when  oft  with  swelling  tears, 
Flash'd  through  by  indignation,  he  bewail'd 
The  wrongs  of  Belgium's  mar^d  patriots. 
Oh,  what  a  grief  was  there — for  joy  to  envy, 
Or  gaze  upon  enamour'd ! 

O  my  fether ! 
Recall  that  rooming  when  we  knelt  together. 
And  thou  didst  bless  our  loves !  O  even  now. 
Even  now,  my  sire !  to  thy  mind's  eye  present  him. 
As  at  that  moment  he  rose  up  before  thee. 
Stately,  with  beaming  kwk !  Place,  place  beside  him 
Oidonio's  dark  perturbed  countenance ! 
TImo  bid  me  (Oh  diou  oouUst  not)  bid  me  turn 
From  him,  die  joy,  the  triumph  of  our  kind ! 
TV>  take  in  eiclumige  that  brooding  man,  who  never 
lifts  up  his  eye  fiom  the  earth,  unless  to  scowl 


VALDEZ. 

Ungrateftd  woman !  I  have  tried  to  stifle 
An  old  man's  passion !  was  it  not  enough 
That  thou  hadst  made  my  son  a  resdess  i 
Banish'd  hb  healUi,  and  half  unhinged  his 
But  diat  thou  wilt  iiwult  him  widi  suspicion  t 
And  toil  to  blast  his  honor?  I  am  old, 
A  comfortless  old  man ! 


*WMgAnmmlir,  NoteS. 


OGnel\  U»\v«aT 
Hatefiil  entreaties  ftoia  &  ^ce  ^«  V)>^«^- 
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E/dUBt  a  PiAgAWT  anJ  jii  e  gaf i  a  ieOer  to  Valdez. 

VALDKS  (redcitii^  if). 
**  He  dares  not  Tentme  hitlier !"  Why  what  can  this 

mean? 
•  Lsst  the  Famitiars  of  the  Inquisition, 
That  watch  annind  my  gates,  should  intercept  him ; 
But  he  ooqjures  me,  that  without  delay 
I  hasten  to  him — lor  my  own  sake  entreats  me 
To  guard  from  danger  him  I  hold  imprisoned— 
He  will  reveal  a  secret,  the  joy  of  which 
Will  even  outweigh  the  sorrow.*' — ^Why  what  can 

diisher 
Ferchanoe  it  is  some  Moorish  stratagem, 
To  have  in  me  a  hostage  for  his  safety. 
Nay,  that  they  dare  not?  Ho !  collect  ray  servants ! 
I  will  go  thither — ^let  them  arm  themselves. 

[£nt  Valdez. 


The  moon  is  high  in  heaven,  and  all  is  hushU 

Yet,  anxious  listener !  I  have  seem'd  to  hear 

A  low  dead  thunder  mutter  through  the  night, 

As  'twere  a  giant  angry  in  his  sleep. 

O  Alvar!  Alvar!  that  they  could  return. 

Those  Ueaied  days  that  imitated  heaven. 

When  vi-e  two  wont  to  walk  at  even-tide ; 

When  we  saw  naught  but  beauty ;  when  we  heard 

The  voice  of  that  Almighty  One  who  loved  us 

In  every  gale  that  breathed,  and  wave  that  mur^ 

mur'd! 
O  we  have  listen'd,  even  till  high-wrought  pleasure 
Hath  half  assumed  the  countenance  of  grief. 
And  the  deep  sigh  seem'd  to  heave  up  a  weight 
Of  bliss,  that  press*d  too  heavy  on  the  hearL 

[AjMKae. 
And  this  miviestic  Moor,  seems  he  not  one 
Who  oA  and  long  communing  with  my  Alvar 
Hath  drunk  in  kindred  lustre  from  his  presence. 
And  guides  me  to  him  with  reflected  light  7 
What  if  in  yon  dork  dungeon  coward  Treachery 
Be  groping  for  him  with  onvenom'd  poniard — 
Hence,  womanish  fears,  traitors  to  love  and  duty— 
I'll  free  him.  [£nl  Teusa. 


SCEN£IIL 


To  flott  for  ever  with  a  carsleai  eoanew 
And  think  myself  the  only  being  aliv« ! 


Tk»  Jlfoimtoms  h}f  wtookUgkL    Alhaora  alone  in  a 

MoorukdnMt. 

ALHADOA. 

Yon  hanging  woods,  that  touch'd  by  autumn  seem 
As  they  were  bloaM>ming  hues  of  Are  and  gold ; 
The  flowor-Iike  woods,  most  lovely  in  decay, 
The  many  clouds,  the  sea,  the  rock,  the  sands, 
Lie  in  the  silent  moonshine :  and  the  owl, 
(Strange !  very  strange !)  the  screech-owl  only  wakes ! 
Solo  vuicc.  sole  eye  of  all  this  world  of  beauty ! 
rnlesR,  periinjie,  Hhe  sing  her  hrrreeching  song 
To  a  herd  of  wolves,  lluit  skulk  athint  for  blood. 
Why  such  a  thing  am  1  ? — ^Whcro  are  these  men  ? 
I  n«»cd  the  sympathy  of  human  faces, 
To  beat  away  this  deep  contempt  for  all  things. 
Which  quenches  my  revenge.    Oh !  would  to  Alio, 
The  raven,  or  the  sea-mew,  were  appointed 
To  bring  mc  food !  or  mther  that  my  soul 
Could  drink  in  life  from  the  univernl  air! 
It  were  a  lot  divino  in  some  small  skiff 
AJaagBome  Oueau's  bound Icn  aolilude, 


My  children  I — ^btdors's  children ! — Sao  of  Valdo; 
This  hath  new-strung  mine  oraL  Thoaoowudtynnt! 
To  stnpify  a  woman's  heart  with  anguish. 
Till  she  forgot — even  that  she  was  a  mother! 

[Skejuenhereyemtheeartk.  T%endripimmB^fkr 
another,  frmt  differtnt  partt  ef  fhe  tt^go,  m  «■•- 
mieraNe  manber  of  Montcoes,  aU  m  Mooritk 
menu  and  Mooritk  amor.  They  formm 
a  distance  rottnd  AuiAnRA,  tmd  remaim 
Ike  eecond  m  command^  Naomi,  enfers,  tfi'rtiyiiiArf 
by  kit  drett  and  armor,  and  by  Ae  tOeut  obtitttm 
paid  to  kim  on  kit  entrance  by  tie  otiur  Moan. 

NAOMI. 

Woman !  may  Alia  and  the  Prophet  bleas  thee ! 
We  have  ob^'d  thy  call  Where  is  our  ehitff 
And  why  didst  thou  enjoin  these  Mooridi  gannentof 

Alhadia  (raiting  her  eyet,  and  Unking  romti  on  §$ 

circle). 
Warriom  of  Mahomet!  fiuthiul  in  the  batde! 
My  oountiymen !  Come  ye  prepared  to  work 
An  honorable  deed  7  And  would  ye  work  it 
In  the  slave's  garb  7  Curse  on  those  Christian  rob«! 
They  are  spell-blasted :  and  whoever  wean  tbsnw 
His  arm  shrinks  wither'd,  his  heart  malls  away. 
And  his  bones  soiVen. 

NAOMI. 

Where  is  Isidare  f 

ALHAORA  (in  a  deep  lorn  voice). 
This  night  I  went  from  forth  my  house,  and  left 
His  chiUren  all  asleep :  and  he  was  living ! 
And  I  retum'd  and  found  them  stiU  wdoep. 
But  he  had  perish'd 

ALL  THE  MORBBCOEB. 

Perish'd  7 

ALHAORA. 

He.had  perish'd! 
Sleep  on,  poor  babes !  not  one  of  you  doth  know 
That  he  is  fathericss    a  desolate  orphan ! 
Why  should  we  u-ake  them  7  can  an  infoot'a  am 
Revenge  his  murder  7 

ONE  MORESOOE  (to  OlMCftsr). 

Did  she  say  his  mmdert 

NAOMI. 

Murder  7  Not  murder'd  7 

ALHAORA. 

Murder'd  by  a  Christian ! 
[They  aU  at  once  dram  their  eakrte^ 
ALHAORA  (to  Naomi,  who  advancet  from  the  orcfe). 
Brother  of  Zagri !  fling  away  thy  sword  ; 
This  is  thy  chiefhun's !    [He  ttept  forward  to  ftdb  iC 

Dost  thou  dare  receive  it! 
For  I  have  sworn  by  Alia  and  the  Prophet, 
No  tear  shall  dim  these  eyes,  this  woman's  heart 
Shall  heave  no  groan,  till  I  have  seen  that  sword 
Wet  with  the  life-blood  of  the  son  of  Valdex ! 

[A  pautc 
Ordonio  was  your  chieftain's  murderer ! 

NAOMI. 

He  dies,  by  Alia. 
ALL  ihnethng.) 

By  Alia! 

ALHAORA. 

This  night  youc  chieftain  arm'd  UmseU; 


KEM0R8E. 


Ql 


AndboniadtaiiiM.    Bat  I  ftUow'd  him 
At  iinirm  tiH  I  mw  him  enter    tktre! 


MAOML 


The  cavern  f 


Ye* 


ALHADSA. 

Ihe  aonih  of  yonder  cavern, 
a  vHiile  I  mw  the  ion  of  Valdez 
bf  with  flaring  torch ;  he  likewiw  entered. 

another  and  a  longer  pauae ; 
eno^t  medioaght  I  heard  the  daih  of  aivordg ! 
aooo  the  aoo  o^  Valdez  reappeared : 

liii  toffch  towaida  the  moon  in  aport, 
I'd  aa  he  were  mirthful !  I  flood  liitening, 
hapatiwit  fiir  the  ftoMepa  of  my  hnaband ! 


And 
And 
He 
And 


Tim  caOedit  himf 


NAOML 


ALHAPEA. 

I  crept  into  the  cavern — 
TwBB  dark  tad  very  Blent  [1%emwadly. 

What  aaidflt  thou  r 
No!  no!  I  did  not  dare  call.  Isidore, 
Leat  I  ahoold  hear  no  anawer !  A  brief  while, 
BeUke,  I  loat  aU  thon^  and  memory 
Of  that  tat  which  I  came!  Afier  that  pauae, 

0  Heaven!  I  heard  a  gioan,  and  followed  it: 
And  yet  another  groan,  which  gmded  me 
Into  a  Btrange  receaa— and  there  waa  Ugkt, 
Ahideouali^!  hia  torch  lay  en  the  groimd ; 
Hi  flame  burnt  dimly  o'er  a  cfaam's  brink  .- 

1  spake ;  and  whibt  I  apake^  a  fteUe  groan 
Came  fiom  that  dtaim !  it  wm  hia  lut !  hia  death- 
groan! 

HAOIO. 

Comlbrt  her,  Alia. 

ALRADRA. 

I  flood  in  nnimaginable  trance 
And  agony  diat  cannot  be  remembered, 
firtaning  with  horrid  hope  to  hear  a  groan ! 
Bat  I  had  heard  hia  last :  my  husband's  death-groan ! 

NAOMI. 

Haste!  let  as  onward. 

ALHADRA. 

I  look'd  far  down  the  pit — 
My  sig^  was  bomided  by  a  jutting  fragment: 
And  it  waa  stain'd  with  blood.  Then  fint  I  shriek'd, 
My  eye-balls  burnt,  my  brain  grew  hot  as  fire, 
And  all  the  hanging  drops  of  the  wet  roof 
Tnm'd  into  blood — ^I  saw  them  turn  to  blood ! 
And  I  waa  leaping  wildly  down  the  chasm. 
When  on  the  fiulher  brink  I  saw  his  sword. 
And  it  said.  Vengeance ! — Cuises  on  my  tongue ! 
Hie  moon  hath  moved  in  Heaven,  and  I  am  here. 
And  he  hath  not  had  vengeance !  Isidore ! 
Spirit  of  Udore !  thy  muiderer  hves ! 
Away!  away! 


Away!  away! 

[She  rubles  cff^  tdlfcUomng  her. 


ACT  V. 

SCENE  I. 

.  A  Dungmu 

ALVAR  {aUm^  fiset  dowly/rom  a  bed  of  reeds, 

ALVAM. 

Ajaddmpbiee  my  Aite&tben  made  for  ma^f  / 


This  is  the  process  of  our  love  and  wisdom 
To  each  poor  brother  who  ofienda  against 
Most  innocent,  peihaps — and  what  if  guilty  t 
Is  this  the  only  cure  f  Mercifid  God ! 
Each  pore  and  natural  outlet  shrivell'd  up, 
Bjr  ignorance  and  perching  poverty, 
Ifis  energies  roll  back  upon  his  heart. 
And  stagnate  and  corrupt,  till,  changed  to  poisoo, 
They  break  out  on  him,  like  a  lothesome  plague- 
spot! 
Then  we  call  in  our  pomper'd  mountebanks : 
And  this  is  their  best  cure !  unoomforted 
And  friendless  solitude,  groaning  snd  tean^ 
And  savage  fiices,  at  the  clanking  hour. 
Seen  through  the  steam  and  vapors  of  his  dungeon 
By  the  lamp's  dismal  twilight !  So  he  lies 
Circled  with  evil,  till  his  veiy  soul 
Unmoulds  its  essence,  hopelessly  deform'd 
By  sights  of  evermore  deformity ! 
With  other  ministrations  thou,  O  Nature ! 
Healest  thy  wandering  and  distemper'd  child : 
Thou  pourest  on  him  thy  soft  influences, 
Thy  sunny  hues,  fair  forms,  and  breathing  sweets ; 
Thy  melodies  of  words,  and  winds,  and  waten ! 
Till  he  relent,  and  can  no  more  emlura 
To  be  a  jarring  and  a  dissonant  thing 
Amid  this  general  dance  and  minstrelsy ; 
But,  bunting  into  tears,  wins  back  his  way. 
His  angry  spirit  heal'd  and  hormonixed 
By  the  benignant  touch  of  love  end  beauty. 
I  am  chill  and  weary !  Yon  rude  bench  of  stone. 
In  that  dork  angle,  die  sole  resting-place ! 
But  the  selfapproving  mind  is  its  own  light, 
And  life's  best  warmth  still  radiatea  fiom  the  heart 
Where  Love  sits  brooding,  and  an  honest  purpose. 

[Retiret  out  of  nghi. 

Enter  Teresa  with  a  Tamper. 


It  has  chill'd  my  very  life— my  own  vcuce  scares  mo ! 

Tet  when  I  hear  it  not,  I  seem  to  lose 

The  substance  of  my  being — ^my  strongest  grasp 

Sends  inwards  but  weak  witeess  that  I  am. 

I  seek  to  cheat  the  echa — ^How  the  half  sounds 

Blend  with  this  strangled  light!  Is  he  not  here — 

[Looking  round. 
O  for  one  human  &ce  here— but  to  see 
One  human  face  here  to  sustain  me. — Courage ! 
It  ii  but  my  own  fear !  The  life  within  me. 
It  sinks  and  wavers  like  this  cone  of  flame, 
Beyond  which  I  scarce  dare  look  onward  !  Oh ! 

[Shuddering. 
If  I  faint !  If  this  inhuman  den  should  be 
At  once  my  death-bed  and  my  burial  vault! 

[Faindy  tcreama  as  Alvae  emerges  from,  the  recess. 

ALVAA  {ruikes  towards  her,  and  catches  her  as  she 

is  falling). 

0  gracious  Heaven !  it  is,  it  is  Teresa ! 

1  dball  reveal  myself  7  The  sudden  shock 
Of  rapture  will  blow  out  this  spark  of  life, 
And  Joy  complete  what  Terror  has  begun. 
O  ye  impetuous  beatings  here,  be  still ! 
Teresa,  best  beloved !  pole,  pale,  and  cold ! 
Her  pulse  doth  flutter*.  Teresa*.  loc^ T«t«h^\ 


TERESA  (recovering,  look*  round  «Nldl>)V 

I  heard  a  voice ;  but  often  *m  tn^  dtouroa 
hear  that  voico!  und  vrako  a\wV  Vx^ — %s»Vtnj" 


M\\ 


CX>LERIDGE*S  POEnCAL  WOREa 


To  hA&r  it  wiking!  bat  I  neTor  ooald — 
And  'CM  to  DOW— «¥«&  K)!  Woll:  he  it  dead-^ 
Murdered,  perfaapt !  And  I  am  fiunt,  and  (eel 
At  if  it  were  do  painful  thing  to  die ! 

ALVAE  (fiogerly). 
Believe  it  not,  tweet  maid !  Believe  it  not, 
RoloTed  woman!  Twat  a  low  impottore. 
Framed  by  a  guilty  wretch. 

TEUiA  irtthrtsfrcm  him,  and/eMjf  mipporU  karw^ 
agtOMit  apUlar  of  Ike  dungeon). 

Ha!  Whoaitthout 
ALVAK  {exceeiiitgly  q^cdfti). 
8abom*d  by  hit  brother — 


Didtt  ikou  murder  him  f 
And  dott  thou  now  repent  ?  Poor  troubled  man, 
I  do  forgive  theo,  and  may  Heaven  ibfgive  thee ! 

ALVAB. 


TKinA. 

If  thou  didtt  murder  hinn— 
Hit  tpirit  ever  at  the  throne  of  God 
Atkt  mercy  for  thee :  prtyi  lor  mercy  for  thee, 
With  team  in  Heaven ! 

ALVAR. 

Alvar  waa  not  maider*d. 
Be  calm !  Be  cabn,  tweet  maid ! 


{wOdly). 
Nay,  nay,  but  tell  me ! 

[A  patum ;  Aen  prttaei  kerforAead. 
O 'tit  lott  again! 
Tliii  dun  CQofiaed  pain — 

[A  ptmmt  Aegatuai  Alvae. 
Mytteriout  man! 
Mediinkt  I  can  not  fear  thee :  for  thine  eye 
Doth  twim  with  love  and  pity — Well !  Ordonio— 
Oh  my  foreboding  heart !  and  he  tubom'd  thee, 
And  thou  didst  spare  hit  life  ?  BleMings  shower  on 

thee. 
At  many  ot  the  dropt  twice  counted  o'er 
In  the  fond  fiuthful  heart  of  hit  Tereta ! 

ALVAR. 

I  can  endure  no  more.    The  Moorith  Sorcerer 
Exittt  but  in  the  stain  upon  hit  fece. 
That  picture — 

TERESA  (advanceg  towanU  him). 
Ha!  tpeakon! 

ALVAE. 

Beloved  Tereta! 
It  told  but  half  the  truth.    O  let  this  portrait 
Tell  all — that  Alvar  livee— that  he  ii  here ! 
Thy  much  deceived  but  ever  fiuthful  Alvar. 

[ThktM  her  portraU  from  hi$  neck,  and  givet  it  her. 

TERESA  (receiving  the  portrait). 
The  tamo— it  is  the  tame.    Ah !  who  art  thou  f 
Nay  I  will  call  thee,  Alvar  !    [ShefaUM  on  hi*  neck. 

ALVAE. 

O  joy  unutterable ! 
But  hark !  a  tonnd  at  of  removing  ban 
At  the  dungeoD't  outer  door.    A  briei)  brief  while 
Conceal  thytelf^  my  love !  It  it  Qrdoma 
Far  the  honor  of  our  race,  for  our  dear  fiuher; 
O  for  hiratelf  too  (he  it  ttill  my  brother) 
Let  me  recaU  him  to  hie  nobler  nature, 
TTba/Ae  may  wake  tm  from  a  dream  ot  muider! 
O  lei  me  ncaocUe  him  to  btmaeU^ 


Open  die  tacred  tource  of  penitent 

Ajid  be  once  more  hit  own  beloved  Alw; 


O  my  all  virtuout  love !  I  fear  to  leaTe  diee 
M^th  duit  obdurate  man. 

ALVAE. 

Thou  doit  not  IsEva 
Bat  a  brief  while  retire  into  the  daiknett : 
Odiatmyjoy  could  tpread  iti  tundiine  looDd 


The  tound  of  thy  voice  thall  be  my  nraiie ! 

[Retiring,  the  returns  haatHtf  and  eiftiactt  Alvab. 
Alvar!  my  Alvar!  am  I  ture  I  hold  thee? 
It  it  no  dream  7  thee  in  my  arma,  my  Alvar!    \EnL 
[A  noite  at  the  Dungeon  door.     It 
Ordonio  entere,  udik  a  gdUet  m  Us 


ORDONIO. 

Hail,  potent  wizard !  in  my  gayelTmood 

I  pouPd  forth  a  libation  to  old  Pluto, 

Aiid  at  I  brimm'd  the  bowl,  I  thouf^  on  diee. 

Thou  hatt  conspired  againtt  my  life  and  honor. 

Hast  trick'd  me  foully ;  3ret  I  hate  diee  not 

Why  should  I  hate  thee  I  this  tame  worid  of  oan^ 

'T  is  but  a  pool  amid  a  storm  of  rain. 

And  we  the  air4>ladders  that  ooutm  up  and  dofiBb 

And  joust  and  lilt  in  merry  tournament; 

And  when  one  bubble  runt  foal  of  anodiflr, 

[Wavui^  hie  kumi  fo  ALTAI. 
The  weaker  needt  mutt  faieak. 

ALVAE. 

IteediyheEit! 
Tbten  it  a  frightful  glitter  in  diine  eye 
Which  dodi  betray  thee.    Inly-loitured  nan! 
Thit  it  the  revelry  of  a  drunken  •"g"Hi, 
Which  fiun  would  tcofi*  away  the  pang  of  gaill; 
And  quell  each  human  feeling. 

OEDONIO. 

Feeling!  feeling! 
The  death  of  a  man — the  breaking  of  a  bubble— 
'Tis  true  I  cannot  sob  for  such  misfortunea ; 
But  feintncti,  cold  and  hunger-^curset  on  me 
If  willingly  I  e'er  inflicted  them ! 
Come,  take  the  beverage ;  this  chill  place  demands  it 

[Ordonio  prefers  tke  gdiet 

ALVAE. 

YoQ  iniect  on  the  wall. 

Which  movet  thit  way  and  that  itt  hundred  limbic 

Were  it  a  toy  of  mere  mechanic  craft. 

It  were  an  infinitely  curious  thing ! 

But  it  has  life,  Ordonio !  life,  ei\)oyment ! 

And  by  the  power  of  its  miracuknit  will 

Wieldt  all  the  complex  niovemenlt  of  itt  flame  . 

Uneningly  to  pleaiurable  ends ! 

Saw  I  that  insect  on  this  goblet't  brim, 

I  would  remove  it  with  an  anxiout  pi^! 

OEOONia 

What  meanett  thou  ? 

ALVAE. 

There 't  poiton  in  the  wine. 

OEDomo. 
Thou  hatt  guets'd  right ;  there 't  poiton  in  die  winei 
lliere't  poiton  in't — which  of  ut  two  diall  drink  itt 
For  one  of  at  mutt  die ! 


REMORSE. 


93 


OBDONia 

The  aecwppBw  nd  twora  friend  of  Udore. 

ALVAB.  ' 

I  know  him  not 
And  yel  aeddnki  I  have  heard  die  name  but  lately. 
Meant  he  die  husband  of  the  fidooriih  iivoman  T 
Udonriaidan? 

oiiMina 
Good !  good !  diat  lie !  hy  heaven  it  faaa  reetorod  me. 
NoarlamdiyDMtar!  Villain!  dion  ihalt  drink  it, 
0^  die  a  bitterer  deadL 


▲LVAR. 

What  Strange  Bolntiaii 
HmI  dMm  Ibond  out  to  ntisfy  thy  ftari, 
And  drug  diem  to  unnatural  deep  f 

[Alvaa  ta&et  CA?  Ifoilet;  oad  OroMciy  t(  to  Ike  groimd 
with  tttm  ctnltKipL 

My  master! 

OKOOMia 

Hkmi  mountebank ! 

ALVAB. 

Bfountebank  and  villain! 
What  then  art  thou  7  For  ahame,  put  up  thy  sword ! 
What  booto  a  weapon  in  a  wxther'd  ann  ? 
I  fix  mine  eye  upon  diee,  and  diou  tremblest ! 
I  speak,  and  ftar  and  wonder  erurii  thy  rage, 
And  turn  it  to  a  motiopleaB  distraction ! 
Hkni  blind  self-wonhipper;  thy  pride,  thy  cunning, 
Thy  fidth  in  univeml  villany, 
1^  shallow  aophisms,  diy  pnlended  scorn 
For  all  thy  human  btelhren    out  upon  them ! 
What  have  they  done  fir  dieef  have  diey  given  diee 

peaee? 
Cured  thee  of  starting  in  diy  deepf  or  made 
Hie  darknesi  pleassnt  when  thou  wakest  at  midnight? 
Alt  happy  when  akme  f  Canst  walk  by  thyself 
Widi  even  step  and  quiet  cheerfulne«  I 
Tet,  yet  thou  mayest  be  nved 

OBDONio  (vaamdy  repeating  the  words). 

Saved?  saved? 

ALVAB. 

One  pang! 
Could  I  can  up  one  pang  of  true  RemorM ! 

OBDONIO. 

He  told  me  of  the  babes  that  pratded  to  him. 

His  fttheriesi  litde  ones !  Remorse !  Remorse! 

Where  gott'st  thou  that  fbors  word  ?  Curse  on  Remone ! 

Can  it  give  up  the  dead,  or  recoropaet 

A  manned  body?  mangled — dash'd  to  atoms! 

Not  an  the  bleMogs  of  a  host  of  angels 

Can  blow  away  a  desolate  widow's  corse! 

And  though  thou  sjnll  thy  heart's  blood  for  atonement. 

It  win  not  weigh  against  an  orphan's  tear ! 

ALVAB  (iidmoMt  overcome  hy  Jut  fedings). 
But  Alvar— 

OBDONIO. 

Ha !  it  chokes  thee  in  the  throat. 
Even  thee ;  and  yet  I  pray  thee  speak  it  out ! 
8liU  Alvar!  Alvar! — ^howl  it  in  mine  ear. 
Heap  it  like  coals  of  fire  upon  my  heart. 
And  shoot  it  hiasing  through  my  brain ! 


ALVAB. 


Alas! 


That  day  when  diou  didst  leap  fiom  off  the  lock 
Into  the  waves,  and  gngp'd  thy  ankiag  bniber. 
And  ham  ium  0  ibe  Mtnad ;  then,  em  of  Valdei, 


I 


How  sweet  and  musical  the  name  of  Alvar ! 
Then,  then,  Ordonio,  he  was  dear  to  diee. 
And  thou  wert  dear  to  him ;  Heaven  only  knows 
IIow  very  dear  thou  wert !  Why  didst  thou  hate  him  t 

0  heaven !  how  he  would  faU  upon  thy  nedt, 
And  weep  forgiveness! 

ORDONIO. 

Spirit  of  the  dead ! 
Methinks  I  know  thee !  ha !  my  brain  turns  wild 
At  its  own  dreams! — off— o£^  fantastic  shadow ! 

ALVAB. 

1  &in  would  teU  diee  what  I  am!  but  dare  not! 

OBDONIO. 

Cheat !  villain !  traitor !  whatsoever  thou  be— 
I  fear  thee,  man ! 

TEBiSA  (ruehing  out  and  falling  on  Alvab'b  necft). 
Ordonio !  'tis  thy  brother. 

[O&DONio  with  frantic  wHdneee  rune  tq)on  Alvab 
with  hie  tword,  Teresa  JUnge  hertdf  on 
Obdonio  and  arrette  hie  arm. 

Stop,  madmsn,  st<^. 

ALVAB. 

Does  then  this  thin  disguise  impenetrably 
Hide  Alvar  from  thee  ?  Toil  and  painful  wounds 
And  long  imprisonment  in  unwholesome  dungeons. 
Have  marr'd  perhaps  all  trait  and  lineament 
Of  what  I  was !  But  chiefly,  chiefly,  brother. 
My  anguish  for  thy  guilt ! 

Ordonio— Brother ! 
Nay,  nay,  thou  shalt  embrace  me. 

OBDONIO  {drawing  back  and  gating  at  Alvab  witk  a 
countenance  cf  at  once  awe  and  terror). 

Touch  me  not! 
Touch  not  poUution,  Alvor!  I  wiU  die. 

[He  attempts  to  fall  on  his  tword:  Alvab  ondTmsA 

prevent  ktm. 

alvab. 
We  wiU  find  means  to  save  your  honor.    Live, 
Oh  Uve,  Ordonio !  for  our  father's  sake ! 
Spare  his  gray  hairs ! 

TKBEBA. 

And  you  may  yet  be  happy. 

ORDONIO. 

O  horror !  not  a  thousand  yean  in  heaven 

Could  recoropose  this  miserable  heart. 

Or  make  it  capable  of  one  brief  joy ! 

Live  I  live !  Why  yes !  'twere  well  to  live  vrith  you: 

For  is  it  fit  a  villain  should  be  proud  ? 

My  brother !  I  will  knoel  to  you,  my  brother ! 

[Kneding. 
Forgive  me,  Alvar ! — Curse  me  with  forgiveness ! 

ALVAB. 

CaU  back  thy  soul,  Ordonio,  and  look  round  thee : 
Now  is  the  time  for  greatness !  Think  that  Heaven — 

TKRESA. 

O  mark  his  eye !  he  hears  not  what  you  say. 

ORDONIO  {pointing  at  the  vacancy). 
Yes,  mark  his  eye !  there 's  fascination  in  it ! 
Thou  saidst  thou  didst  not  know  him— That  is  he! 
He  comes  upon  me ! 

ALVAB. 

Heal.  O  heal  him.  Heaven ! 

OBDomo. 
Nearer  and  nearer!  and  1  cannoX  «1\t\ 
Will  no  one  hear  thoao  atiAed  fsraoxw^  ^xv^^vniSftft^^' 
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He  would  htre  died  to  nre  me,  and  I  killed  him— 
A  hmbuid  ud  a  frtherS— 


TBRBA 


Drinki  up  hit  tpirili ! 


Ufc« 

Some  Mcret  poinD 


OJUWNIO  (Jiercdy  rtcoQeding  himadf). 
Let  the  eternal  Justice 
Pkepere  my  punishment  in  the  obscure  world— 
I  win  not  bwur  lo  live — to  live — O  agony ! 
And  be  myself  alone  my  own  sore  torment! 

[The  doori  rf  ike  dungeon  are  broken  open,  and  m 
ruth  Alhadra,  and  Ae  hand  of  Moixsoois. 

▲LBADRA. 

SeiMflnt  that  man! 

[Alvae  prettei  onward  to  drfend  OaDomo. 

ORDONIO. 

Off  ruffians !  I  have  flung  away  my  sword. 
Woman,  my  life  is  thine!  to  diee  I  give  it! 
Off!  be  that  touches  me  with  his  hand  of  flesh, 
111  rend  his  limbs  asunder!  I  have  strength 
With  this  bare  arm  to  scatter  you  like  ashes. 


My  husband^ 


OhonriUe! 


▲UIAORA. 
ORDONIO. 

Tcs,  I  murder'd  him  most  fbuUy. 

ALTAB  and  TJCBEBA. 


ALHADRA. 

Why  didst  thou  leave  his  children  f 
Demon,  thon  shouldst  have  sent  thy  dogs  of  hell 
IV)  lap  their  blood !  Then,  then  I  might  have  hardened 
My  soul  in  misery,  and  have  had  comfort 
I  would  have  stood  ftr  ofi;  quiet  though  dark. 
And  bade  the  race  of  men  raise  up  a  mourning 
For  a  deep  horror  of  desolation, 
Too  great  to  be  one  soul's  particular  lot ! 
Brother  of  Zagri !  let  me  lean  upon  thee. 

[Struggling  to  suppress  her  fedings. 
Hie  time  ii  not  yet  come  for  woman's  anguuh. 
I  have  not  seen  his  blood — ^Within  an  hour 
Those  little  ones  will  crowd  around  and  ask  me, 
Where  is  our  father  ?  I  shall  cunte  thee  then ! 
Wert  ^u  in  heaven,  my  curse  would  pluck  thee 
thence! 

TERESA. 

He  doth  repent!  See,  see,  I  kneel  to  thee ! 
O  let  him  live !  That  aged  man,  his  father 

ALHADRA  {stendy) 
Why  had  he  such  a  son  7 

[SkoHiM  from,  the  distance  qf^  Rescue !  Rescue ! 
Alvar !  Alvar !  and  the  voice  of  Valdez  heard. 

ALHADRA. 

Rescue  f — and  Isidore's  Spirit  unavenged  ? 
The  deed  be  mine !  [Suddenly  stabs  Ordonio. 

Now  take  my  life ! 

ORDomo  (staggering  from  the  wound). 

Atonement! 

Alvar  (while  with  Teresa  supporting  Ordonio). 
Arm  of  avenging  Heaven, 
Thou  hast  snatch'd  from  me  my  most  cherish'd  hope. 
But  go !  my  word  was  pledged  to  thee. 

ORDONIO. 

Away! 
Bnrenoimyikther'Mnge!  I  thank  iheel  Thao— 
/TJfcw  turning  his  eyes  languidly  to  ALTAR. 


She  iiath  avenged  the  blood  of  Udore! 

I  stood  in  silence  like  a  slave  befbra  har* 

That  I  might  taste  the  wormwood  and  the  gaD, 

And  satiate  diis  self-accusing  heart 

With  bitterer  agonies  than  death  can  give. 

Forgive  me,  Alvar ! 

Oh !  oouldst  thou  lbqg«t  se!  [Dm. 
[Alvar  and  Teresa  bend  aser  tim  body  tf  OuxHDfr 

ALHADRA  (fO  lAs  AfeOTS). 

I  Oumk  thee,  Heaven !  thou  hast  oidain'd  it  nMy » 

That  still  eitremes  bring  their  own  cure.  Tlaftpoiiit 

In  misery,  which  makes  the  oppressed  Man 

Regardless  of  his  own  life,  makes  him  too 

Lord  of  the  Oi^vessor's^Knew  1  a  hnndrad  aoi 

Despairing,  but  not  paUed  by  despair^ 

This  arm  should  shake  the  Kingdoms  of  tlie  Worid; 

The  deep  foundations  of  iniquity 

Should  sink  away,  earth  groaning  fiom  beneadiftMi; 

Tlie  strong-holds  of  the  cruel  men  dionld  fidU 

ITieir  Temples  and  their  mountainoas  Towen  ihimH 

fall; 
Till  Desolation  seem*d  a  beautiful  thing. 
And  all  that  were,  and^had  the  Spirit  of  lilbb 
Sang  a  new  song  to  her  who  had  gone  Ibrtht 
Conquering  and  still  to  conquer! 

[Alh  ADRA  hurries  off  with  the  Moors  f  the , 
wiih  armed  Peasants  and  Servants,  Zui 
and  Valdez  at  their  head.    Valdcs  huAm  ials 
Alvar'8  arms, 

ALVAR. 

Turn  not  thy  &ce  that  way,  my  frther!  Uda^ 
Oh  hide  it  from  his  eye !  Oh  let  thy  joy 
Ftow  in  unmingled  stream  through  thy  fiisl  Uemii^ 

[Bah  kned  to  Vauo 

VALDEZ. 

My  Son!  My  Alvar!  bless,  Oh  Uess  hhn. 


Me  too,  my  Father  I 

VALDEZ. 

Bless,  Oh  bless  my  children! 

[Both 

ALVAR. 

Delights  so  full,  if  unalloy'd  with  grief; 
Were  ominous.    In  these  strange  dread  evenli 
Just  Heaven  instructs  us  with  an  awful  voice. 
That  Conscience  rules  us  eVn  against  our  chotct. 
Our  inward  monitress  to  guide  or  warn. 
If  listen'd  to ;  but  if  repell'd  with  scorn. 
At  length  as  dire  Remorse,  she  reappears. 
Works  in  our  guilty  hopes,  and  selfidi  fears ! 
Still  bids,  Remember!  and  still  criea.  Too  late ! 
And  while  she  scares  us,  goads  us  to  our  isle. 


APPENDIX. 

Note  1,  page  81,  ool.  1. 

Toa  srs  s  painter. 

The  following  lines  I  hav>e  preserved  in  diis  place, 
not  so  much  as  explanatory  of  the  picture  of  die 
assamination,  as  (if  I  may  say  so  without  disrespect 
to  the  Public)  to  gratify  my  own  fiaelings,  die  passage 
being  no  more  Janqi  ^(AlnAX^  VraX  «Li&i^  ^t  not 
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•f  cue,*  who  nin  lives,  nobOitate 
;  yiXk  colendiwBimM. 


•  I 


(tpmking  qfAhiar  m  Ike  third  per$on). 

tteBoUe  Spaniard's  own  relation. 
B,  too,  bow  in  hia  early  yontb. 
Bit  timvelfl,  *t  waa  hia  choiee  or  cbanee 
aqKmm  in  lea-wedded  Venice ; 
the  iofo  of  tliat  divine  old  man, 
mightiest  kingi,  the  ftmoaa  Titian! 
i  aecond  and  more  lovely  Nature, 

■ijstery  of  lines  and  colors, 
e  blank  canvas  to  a  magic  mirror, 
the  Absent  present ;  and  to  Mmdows 
depth,  sobstanee,  bloom,  yea,  thought  and 


the  old  man.  and  revoKd  bis  art : 
Igh  of  noblest  birth  and  ample  fortune, 
If  eBttastast  thoagfat  it  no  scorn 


I  papil,  and  with  filial  nal 
iee  to  appropriate  the  sage  lessons, 
le  gay,  aniiing  old  man  gladly  gave, 
hs  honored  thus,  requited  him : 
to  Ibllowing  and  calamitous  yean 
the  hours  of  his  capUvity. 


t  he  framed  this  pietnrst  and  unaided 
Aiawfrd,  apeU,  or  taliauuil 

ALYAB. 

■pen,  a  mighty  taHsmanl 
Btishable  mnMxy  of  the  deed 
1  by  love,  and  grief,  and  indignation! 
the  Arms  within  his  brain, 
vien  ahnt,  made  pictures  of  them  I 

Note  8,  page  69,  ooL  1. 

nog  Scene,  m  unfit  for  the  stage,  was  taken 
rngedy,  in  the  year  1797,  and  published 
ical  Ballnds.  But  this  work  having  been 
f  print,  I  have  been  advised  to  reprint  it, 
10  die  leooiid  Scene  of  Act  the  Fourth,  p. 

Eater  Tkrisa  and  Selma. 

TERISA. 

,  he  spake  of  you  fluniliarly, 

and  Alvar's  common  foster-mother. 

8UJIA. 

lings  on  the  man,  whoe'er  he  be, 

i*d  yoor  names  with  mine!  O  my  sweet  Lady, 

M I  think  of  those  dear  times, 

a  two  little  ones  would  stand,  at  eve, 

dde  of  my  chair,  and  make  me  learn 

ad  learnt  in  the  day ;  and  bow  to  Ulk 

phrase ;  then  bid  me  eing  to  yon — 

like  heaven  to  come,  than  what  Aos  been ! 


sntnaee,  Selma? 

gELMA. 

Obm  no  one  hear?  It  is  a  perilous  talel 


SELMA. 

•      My  husband's  fkthsr  tdd  it  me, 
Poor  old  Besina— angels  test  Mt  ioul  i 
He  waa  a  woodman,  and  oonid  fen  and  saw 
With  lusty  arm.    You  know  that  huge  round  beam 
Which  props  the  hanghig  waU  of  the  old  Chapel  ? 
Beaeath  that  tree,  while  yet  it  was  a  tree, 
He  flmnd  a  baby  wrapt  in  mossss,  lined 
With  thistle-beards,  and  such  smaU  locks  of  wool 
As  hang  on  brambles.    Well,  he  brought  him  home, 
And  reared  him  at  the  then  Lord  Valdes'  cost 
And  so  the  babe  grew  upa  pretty  boy, 
A  pretty  boy,  but  most  unteachalde— 
He  never  learnt  a  prayer,  nor  told  a  bead. 
But  knew  the  names  of  birds,  and  niock*d  their  notes. 
And  whistled,  as  he  were  a  bird  himself: 
And  aU  the  autumn  t  was  his  only  play 
TO  gather  seeds  of  wild  flowers,  and  to  plant  them 
With  earth  and  water  on  the  stumpi  of  trees. 
A  Friar,  who  gather'd  simples  in  the  wood, 
A  gray.hair'd  man,  he  loved  this  little  boy  : 
The  boy  loved  him,  and,  when  the  friar  Uught  him. 
He  soon  could  write  with  the  pen;  and  from  that  time 
Lived  chiefly  at  the  Ck)nvent  or  the  Castle. 
So  he  became  a  rare  and  learned  youth: 
But  Ol  poor  wretch!  he  read,  and  read,  and  read, 
TUI  his  brain  tom*d ;  and  ere  his  twentieth  year 
He  had  onlawftil  thoughts  of  many  things : 
And  though  he  pray*d,  he  never  loved  to  pniy 
With  holy  men,  nor  in  a  holy  place. 
Alt  yet  his  speech,  it  was  so  soft  and  sweet. 
The  late  Lord  Vakles  ne'er  was  wearied  with  hhn. 
And  once,  as  by  the  north  side  of  the  chapel 
They  stood  together,  chain'd  in  deep  discourse. 
The  earth  heaved  under  them  with  such  agroan. 
That  the  wall  totter'd,  and  had  weU-nigh  flUlen 
Right  on  their  beads.    My  Lord  was  soiely  frightea'd ; 
A  (bver  seized  him,  and  he  made  conftsaion 
Of  an  the  heretical  and  lawlem  talk 
Which  brought  this  judgment :  so  the  youth  wai 
And  cast  into  that  hole.    My  husband's  fbther 
Bobb'd  like  a  child— it  almost  broke  bis  heart: 
And  once  as  be  was  working  near  this  dungeon. 
He  beard  a  voice  distinctly ;  'twas  the  youth's. 
Who  sung  a  dolefbl  song  about  green  fields. 
How  sweet  it  were  on  lake  or  wide  savanna 
To  hunt  for  food,  and  be  a  naked  man. 
And  wander  up  and  down  at  liberty. 
He  always  doted  on  the  youth,  and  now 
His  love  grew  desperate ;  and  defying  death. 
He  made  that  cunning  entrance  I  described. 
And  the  young  man  escaped. 


(Written  1814.) 


rr is  a  sweet  tale: 
Such  as  would  lull  a  listening  child  to  sleep. 
His  rosy  fbce  besoird  with  unwiped  tears. 
And  what  became  of  him? 

8ELMA. 

He  went  on  shipboard 
With  thoee  bold  voyagers  who  made  discovery 
Of  golden  lands.    Sesina's  younger  brother 
Went  likewise,  and  wben  he  retum'd  to  Bp^n^ 
He  told  Besina,  that  the  poor  mad  youth. 
Soon  after  they  arrived  in  that  new  world, 
In  spite  of  his  dissuasion,  seized  a  boat. 
And  aU  alone  set  saU  by  silent  moonlight 
Up  a  great  river,  great  as  any  sea. 
And  ne'er  was  heard  of  more :  but  'tis  suppoaed. 
He  lived  and  died  among  the  savage  men. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


Thk  form  of  the  following  dramatic  poem  ii  in  hum* 
ble  imitation  of  the  Winter*!  Tale  of  Shakipeare, 
except  that  I  have  called  the  first  part  a  Prelude  in- 
■toad  of  a  first  Act,  as  a  somewhat  nearer  resem- 
blance to  the  plan  of  the  ancients,  of  which  one 
specimen  is  left  us  in  the  iEschylian  Trilogy  of  the 
Agamemnon,  the  Orestes,  and  the  Eumenides.  Though 
a  matter  of  form  merely,  yet  two  plays,  on  difierent 
periods  of  the  same  tale,  might  seem  less  bold,  than 
an  interval  of  twenty  years  between  the  first  and 
second  act  This  is,  however,  in  mere  obedience  to 
custom.  The  eflect  does  not,  in  reality,  at  all  de- 
pend on  the  Time  of  the  interval ;  but  on  a  veiy  dif- 
ferent principle.  There  are  cases  in  which  an  inter* 
val  of  twenty  hours  between  the  acts  would  have  a 
worse  eflect  (i.e.  render  the  imagination  less  disposed 
to  take  the  position  required)  than  twenty  years*  in 
other  cases.  For  the  rest,  I  shall  be  well  content  if 
my  readers  will  take  it  up,  read  and  judge  it,  as  a 
ChrisUiuis  tale. 


CHARACTERa 


MEN. 
Emkrick,  uturping  King  of  Ittyria, 
Raab  Kiuprili,  an  Illyrian  Chieftain, 
Casimiii,  Son  (rf  Kiuprili. 
Chkf  Ragozzi,  a  MSitary  Commander. 

WOMAN. 
Zapolya,  Queen  of  lUyria. 


ZAPOLYA. 

PART  I. 

THE  PRELUDE,  ENTITLED,  *•  THE  USURP- 
ER'S FORTUNE" 

SCENE  L 

Front  of  the  Palace  with  a  magnificent  CdUmnade.  On 

one  aide  a  military  Quard-House.   Sentries  pacing 

backuard  and  forward  before  the  Palace,    Chkt 

Raoozzi,  at  the  door  of  the  Gvard-Houae,  at  looking 

yifrwards  at  tome  ofyect  in  ike  distance. 

CHEF  RAQOZZI. 

Mr  eyeB  deceive  me  not,  it  must  be  he ! 
9f7io  but  our  chief,  my  aore  than  father,  who 


Elder  RaaI 


But  Raab  Kiuprili  moves  with  tuck  a  gait  t 
Lo !  e'en  this  eager  and  unwonted  haste 
But  agitates,  not  quells,  its  miges^. 
My  patron !  my  commander !  yes,  't  is  he ! 
Cfdl  out  the  guards.    The  Lord  Kiuprili 

Drums  beat,  etc.  the  Gvard  turns  out 

KiurniLL 

RAAB  KI17PRILI  {making  a  signal  toslopihedrumSttt^ 
Silence !  enough!  This  is  no  time,  young  fitiend! 
For  ceremonious  duos.    This  summooiiig  dnm^ 
Th'  airshattering  trumpet,  and  the  honemui's  drtH^ 
Are  insults  to  a  dying  sovereign's  ear. 
Soldiers,  'tis  well !  Retire !  your  general  greeto  yo^ 
His  loyal  feUow-warriors.  [Chords  fdMi 

CHEF  RAOOZZL 

Fludon  n^  surprise. 
Hius  sadden  firom  the  camp^  and  nnanandad! 
What  may  these  wonders  prophesy  f 

RAAB  KiuraiLi. 

Tellmefint, 
How  fiires  the  king?  His  miyesty  still  lives? 

CHEF  RAGOZZl. 

We  know  no  otherwise ;  but  Emerick*s  fiiends 
(And  none  but  they  approach  him)  so^  at  hope. 

RAAB  KIUPRIU. 

Ragozzi !  I  have  rear'd  thee  from  a  child. 
And  as  a  child  I  have  rear'd  thee.    Whence  this  sir 
Of  mystery  ?  That  face  was  wont  to  open 
Clear  as  the  morning  to  me,  showing  all  things. 
Hide  nothing  firom  me. 

CHEF  RAGOZZL 

0  most  loved,  most  honor'd. 

The  mystery  that  struggles  in  my  lo(te 
Betray'd  my  whole  tale  to  thee,  if  it  told  ifaae 
That  I  am  ignorant ;  but  fear  the  worst. 
And  mystery  is  contagious.    All  things  hem 
Are  full  of  motion :  and  yet  all  is  sil«it: 
And  bad  men's  hopes  infect  the  good  widi 

RAAB  KIUPRILI  {his  hand  to  kis  hearty 

1  have  trembling  proof  within,how true  thoa 

CHEF  RAGOZZL 

That  the  prince  Emerick  feasts  the  soldiery. 
Gives  splendid  arras,  pays  the  commanders*  debCi^ 
And  (it  is  whisper'd)  by  sworn  promises 
Makes  himself  debtor— hearing  this,  diou  hast  h«id 

All— {Then  in  a  subdued  and  saddened  vsM 

But  what  my  Lord  will  Icam  too  sood  himselC 

RAAB  Kiunuu. 
Ha !— Well  then,  let  it  come  !    Worse 


CQUke. 
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Bim^iiito  presence.    It  appoints  me, 

tea,  and  Eroerick,  guardians  .of  the  realm, 

A*  nqral  in&nt     Day  by  day,   . 

of  Zapolym's  soothing  cares,  the  king 

only  to  behold  one  predous  boon, 

ifa  his  life  breathe  forth  a  father's  blessing. 

CHEF  RAOOZZI. 

^  yon,  my  Lord,  that  Hebrew  leech, 
hee  00  much  di8temper*d  you  f 

RAAB  KICTriULI. 

Baraonit 
im  Ibr  a  spy :  but  the  proof  fiuling 
Nirteoasly,  I  own,  than  pleased  myself), 
m  fiom  the  camp. 

CHEF  RAOOZZL 

To  him  in  chief 
Smerick  trusts  his  royal  brother's  health. 

RAAJ  KIITFSILJ. 

(dung,  I  oo!i\jnre  you !  What  of  him  7 

CBXW  RAOOZZL 

mp  of  words  beyond  a  soldier's  cunning, 
xigt  and  wrinkled  biow,  he  smiles  and  whis- 
pers! 
I  ^k  words  of  women's  fancies ;  hints 
were  a  useless  and  cruel  zeal 
I  dying  man  of  any  hope, 
w  ▼Bin,  thai  soothes  him:  and,  in  fine, 
iH  chanoe  of  ofiipiing  tnm  the  Queen. 

KAABnUFUU. 

looKnis  snaked  My  heel  wis  on  its  heed, 
ol!)  IdidnoCemahit! 

cmr  Bjaosn. 

Nay,  he  fears 
;  win  not  long  iiirme  her  husband. 

BAABKlUPmiU. 

C  treasoo !  Even  diis  brief  delay 

ikes  me  an  accomplice— —(If  he  live), 

[Is  moving  toward  the  palace. 
It  live  and  know  me,  all  may— 

CHKT  KAGOZZL 

Halt!  [Stopi 
of  death,  ny  Lord !  am  I  commanded 
aU  ingreoi  to  the  palace. 

JUAB  KUTFEIU. 

Thou! 

CHEF  lAOOZZL 

e,  no  name,  no  rank  exceptecU— 


SAAB  KIUFULL 


Tlion! 


CHEF  RAOOZZI. 

)  of  mine,  O  take  it.  Lord  Kiuprili ! 

t  aa  a  weapon  to  thy  hands, 

m  no  longer.    Guardian  of  Illyria, 

to  thee,  'tis  worthless  to  myself 

1  the  framer  of  ray  nobler  being : 

a  there  live  one  virtue  in  my  scml, 

lotmfaie  hope,  but  calls  thee  father. 

thou  dost  resolve,  know  that  yon  palace 

led  fiom  within,  that  each  access 

f'd  by  arm'd  conspirators,  watch'd  by  ruffiani 

'd  with  gifls,  and  hot  upon  the  spott 

that  fiibe  promiser  still  trails  befofe  dienL 

It  this  one  boon— reserve  my  life 

m  kse  it  for  the  realm  and  thee ! 


KAAB  Kicmuj. 
It  is  rent  maader,    Omy  cowairy, 
t  IBpm!  Mtaodlhen  qmU-bound  t 


Did  my  King  love  me  ?  Did  I  earn  hia  k>ve  7 
Have  we  embraced  as  brothen  would  embrace  7 
Was  I  his  arm,  his  thunder-bolt  7  And  now 
Must  I,  hag-ridden,  pant  as  in  a  dream  7 
Or,  like  an  eagle,  whose  strong  wings  press  up 
Against  a  coiling  serpent's  fbld^  can  I 
Strike  but  for  mockery,  and  with  restless  beak 
Gore  my  own  breast  7 — Ragovi,  thou  art  fiuthful  7 

CHEF  RAGOZZL 

Here  before  Heaven  I  dedicate  my  foith 
To  the  royal  line  of  Andreas. 

RAAB  KIUPRILI. 

Haik,  Ragozzi! 
Guilt  is  a  timorous  thing  ere  perpetration : 
Despair  alone  makes  wicked  men  be  bokL 
Come  thou  with  me !  They  have  heard  my  voice  in 

flight. 
Have  fiioed  round,  terror^truck,  and  fear'd  no  longer 
The  whistling  javelins  of  their  fell  puisoeis. 
Ha !  what  is  this  7 

[fiZdcft  Flag  duplaifed  from  the  Tower  cf  At  Pal- 
ace: a  deathrbdl  toOa,  etc 
Vengeance  of  Heaven !  He  is  dead. 

CHEF  RAGOZZI. 

At  length  then  'tis  announced.    Alas!  I  foar. 
That  these  black  death-flags  are  but  treason's  signals. 

RAAB  KnnnuLi  (looking  fonearde  anxioudy), 
A  prophecy  too  soon  fulfill'd !  See  yonder! 

0  rank  and  ravenous  wolves !  the  death-bell  echoes 
Still  in  the  doleful  air-— and  see  I  they  come. 

CHEF  RAOOZZI. 

Plrecise  and  foithful  in  their  villany. 
Even  to  the  moment,  duit  the  master  traitor 
Had*preordain'd  them. 

RAABKIUnULL 

Was  it  over-haste. 
Or  is  it  scorn,  that  in  this  race  of  treason 
Their  guilt  thus  drops  its  mask,  and  blazons  forth 
Their  in&mous  plot  even  to  an  idiot's  sense. 

CHEF  RAGOZZI. 

Doubtless  they  deem  Heaven  too  usurp'd !  Heaven's 

justice 
Bought  like  themselves ! 

[During  this  conversation  music  is  hsttrdt  at  first 
solemn  and  ftmereal,  and  then  changing  to 
spirited  and  triumphaL 

Being  equal  all  in  crime. 
Do  yoQ.  press  on,  ye  spotted  parricides ! 
For  the  one  sole  pre-eminence  yet  doubtful. 
The  prize  of  foremost  impudence  in  guilt  7 

RAAB  KIDPRILL 

The  bad  man's  cunning  still  prepares  the  way 
For  its  own  outwitting.    I  applaud,  Ragozzi ! 

[Mimng  to  himsdf — rte»— 
Ragozzi !  I  applaud. 
In  thee,  the  virtuous  hope  that  dares  look  onward 
And  keeps  the  life-spark  warm  of  future  action 
Beneath  the  cloak  of  patient  sufierance. 
Act  and  appear  as  time  and  prudence  prompt  thee ; 

1  shall  not  misconceive  the  part  thou  playest 
Mine  is  an  easier  part— to  brave  the  Usurper. 

[ErOer  a  procession  cf  EmmicK'a  AdhereniM, 
NMes,  Ckieflmns,  and  Soldiers,  imtK  Mimc. 
They  advance  toward  the  /roal  of  the  SUige^ 
KiupRUj  fliolBes  ihe  signal  /or  them  to  itop^— 
7%e  Jl^huic  ceases, 

van 
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SSaiKilaji; 


A  CHRISTMAS  TALE. 


IN  TWO  PARTS. 


n^p  wp{  XP^  ToioBra  Xfyciv  j^un&vos  Iv  fipf. 

4p«tf  Atbskxujt. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


Thk  ibim  of  the  following  dramatic  poem  is  in  hum- 
ble imitation  of  the  Winter's  Tale  of  Shakspeaie, 
except  that  I  have  called  the  first  part  a  Prelude  in- 
stead of  a  first  Act,  as  a  somewhat  nearer  resem- 
blance to  the  plan  of  the  ancients,  of  which  one 
specimen  is  leA  us  in  the  iEschylian  Trilogy  of  the 
Agamemjion,  the  Orestes,  and  the  Eumenides.  Though 
a  matter  of /orm  merely,  yet  two  plays,  on  difierent 
periods  of  the  same  tale,  might  seem  less  bold,  than 
an  interval  of  twenty  yean  between  the  first  and 
second  act  This  is,  however,  in  mere  obedience  to 
custom.  The  efilect  does  not,  in  reality,  at  all  de- 
pend on  the  Time  of  the  interval ;  but  on  a  very  diP 
ferent  principle.  There  are  cases  in  which  an  inter- 
val of  twenty  hours  between  the  acts  would  have  a 
worse  efiR)ct  (i.  e.  render  the  imagination  le«  disposed 
to  take  the  position  required)  than  twenty  yearr  in 
other  cases.  For  the  rest,  I  shall  be  well  content  if 
my  readers  will  take  it  up,  read  and  judge  it,  as  a 
Christmas  tale. 


CHARACTERS. 


MEN. 
Emerick,  uturping  King  of  lUyriiL 
Raajb  Kiuprili,  on  Ittyrian  Cfdtftain. 
Casuur,  Son  of  Kiuprili. 
Chkf  Ragozzi,  a  Militttry  Commander, 

WOMAN. 
Zafolya,  Queen  of  lUyria. 


ZAPOLVA. 

PART  I. 

THE  PRELUDE,  ENTITLED,  «•  THE  USURP- 
ER'S FORTUNE." 

SCENE  L 

Front  of  the  Palace  toith  a  magmjicad  Colonnade.  On 

one  aide  a  miliiary  Ouard'House.   Sentriee  pacing 

badtunrd  and  forward  before  the  Palace.    Cbmw 

Raoozzi,  at  the  door  of  the  Qvard-Houte,  at  looking 

yifrwards  at  tome  ohfect  in  the  distance. 

CHEF  RAQOZZl. 

Mr  eyea  deceive  me  not,  it  must  be  he ! 
99^  Ifut  our  cbie^  my  more  than  iiither,  who 


But  Raab  Kiuprili  moves  with  nuk  a  gait? 
Lo !  e'en  this  eager  and  unwonted  haste 
But  agitates,  not  quells,  its  m^jest^. 
My  patron !  my  conunander !  yea,  't  is  he ! 
Cfdl  out  the  guards.    The  Lord  Kiuprili 


Drume  heat,  etc.  the  Guard  turns  out     Enter  RaaI 

KlUPRILL 

RAAB  KlUPRiu  {making  a  signal  to  stop  the  ilnoM;*) 

Silence !  enough!  This  is  no  time,  young fitiend! 
For  ceremonious  dues.    This  summoning  dnam, 
Th'  air-shattering  trumpet,  and  the  horseman's  daM^ 
Are  insults  to  a  dying  sovereign's  ear. 
Soldiers,  'tis  well !  Retire !  your  geneiml  greeto  yo^ 
His  loyal  fellow-warriors.  [Chiaris  fdMi 

CHET  EAOOZZI. 

Pudon  my  surpriae. 
Thus  sudden  from  the  camp^  and  unattended ! 
What  may  these  wonden  prophesy  ? 

RAAB  KIUFRIU. 

TeUmefint, 
How  fiires  the  king?  His  majesty  still  lives? 

CHEF  RAOOZZI. 

We  know  no  otherwise ;  but  Emerick's  friends 
(And  none  but  they  approach  him)  scoflf  at  hope. 

RAAB  EIUPRIU. 

Ragozzi !  I  have  rear'd  thee  from  a  child, 
And  as  a  child  I  have  rear'd  thee.    Whence  this  sir 
Of  mystery  ?  That  face  was  wont  to  open 
Clear  as  the  morning  to  me,  showing  all  thingp. 
Hide  nothing  from  me. 

CHEF  RAGOZZL 

0  most  loved,  most  honor'd, 

The  mystery  that  struggles  in  my  looks, 
Betray'd  my  whole  tale  to  thee,  if  it  told  thee 
That  I  am  ignorant ;  but  fear  the  worst 
And  mystery  is  contagious.    All  things  hero 
Are  full  of  motion :  and  yet  all  is  silent: 
And  bed  men's  hopes  infect  the  good  with  leaiiL 
RAAB  KiuPRiu  {his  hand  to  his  hearty. 

1  have  trembling  proof  within,  how  true  thou  nieikit 

CHEF  RAGOZZL 

That  the  prince  Emerick  feasts  the  soldiery, 
Gives  splendid  arms,  pays  the  commanders'  debtor 
And  (it  is  whispcr'd)  by  sworn  promises 
Makes  himself  debtor— hearing  this,  thou  hast  hwid 

All (Then  in  a  subdued  and  saddened  vsM 

Bat  what  my  Lord  will  learn  too  soon  himael£ 

RAAB   KIUPRILI. 

Ha !— Well  then,  let  it  come  !   Worse  scarce  am 

coTue. 
Tbk  \eUeT,  N^'hUeu  Vr;  \lh.e  M«ix\i>sn%\aui 
Of  loyal  AiuSa«fiB,  caSiiJA  i&&  Ieqii^  ^«^  c»&^ 
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presence.    It  appoints  me, 
MQ,  and  £inerick,  guardians  .of  the  realm, 
Aa  royal  in&nt     Day  by  day, 
of  Zapolya's  soothing  cares,  the  king 
only  to  behold  one  predoos  boon, 
ih  his  life  breathe  forth  a  father's  blessing. 

CHEF  KAGOZZI. 

wr  yon,  my  Lord,  that  Hebrew  leech, 
■ce  ao  much  di8temper*d  yoa  f 

RAAB  UUPRILL 

Barzonif 
im  Ibr  a  spy :  but  the  proof  fiuling 
NUteoasly,  I  own,  than  pleased  myself)* 
m  fiom  the  camp. 

CHEF  RAOOZZI. 

To  him  in  chief 
Jmerick  trusts  his  royal  brother's  health. 

KAAB  KII7FSILJ. 

dung,  I  oofyure  you !  What  of  him  7 

CHEFKAOOZZI. 

mp  of  words  beyood  a  soldier's  cunning, 
agt  and  wrinkled  brow,  he  smiles  and  whis- 
pers! 
.  dark  words  of  women's  Andes ;  hints 
reve  a  useless  and  cruel  zeal 
i  dying  man  of  any  hope, 
r  ▼Bin,  thai  soothes  him:  and,  in  fine, 
lU  chanoe  of  ofiipiing  fiEom  the  Queen. 

KAABnUFUU. 

wnioiis  snaked  My  heel  was  on  its  head, 
d.OIdidiKKeniahit! 

Nay,  he  feais 
win  not  long  simrivie  her  husband. 

BAABKlUPmiU. 

I  treasoo !  Even  diis  brief  delay 

tkes  me  an  accomplice— —(If  he  live), 

[/«  moving  toward  the  palace. 
It  lire  and  know  me,  all  may— 

CHKT  lAOOZZL 

Halt!  [Steps  kirn. 
of  death,  my  Lord !  am  I  commanded 
aU  ingreai  to  the  palace. 

lUAB  KUTFEIIi. 

Thou! 

CHEF  KAQOZZL 

9,  no  mine,  no  rank  exceptecU— 


BAAB  KIUrULL 


TlKm! 


CHEF  RAOOZZL 

of  mine,  O  take  it.  Lord  Kraprili! 

aa  a  weapon  to  thy  hands, 

m  DO  longer.    Guardian  of  Illyria, 

to  thee,  'tis  worthless  to  myself 

t  the  fiamer  of  my  nobler  being : 

I  there  five  one  virtue  in  my  soul, 

oiable  hope,  but  calls  thee  father. 

than,  dost  resolve,  know  that  yon  palace 

sd  finm  within,  that  eadi  access 

fd  by  arm'd  oonspiraton,  watch'd  by  ruffians 

1  with  gifts,  and  hot  upon  the  spoil 

hat  ftbe  piomiser  still  trails  beftre  diem. 

t  this  one  boon— -reserve  my  life 

n  kse  it  ftr  die  realm  and  thee! 

BAAB  KICypBUJ. 

t  is  rant  wmaader,    Omy  anmtry, 
Wftm!  Maad  I  hen  tpiU-bound  t 


/ 


Did  my  King  love  me  ?  Did  I  earn  his  love  ? 
Have  we  embraced  as  brothers  would  embrace  ? 
Was  I  his  arm,  his  thunder-bolt  f  And  now 
Most  I,  hag-ridden,  pant  as  in  a  dream  ? 
Or,  like  an  eagle,  whose  strong  wings  press  up 
Against  a  coiling  serpent's  folds,  can  I 
Strike  but  for  mockery,  and  with  resdess  beak 
Gore  my  own  breast 7 — Ragosi,  thou  art  fiuthfidf 

CHEF  RAGOZZL 

Here  before  Heaven  I  dedicate  my  &idi 
To  the  rqjral  line  of  Andreas. 

BAAB  KlUPBILI. 

Haik,  Ragozzi! 
Guilt  is  a  timorous  thing  ere  perpetration : 
Despair  alone  makes  wicked  men  be  bold. 
Come  thou  with  me !  They  have  heard  my  voice  in 

flight. 
Have  fiioed  round,  tenoretruck,  and  fear'd  no  hnger 
The  whistling  javelins  of  their  fell  puisueis. 
Ha!  what  is  this? 

[fiZdcft  Flag  displayed  from  the  Tower  of  At  Pal- 
ace: a  death-bell  toUi,  etc 
Vengeance  of  Heaven!  He  is  dead. 

CHEF  BAOOZZL 

At  length  dien  'tis  announced.    Alas!  I  fear. 
That  these  black  death-flags  are  but  treason's  signals. 

BAAB  KTOFBILI  (looking  forwards  anxiously). 
A  prophecy  too  soon  fulfill'd !  See  yonder ! 

0  rank  and  ravenous  wolves !  the  death-bell  echoes 
Still  in  the  doleful  air— and  see !  they  come. 

CHKF  BAOOZZL 

Ptecise  and  ftithful  in  their  villany. 
Even  to  the  moment,  duit  the  master  traitor 
Had*preordain'd  them. 

BAABKIUPBIU. 

Was  it  over-haste. 
Or  is  it  scorn,  diat  in  this  race  of  treason 
Their  guilt  thus  drops  its  mask,  and  blazons  forth 
Their  infimious  plot  even  to  an  idiot's  sense. 

CHEF  BAGOZZL 

DoubdesB  they  deem  Heaven  too  usurp'd !  Heaven's 

justice 
Bought  like  themselves ! 

[During  this  conversation  music  is  heard,  at  frst 
solemn  and  funereal,  and  then  changing  to 
spirited  and  triumphal 

Being  equal  all  in  crime. 
Do  3rou  press  on,  ye  spotted  parriddes ! 
For  the  one  sole  pre-eminence  yet  doubtful. 
The  prize  of  foremost  impudence  in  guilt  ? 

BAABKIUPBIU. 

The  bad  man's  cunning  still  prepares  the  way 
For  its  own  outwitting.    I  applaud,  Ragozzi ! 

[Musing  to  himsdf—'then-^ 
Raguzzi !  I  applaud, 
In  thee,  the  virtuous  hope  that  dares  look  onward 
And  keeps  the  life-spark  warm  of  future  action 
Beneath  die  cloak  of  patient  sufierance. 
Act  and  appear  as  time  and  prudence  prompt  thee ; 

1  shall  not  misconceive  the  part  thou  playest 
Mine  is  an  easier  part-— to  brave  the  Usurper. 

[Enter  a  procession  cf  Emebick'8  AiktrteU, 
NMes,  Chieftains,  and  Soldiers,  widi  Mu»c. 
They  advance  toward  the  frani  of  die  Stage, 
KiuFBixj  wsahts  fJbe  signal  /or  thcHi  to  tfop^— 
The  Music  ceases. 
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LEADER  or  ms  nocEsnoif. 
Th»  Lord  Kiuprili! — ^Welcome  from  the  ctrnp^ 

JUAB  KXUPKILL 

Grave  magutratei  and  chieftains  of  Illyria ! 

In  good  time  come  ye  hither,  if  ye  ccnne 

Ai  loyal  men  with  honorable  purpose 

To  mourn  what  can  alone  be  moum'd ;  but  chiefly 

To  enforce  the  last  commandB  of  royal  Andreas, 

And  shield  the  queen,  Zapolya :  haply  making 

The  mother's  joy  light  up  the  widow's  teaiv. 

LEADEX. 

Our  purpose'deraands  speed    Grace  our  procession 
A  warrior  best  will  greet  a  warlike  king. 

EAAB  KIUPKILL 

Tikis  patent,  WTitten  by  your  lawful  king 
(Lo !  his  own  seal  and  signature  attesting) 
Appoints  as  guardians  of  his  realm  and  oflspring. 
The  Queen,  and  the  Prince  Emerick,  and  mysel£ 

[  Voices  of  Live  King  Emerick  !  an  Emerick  !  an 
Emerick! 

What  means  this  clamor  ?  Are  these  madmen's  voices  ? 
Or  is  some  knot  of  riotous  slanderers  leagued 
To  iniamiie  the  name  of  the  king's  brother 
With  a  lie  Uack  as  Hell  ?  unmanly  cruelty. 
Ingratitude,  and  most  unnatural  treason !   [JtfitnMirf. 
What  mean  these  murmurs  ?  Dare  then  any  here 
Proclaim  Prince  Emerick  a  spotted  traitor  ? 
One  that  has  token  from  you  your  sworn  fiiith. 
And  given  you  in  return  a  Judas'  bribe, 
Infiuny  now,  oppression  in  reversion, 
And  Heaven's  inevitable  curse  heroEifter  ? 

[Loud  murmtirs,  fdOowed  by  cries — J^nerick  !  No 
Baby  Prince  !  No  Changdingi  ! 

Yet  bear  with  me  awhile !  Have  I  for  this 

Bled  for  your  safety,  conquer'd  for  your  honor ! 

Was  it  for  this,  Illyrians !  that  I  fonled 

Your  thaw-swoln  torrents,  when  the  shouldering  ice 

Fought  with  the  foe,  and  stoin'd  its  jagged  points 

Wiih  gore  from  wounds,  I  felt  not  ?  Did  the  blast 

Boat  on  this  lx)dy,  frost-and-fomine-numb'd. 

Till  my  hard  flesh  distinguish'd  not  itself 

From  the  insensate  mail,  its  fellow-warrior  ? 

And  have  I  brought  homo  with  roe  Victory, 

And  with  her,  huid  in  hand,  firm-footed  Peace, 

Her  countenance  twice  lighted  up  with  glory, 

As  if  I  had  clmrm'd  a  goddess  down  from  Heaven  ? 

But  these  will  flee  abhorrent  from  the  throne 

Of  usurpation ! 

[Murmurt  increa9e~-and  cries  of  Onward  !  onward  ! 

Have  you  then  thrown  ofl*  shame, 
And  shall  not  a  dear  friend,  a  loyal  subject. 
Throw  off  all  foarf   I  tell  ye,  the  fiiir  trophies 
Valiantly  wrested  from  a  valiant  foe, 
Love's  natural  oflerings  to  a  rightful  king, 
IVill  hang  as  ill  on  this  usurping  traitor. 
This  brother-blight,  this  Emerick,  as  robes 
Of  gold  pluck'd  from  the  images  of  gods 
Upon  a  sacrilegious  robber's  back. 

[During  ike  last  four  lines,  enter  Lord  Caumir, 
wilh  expressions  of  anger  and  alarm. 

CASIMIR. 

Who  is  this  factious  insolent,  that  dares  brand 
Tbe  elected  King,  our  chosen  Elmerick  f 

[Starts^-ihen  approaching  wiA  tvM  resjpett 
My  father  i 


EAAB  KiimuLi  (termny  tnoajf). 

Casimir !  He,  he  a  traitor! 

Too  soon  indeed,  Ragooi !  have  I  leunt  It   \Amk> 

OABXMXE  {ysHk  resersnce). 
My  ftther  and  my  Lord ! 

RAAB  KItTPEIU. 

I  know  thee  not ! 

LEADER. 

Yet  the  remembrandng  did  sound  right  fifiaL 

RAAB  KIDPRIU. 

A  holy  name  and  words  of  natural  doty 
Are  blasted  by  a  thankless  traitor's  utlemiM. 

CABIMIR. 

O  hear  me.  Sire !  not  Ughtly  have  I  awom 
Homage  to  Emerick.  lUyria's  sceptre 
Demands  a  manly  hand,  a  warri<Hr's  graspb 
The  queen  Zapolya's  self-expected  oAiHing 
At  least  u  doubtful :  and  of  all  our  noUes^ 
The  king  inheriting  his  brother's  heart. 
Hath  honor'd  us  the  most     Your  nmk,  my  Lori! 
Already  eminent,  is — all  it  con  be — 
Confirmed  :  and  me  the  king's  grace  hath 
Chief  of  his  council  and  the  lord  hic^-ete^-ard. 

RAAB  KIUPRIU. 

(Bought  by  a  bribe !)  I  know  thee  now  slill  leMi 

CASIMIR  {struggling  with  kupasskm). 
So  much  of  Raab  KiupriU's  blood  &>ws  here. 
That  no  power,  save  that  holy  name  of  &ther, 
Could  shield  the  man  who  so  dishonored  ma. 

RAAB  KIUPRILL 

The  son  of  Raab  Kiuprili !  a  bought  bood^ve, 
Guilt's  pander,  treason's  moutb>pieGe,  a  gay  pam^ 
School'd  to  shrill  forth  his  feeder's  usnip'd  tidei^ 
And  scream.  Long  live  king  Emerick  I 

LEADER. 

Ay,  King  EmeridL! 
Stand  back,  my  Lord !  Lead  us,  or  let  us 


SOLDIER. 

Nay,  let  the  general  speak! 

SOLDIERS. 

Hear  him!  Hearhfai! 

RAAB  KIUPRIU. 

Hear  me. 
Assembled  lords  and  warriors  of  Illyria, 
Hear,  and  avenge  me !  Twice  ten  years  have  I 
Stood  in  your  presence,  honor'd  by  the  king, 
Beloved  and  trusted.    Is  there  one  among  yon. 
Accuses  Raab  Kiuprili  of  a  bribe  ? 
Or  one  folse  whisper  in  his  sovereign's  ear  f 
Who  here  dare  charge  me  with  an  orphan's  ri^ils 
Outfaced,  or  widow's  plea  lefl  undefezided  ? 
And  shall  I  now  be  branded  by  a  traiUNr, 
A  bought  bribed  wretch,  who,  being  called  my  SOB^ 
Doth  libel  a  chaste  matron's  name,  and  plant 
Hensbone  and  aconite  on  a  mother's  grave  f 
The  underling  accomplice  of  a  robber. 
That  from  a  iitidow  and  a  widow's  oflspring 
Would  steal  their  heritage  ?  To  God  a  rebel. 
And  to  the  common  fother  of  his  country 
A  recreant  ingrate ! 

CASIMIR. 

Sire !  your  words  grow  dangmWi 
High-flown  romantic  ftncies  ill-beseem 
Youi  age  and  imidcnn.    Tis  a  statesman's  viitne^ 
To  gttud  Via  couiArj'i  w&Vf  Vi^  vsVaXthbis* 

\^ 


\ 


ZAPOLYA. 


BBf  be 

6 


what  will 


BAABKiuraiu  (fltide). 

Ha!  the  elder  Bnitoi 
ii  nol  iiait  dioai^  ku  noa  repented. 
Mrtid  DoC  (Aetr  baaenea. 

[Siorli^  owl  <lraiM  Au  noord. 
fn^wyi^Bf  chaiigeling ! 
lUi  malaDt,  and  iweer  loyalty, 
el  obedienre  to  thy  wveieigii*!  will; 
le  apint  of  departed  Andraaa, 

tirft,  ale.  mal  to  imterpom ;  during  the  tumaU 
enter  Ememick,  akuined. 


die  gnaid !  Ragoni !  seise  the 

?  Ha! [With  Umerti  voin,  at  the 

ime  wUk  one  hand  making  tignM  to  the  guard 

Fua  on,  fiienda!  to  the  palace. 
e  raoommenceM. — The  Procettion  pastes  into 
%e  Palace. — During  wUck  time  Emkuck  and 
Enmuu  rtgard  tack  other  ttedfasdy. 


Baab  mnpriHr  What!  a  father*!  sword 
Ua  own  aon'i 


ftAAB  KIUFRIU. 

Twonld  be  best  excuse  him, 
I  lAy  aon,  Frinoe  EmericL    /  atgure  him. 


tny  thankiv  then,  that  I  have  commenced 
to  which  the  ^no  Toioe  of  the  noblea 
U'd  me,  and  the  people,  by  regards 
and  grace  to  Raab  Kiuptili's  house  f 

RlABKIUFftlLL 

ght  hadst  thoo.  Prince  Emerick,  to  bestow 
diemr 


:  fight  dares  Kinprili  question  met 

BAAB  KIUTBILL 

ht  conunon  to  all  loyal  sulgecta— 
du^ !  Am  the  realm's  co-regent, 
m1  l^  oor  sovereign's  last  free  act, 
himaelf —  [Grasping  ike  TatenL 

DUBICK  {with  a  contemptuous  sneer). 
Ay  f— Writ  in  a  delirimn ! 

BAAB  KIUnULI. 

le  aak,  by  whose  authority 

ess  to  the  sovereign  was  refused  met 

XMEBICK. 

e  authority  dared  the  general  leave 
p  and  army,  like  a  fugitive  f 

BAAB  KIUPBILL 

m,  who,  with  victory  for  his  comrade, 

o-eyed,  upon  the  ftce  of  death ! 

«,  vrith  no  other  fear,  than  bodemenis 

dated  in  a  kiyal  purpose 

Mnmand,  Prince !  of  my  king  and  thine, 

came ;  and  now  again  require 

B  of  Qneen  Zapolya ;  and  (the  States 

h  oQovencd)  that  thou  dost  show  at  laige^ 
gnmnd  of  defect  thou  'st  dared  annul 
King'a  last  and  solemn  act — ^hast  dared 

be  throoe,  of  whidi  the  law  bad  Domed, 


ICK. 

A  sovereign's  ear  ill  brooks  a  sul^ect'a  gnratinniiy' 
Yet  for  thy  past  well-doing — and  because 
Tis  hard  to  enw  at  once  the  fbnd  belief 
Long  cheridi'd,  that  Illjrria  had  in  thee 
No  dreaming  pnest's  slave,  bat  a  Roman  lover 
Of  her  true  weal  and  freedom — and  for  this,  too^ 
That,  hoping  to  call  forth  to  the  broad  day-li^ 
And  fbstoring  breeze  of  glory,  all  deaervin^ 
I  still  bad  placed  tAee  foremost 

BAAB  KIUPBILL 

Prince!  Ibrten. 


Unwillingly  I  tell  thee,  that  Zapolya, 

Maddened  with  grief)  her  erring  hopes  proved  hOe 

CA8IIIIB. 

Sire!  speak  the  whole  truth!  Say,  hn frauds  deteelad! 


According  to  the  sworn  attests  in  council 
Of  her 


BAAB  KiuPBiu  (aside). 

Yes!  theJew,Bamoi! 


Under  the  imminent  risk  of  death  she  liee^ 

Or  irrecoverable  loss  of  reason. 

If  known  fhend'a  fiice  or  voice  renew^die  fbenqr. 

OAnMIB  (to  KlUPBIU). 

Trust  me,  my  Lord!  a  woman's  trick  has  duped 
Us  too— but  most  of  all,  the  sainted  Andreas. 
Even  for  his  own  fiur  feme,  his  grace  prays  houriy 
For  her  recovery  that  (tho  Statee  convened) 
She  may  take  cooneel  of  her  fiiends. 


Right,  CMmir! 
Receive  my  pledge,  Lord  General.    It  shall  stand 
In  her  own  will  to  appear  and  vcnce  her  claims ; 
Or  (which  in  truth  I  hold  the  wiser  course) 
WiUi  all  the  past  pass'd  by,  as  family  quarrels. 
Let  the  Queen-Dowager,  with  unblench'd  boiioi% 
Resume  her  state,  our  first  lUyrian  matron. 

BAAB  KIUTBIU. 

Prince  Emerick!  you  speak  fairly,  and  your  pledge  too 
Is  such,  as  well  would  suit  an  honest  meaning. 

CASIMIB. 

My  Lord !  you  scarce  know  half  his  grace's  goodness. 

The  wealthy  heiress,  high-bom  fiur  Sarolta, 

Bred  in  the  convent  of  our  noble  ladies. 

Her  relative,  the  venereUe  abbess. 

Hath,  at  his  grace's  urgence,  woo'd  and  won  for  me. 

EMKBICK. 

Long  may  the  nee,  and  long  may  that  name  floorish. 
Which  your  heroic  deeds,  brave  chief)  have  render'd 
Dear  aixl  illustrious  to  all  true  Illyrians ! 

BAAB  KIUPBILI  (Stcmly), 

The  longest  line,  that  ever  tracing  herald 
Or  found  or  feign'd,  placed  by  a  beggar's  eoul, 
Hath  but  a  mushroom's  date  in  the  comparison : 
And  with  the  soul,  the  conscience  is  coeval. 
Yea,  the  soul's  essence. 

KMEBICK. 

Conscience,  good  my  Ii)rd, 
Ii  but  the  pulse  of  reason.    Is  it  conscience, 
lliat  a  free  nation  should  be  handed  down, 
Uke  the  dull  ck)ds  beneath  our  feel,  b^  dosDM 
'And  the  htinA  law  of  Vneagel  Thai  wVift^Cbm  VofioBk, 


Ai 


iteuU  hare  tmde  Aoe,  a /volecton/C^  man  maliired,  a  wiae  iMOi  or  an  idkA, 
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Hero  or  natural  cow'aitl,  ihall  have  guidance 

Of  a  firee  people's  destiny ;  should  fiill  out 

In  the  mere  lottery  of  a  recklen  nature, 

Where  few  the  priies  and  the  blanks  are  ooontless  ? 

Or  hapiy  that  a  nation's  fate  should  hang 

On  the  bald  accident  of  a  midwife's  handling 

Tho  unclosed  futures  of  an  infant's  skull  ? 

CA8IMIB. 

What  better  claim  can  sovereign  wish  or  need, 
Than  the  free  voice  of  men  who  love  their  country  f 
Those  chiefly  who  have  fought  fbr'tf  Who,  by  right. 
Claim  ibr  thoir  monarch  one,  who  having  obey'd 
So  hath  best  learnt  to  govern ;  who,  having  sufler'd. 
Can  feel  for  each  brave  sufferer  and  reward  him  ? 
Whence  sprang  the  name  of  £niperor?  Was  it  not 
By  Nature*s  fiat?  In  tho  storm  of  triumph, 
'Mid  warriors'  shouUi,  did  her  oracular  voice 
Make  itself  heard :  Let  the  conunanding  tpiiit 
the  station  of  command ! 


KAAB  KIUPULL 

Prince  Emerick, 
Tour  cause  will  prosper  best  in  your  own  pleading. 

EMUiCK  (adde  to  Castmir). 
Ragoni  was  thy  school-mate — a  bold  spirit ! 
Bind  him  to  us! — ^Thy  father  thaws  apace ! 

[Tkenaloitd, 
Leave  us  awliile,  my  Lord! — Your  friend,  RagoBci, 
Whom  you  have  not  yet  seen  since  his  return. 
Commands  the  guard  to^ay. 

[Casimir  retires  to  the  Ouard-Hcum ;  and  after  a 
time  ajppean  before  it  toith  Chef  Raoozzl 

We  are  alone. 
What  further  pledge  or  proof  desires  Kiuprili  t 
Then,  with  your  assent 

RAAB  KIUTRIU. 

Mistake  not  for  assent 
The  unquiet  silence  of  a  stem  Resolve, 
Throttling  the  impatient  voice.    I  have  heard  thee. 

Prince! 
And  I  have  watch'd  thee,  too ;  but  have  small  faith  in 
A  plausible  tale  told  with  a  flitting  eye. 

[Emxrick  turns  as  about  to  call  far  the  Guard. 
In  the  next  moment  I  am  in  tliy  power. 
In  this  thou  art  in  mine.     Stir  but  a  Mtep, 
Or  make  one  sign — ^I  swear  by  this  good  sword, 
Thoudiest  that  instant 

EMERICK. 

Ha,  ha! — Well,  Sir .<— Conclude  your  homily. 
EAAB  KiuPEiu  (m  a  aomewkat  t^ppresaed  voice.) 

A  tale  which,  whether  true  or  &lse,  comes  guarded 
Against  all  means  of  proof,  detects  itself 
The  Queen  mew'd  up— this  too  fiom  anxious  care 
And  love  brought  forth  of  a  sudden,  a  twin  birth 
With  the  discovery  of  her  plot  to  rob  thee 
Of  a  rightful  throne ! — Mark  how  the  scorpion.  False- 
hood, 
Coils  round  in  its  own  perplexity,  and  fixes 
Its  sting  in  its  own  head ! 


Wouldst  thou  have  pilier  *d  iJxHn  onr  Khool^ 

themes 
These  shallow  sophisms  of  a  poptdar  tAoke  f 
What  people  ?  How  convened  f  or,  if  convened. 
Must  not  the  magic  power  that  chamw  together 
Millions  of  men  in  comici],  needs  have  powvr 
To  win  or  wield  them  ?  Better,  O  fiir  belter 
Shout  forth  thy  titles  to  yon  circling  tnnnni!«iiy^ 
And  with  a  thourand-fbld  reverberation^ 
Make  the  rocks  flatter  thee,  and  the  voUeyiag  air, 
Unbribed,  shout  back  to  thee.  King  Emericfc ! 
By  wholesome  laws  to  embank  the  eovereign  p9mm 
1V>  deepen  by  restraint,  and  by  preventioQ 
Of  lawless  will  to  amass  and  guklo  the  flood 
In  its  mtucstic  channel,  is  man's  task 
And  the  true  patriot's  glory !  In  all  ebe 
Men  safelier  trust  to  Heaven,  than  to  theuelvai 
When  least  themselves  in  the  mad  whirl  of 
Where  folly  is  ooutogious,  and  too  oft 
Even  wine  men  leave  thoir  better  senae  at 
To  chide  and  wonder  at  them  when  raCom'd. 

EMERICK  (oIoik/). 
b't  thus,  thou  sooflrst  the  people !  most  of  all. 
The  soldiers,  the  defenders  of  the  people  ? 

lUAB  Kiuniu  (alomd). 
O  most  of  all,  most  miseraUe  nation. 
For  whom  th'  Imperial  power,  enormous  bobfab! 
Is  blown  and  kept  aloft,  or  burnt  and  diatter'd 
By  the  bribed  breath  of  a  lewd  soldiery ! 
Chiefly  of  such,  as  from  the  fhontien  far 
(Which  is  the  noblest  station  of  true  wairionX 
In  rank  licentious  idleness  beleaguer 
City  and  court,  a  venom'd  thorn  i'  the  side 
Of  virtuous  kings,  the  tyrant's  slave  and  tyianl; 
Still  ravening  for  fresh  largess !  but  with  flocfa 
What  title  claim'st  thou,  save  thy  biidir  What 
Which  many  a  liegeman  may  not  plead  as  w^ 
Brave  though  I  grant  thee  f  If  a  life  oadabor^d 
Head,  heart,  and  fortunate  arm,  in  watch  and  wu; 
For  the  land's  fame  and  weal ;  if  large  nifijutlB. 
Made  honest  by  th'  aggression  of  the  foe 
And  whose  best  praise  is,  that  they  bring  us  nfety; 
If  victory,  doubly-wreathed,  whose  under^gailand 
Of  laurel-leaves  looks  greener  and  mora  aparkliiy 
Through  the  gray  olive-branch ;  if  these,  ~ 

rick! 
Give  the  true  title  to  the  thrtme,  not 
No !  (let  niyria,  let  the  infidel  enemy 
Be  judge  and  arbiter  between  us!)  I, 
I  were  the  rightful  sovereign! 


Ihave&itfa 
That  thou  both  think'st  and  bopest  il.  Fair  Zapoly% 
A  provident  lady — 

RAAB  KIUPRIU. 

Wretch,  beneath  all 

KMERIOX. 

Oflbrs  at  once  the  royal  bed  and  throne ! 


EMERICK. 

Ay !  to  the  mark ! 
Raab  Kiitpriu  (aloud):  [he  and  Emerick  stand- 
ing at  eqiti-distance  from  the  Palace  and 
the  Guard-Ilouse. 

n»dBt  thou  hoUeved  thine  own  tale,  hadst  thou/oiicud 
ThyBolf  the  rightful  auccemor  of  Andreas, 


RAABKIUnUU. 

To  be  a  kingdom's  bulwark,  a  king's  gloiy. 
Yet  loved  l^  both,  and  trusted,  and  tnHt-wotlqr, 
Is  more  than  to  be  king;  but  see!  thy  lage 
Fights  with  thy  fear.    I  will  relieve  thee !  Hq! 

[TbCJbf 
.  UniGK. 

\NqI  fin  tihy  vRQid,  Vax  \o  «u\n.v  ibee,  reflfan ! 


ZAPOLYA. 


tOl 


I  I  hgn  lirten'd — Guard — Yiol  fiom  the 


poU  /ran  the  Ouard-Hmue  with 
BT  RAfloni  at  their  head,  and  then  a 
iriir  Jnm  the  Pakux — Chef  Raoozzi  de- 
Wti»  KiUPftiLfs  m$bfd,  and  apprehends  him. 

CISIMIS. 

(7b  Eheeigi).  Sire,  hear  me ! 

[7b  KiurEiu,  who  turn*  from  him. 
Hear  me,  Father! 


mat  that  traitor  and  niwnwin ! 

is  fi>r  Am  life,  itrikes  at  mine,  his  sovereign'a. 

KAAB  nunuiJ. 
regent  of  the  reakn,  1  stand 
to  none  nve  to  the  States, 
e  ooune  of  law.    But  ye  are  boDd-alavei, 
H  ye  that  before  God  and  man 
leaeh  Lord  Eraerick  of  fi>ul  treason, 
taog  gnmnds  attaint  him  with  suspicioD 


Hence  with  the  madman! 

KAABKIUraiLL 

Tour  Queen's  murder, 
orphan's  mnrder :  and  to  the  death 
•a  a  tyiant  and  usurper. 
[Hurried  eg  hf  Raooxu  and  the  Ouard. 


And  let  this 

Be  as  the  shadow  of  thy  outspread  wings 

To  hide  and  shield  us!  Start'st  thou  in  thy  dumbent 

Thou,  canst  not  dream  of  savage  Emeiick.    Hush ! 

Betray  not  thy  poor  mother !  For  if  they  seiie  thaa^ 

I  shall  grow  mad  indeed,  and  they'll  believe 

Thy  wicked  uncle's  lie.    Ha !  what  f  A  soldier  f 

[She  ttarte  hack— and  enter  Chkf  Ragozu. 


pad! 


the  sun  hath  risen,  by  iny  sceptre 
icmca  shall  be  avenged. ' 


O  banish  him! 
By  win  cnah  me.    O  for  my  sake, 
a.  my  liege  lord ! 

BfZUCK  (scom/iffljr). 

What.'  to  the  army  T 
oong  fiiend !  Nought  shall  be  done  in  anger. 
o'erpoweis  the  man.    In  this  emergence 
»  counsel  for  us  both.    Retire. 

[Exit  Casimir  in  agitation. 

■nicx  {fdont,  looks  at  a  Calendar). 
gefiil  planet,  now  in  her  decay, 
1  at  midnight,  to  be  seen  no  more. 
shall  sink  the  enemies  of  Emerick, 
r  die  last  look  of  the  waning  moon ; 
■i|^t  destiny,  with  sharpen'd  horns, 
)t  Be  foarieai  in  the  new-bom  crescent 

[EsiL 
9ges  to  anoOier  view,  namely,  the  badt  of  ths 
MP— a  Wooded  Park,  and  Mountains, 

'  Zatolta,  wUh  an  Infant  in  her  arms. 

ZAPOLTA. 

ir  one !  hush !  My  trembling  arm  disturbs 

thee! 

I  Plroiectar  of  the  helpless !  thou, 

w's  Husband  and  the  orphan's  Fadier, 

'  steps !  Ah  whither  7  O  send  down 

1  to  a  houseless  babe  and  mother, 

rth  into  the  cruel  widemess ! 

eet  ooe!  Thou  art  no  Ilagar^s  oApring: 

dtooart 

lU  heir  of  an  anointed  king ! 

ods  are  thoae  ?  It  is  the  vesper  chant 

)g  DHO  returning  to  their  home!  > 

mkhmmfhamef  Boar  m^heoraUy  Father! I  The  Lord  Kiuprili  will  have  aenl  &  Vroo^ 


CHXr  RAGOZZI. 

Sure  Heaven  befiiends  us.   Well!  he  hath 

0  rare  tune  of  a  tyrant's  promises 
That  can  enchant  the  serpent  treachery 
From  forth  its  lurking-hole  in  the  heart 
"  O  brave  Ragoxzi!  Count!  Commander!  Wkainotr' 
And  all  this  too  for  nothing !  a  poor  nothing ! 
Merely  to  play  the  underihig  in  the  murder 
Of  my  best  firiend  Kiuprili!  His  own  son — moDStrons! 
Tyrant !  I  owe  thee  thanks,  and  in  good  hour 
Will  I  repay  thee,  for  that  thou  thoi^'st  me  too 
A  serviceable  villain.    Could  I  now 
But  gain  some  sure  intelligence  of  the  queen : 
Heaven  bless  and  guard  her ! 

ZATOLTA  (poming  fearfully  forward). 

Art  dunnotRagooif 

CHEF  RA60ZZL 

The  Queen!  Now  then  the  miracle  is  full! 

1  see  Heaven's  wisdom  in  an  over^nateh 
For  the  devil's  cunning.    This  way,  w»«Hain  iim^  t 

ZAPOLTA. 

Stay!  Oh,  no!  Forgive  me  if  I  wrong  diee ! 

This  is  thy  sovereign's  child :  Gb^  pity  us, 

And  be  not  treacherous!  [Kneding. 

CHEF  KAOozzi  (raising  her). 
Madam !  For  mercy's  sake ! 

ZAPOLTA. 

But  tyrants  have  a  hundred  ejres  and  anns! 

CHEF  EAOOZZL 

Take  courage,  madam  *  T  were  too  horrible, 
(I  can  not  do*t)  to  swear  I'm  not  a  monster! — 
Scarce  had  I  barr'd  the  door  oo  Raab  Kiuprili — 

ZAPOLTA. 

Kiuprili!  howT 

CHEF  RAGOZZI. 

There  is  not  time  to  toll  it 
The  tjrrant  call'd  me  to  him,  pnused  my  zeal 
(And  be  assured  I  overtopt  his  cunning 
And  seem'd  right  zealous).  But  time  wastes :  in  fine» 
Bids  me  dispatch  my  trustiest  fiiends,  as  couriers 
With  letlen  to  the  army.    The  thought  at  once 
Flash'd  oo  me.    I  disgiused  my  prisoner — 

ZAPOLTA. 

What!  RaabKiupriU? 

CHEF  RAGOZZI. 

Yes !  my  noble  general ! 
I  sent  him  off,  vrith  Emerick's  own  packet. 
Haste,  and  post  haste— Prepared  to  follow 

ZAPOLTA. 

Ah,  how?  Is  it  joy  or  fear?  My  limbs  seem  sinking! — 

CHEF  RAGOZZI  {Supporting  her). 
Heaven  still  befriends  us.    I  have  left  my  charger, 
A  gentle  beast  and  fleet,  and  my  boy's  mule. 
One  that  can  shoot  a  precipice  like  a  bird. 
Just  where  the  wood  begins  to  climb  the  moantama. 
TTie  course  we'll  thread  will  mock  the  tywaVa  f^waaa. 
Or  scan  the  foUoweia.    F^re  we  reach  ihe  maaaxM^ 


lOS 
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The 


Otu  thrice  happy  when  ha  findi 
which  I  oaovoy! 


lAPOLTA. 


One  brief  wton/sBU 
That,  pmying  fbr  atrengdi  I  may  have  ttnagtb.  Tliia 

babe. 
Heaven^  eye  h  on  it,  and  hi  imMicence 
Im  as  a  prophet*!  pcayer,  Uro^g  and  prevailmg ! 
Through  thee,  dear  babe!  the  impiring  thought 

po8M«*d  me, 
When  the  krad  clamor  raw,  and  all  tli^  palace 
Emptied  itoell^-CThey  aoughk  my  life,  Ragom!) 
like  a  swift  ihadow  gliding,  I  made  way 
To  the  deserted  chamber  ci  my  Lordd — 

[Them  fo  fAe  imfimL 
And  thoQ  didiit  kirn  thy  fiUher*!  lifelem  lipi. 
And  in  thy  helplen  hand,  sweet  slumberer! 
Still  clasp'st  the  signet  of  thy  royalty. 
As  I  removed  the  seal,  the  heavy  arm 
Dropt  firom  the  couch  aslant,  and  the  stiff  finger 
Seem'd  pointing  at  my  feet     Provident  Heaven  I 
Lo,  I  was  standing  on  the  secret  door. 
Which,   through   a   long  descent  where  all  sound 

perishes, 
Let  out  b^pond  the  palace.    Well  I  knew  it 
Bat  Andmu  fiamed  it  not!  He  was  no  tyrant ! 

CHEF  KAGOZZI. 

Haite,  madam !  Let  me  take  this  precioos  burden ! 

[He  kneeU  at  he  takes  Ihe  child. 

ZAPOLTA. 

Take  him !  And  if  wc  be  punned,  I  charge  thee, 
Flee  thou  and  leavo  me !  Floe  and  save  thy  king ! 

[Then  at  going  off,  the  lookt  hack  on  ihe  palace* 
Thou  tyrant's  den,  bo  call'd  no  more  a  palace ! 
The  orphan's  angol  at  the  throne  of  Heaven 
Stands  up  against  theo,  and  there  hover  o'er  thee 
A  Queen's,  a  Mother's^,  and  a  Widow's  curse. 
Henceforth  a  dragon's  haimt,  fear  and  susfHcion 
Stand  sentry  at  thy  portals !  Faith  and  honor, 
Driven  from  the  tlirone,  shall  leave  the  attainted  na- 
tion: 
And,  for  the  iniquity  that  houRcs  in  thee, 
Falfle  glory,  thirKt  of  bluod,  and  lust  of  rapine 
(Fateful  coi\junction  of  malignant  planets). 
Shall  shoot  their  blojttments  on  the  land.  The  frthers 
Henceforth  shall  have  no  joy  in  their  young  men. 
And  when  they  cry :  Lo!  a  male  child  it  bom ! 
Tho  mother  shall  make  answer  with  a  groan. 
For  bloody  usurpation,  like  a  vulture. 
Shall  clog  its  beak  within  Ulyria's  heart 
Reraorseless  slaves  of  a  remorseless  tyrant ! 
They  shall  bo  mock'd  with  tounds  of  liberty. 
And  liberty  shall  be  proclaim'd  alone 
To  thee,  O  Fire !  O  Pestilence !  O  Swonl ! 
Till  Vengeance  hath  her  fill. — And  thou,  snatch'd 

hence, 
{Again  to  the  infant.)  poor  friendless  fugitive !  with 

Mother's  wailing, 
Of&pring  of  Royal  Andreas,  shalt  return 
With  trump  and  timbrel  clang,  and  popular  shout 
In  triumph  to  the  pohice  of  thy  Others!       [£ie«iit 
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THE  SEQUEL^  EMTITIJED  «TBE  USU 

FATE." 


▲DOmOllAL  OHABACRia. 
MEN. 

Old  Bathory,  a  Mountaineer. 

Bktulen  Bathory,  the  Young  Prince  Aadr 

poted  Son  of  Old  Bathory. 
Lord  Rudolph,  a  Courtiert  hut  friend  to  the 

paHy. 
Laska,  Steward  to  Catimir,  helrotkei  to  Gtfjfc 
PEBTAi4rrx,  an  AssoMcn,  in  Emferidfo  emjin 

WOMEN. 
liADY  Sarolta,  Wife  of  Ijord  Catmir. 
Glycine,  Orphan  Daughter  of  Chef  Ragotab 

Between  tho  flight  of  Uic  Queen,  and  the  < 
which  immediately  ibllowcd,  and  in  which  J 
remained  the  victor,  a  space  of  tweni^  year 
posed  to  have  elapsed. 


ACT  L 

SCENE  L 

A  Mountainottt  Country.    Bathort*8  Dm 
the  end  of  Ihe  Stage. 

Enter  Lady  Sarolta  and  GLTCun. 

GLYCINE. 

Well,  then !  our  round  of  charity  is  finish'd 
Rest,  Madam !  You  breathe  quick. 

SAROLTA. 

What!  tired,  C 
No  delicate  court  dame,  but  a  mountaineer 
By  choice  no  less  than  birth,  I  gladly 
llie  good  strength  Nature  gave  me. 


GLYCINE. 


Thatlaat 


Ts  built  as  if  an  eagle  or  a  raven 
Had  chosen  it  for  her  nesL 

SAROLTA. 

So  many  are 
Tho  sufifcrings  which  no  human  aid  can  reac 
It  needs  must  be  a  duty  douMy  sweet 
To  heal  the  few  we  can.    Well !  let  us  rest 

GLYCINE. 

There  ?    [Pointing  to  Batiiort*8  dteeOing  S 
antwering,  points  to  where  the  Ihet 

SAROLTA. 

Here !  For  on  this  spot  Lord  Casimir 
Took  his  last  leave.    On  yonder  mountain  rii 
I  lost  the  misty  imago  which  so  long 
Linger'd  or  seem'd  at  least  to  linger  an  iL 

GLYCYNE. 

And  what  if  even  now,  <m  that  same  ridgv, 
A  speck  should  rise,  and  still  enlaiging,  lengl 
As  it  clomb  downwards,  shape  itself  at  laat 
To  a  numerous  cavalcade,  and  spurring  forao 
Who  but  Sarolla's  own  dear  Lord  retum*d 
\FiQm  hsa  \nc|iii  en^oMvy  \ 


ZAPOLYA. 


108 


fASOLTA. 

Thoa  hast  hit  my  tfaooght! 
All  tbe  long  dqr*  ^^""^  yMlar-mom  to  evening. 
The  radMi  ktf»  flttttef^d  aboot  my  heut 
Oh,  w  U9  qwniloai  enttaum  I  Little  lea 
Tban  aB  ll^gi  em  lofBoe  to  nuke  at  happy  I 
And  Hide  naipa  dHB  nodkiDg  ii  euoogh 
IV*  dMOOlBBt  na^ — Were  he  come,  then  ■hoold  I 
Bepiie  he  had  not  anriTed  jnat  one  day  eariier 
TV>  fcnp  hk  birth-day  here,  in  hia  own  birth-place. 

OLTonnb 
Bat  oar  beat  eporti  belike,  and  gay  procenona 
WoaU  to  my  Lord  have  aeem'd  but  work-day  aighti 
Cwnprod  widi  diaae  the  royal  court  afibnb. 

8AE0LTA. 

I  have  anwll  wiah  to  aee  them.    A  ipring  moniing, 

Wilh  ito  wild  gfaMfaome  minatrelay  of  birdi, 

And  ito  bni^  jewelry  of  flowen  and  dew-dropa 

(Each  oifaed  drop  an  orb  of  glory  in  it), 

Would  pat  them  all  in  eclipae.  This  sweet  retirement 

Loid  Cteimir'ii  wish  alone  would  have  madencred : 

Bat  in  good  truth,  hia  k>ving  jealouay 

Did  bat  ^■«""»~<,  what  I  had  elae  entreated. 

OLTOIHC 

And  yot  had  I  been  bora  Lady  flarolta. 
Been  wedded  to  the  nobleat  of  die  realm, 
80  beaotiful  beaidea,  and  yet  lo  itately 

aAEOLTA. 

Hah!  innocent  flatterer! 

€0.10011. 

Nay!  to  iny  poor  fiuey 
Tlie  loyal  cooit  woidd  amm  m  eardily  heaven, 
Mmde  fiir  aoeh  ilan  to  ahina  in*  and  be  gradooa. 

■AEOLTA. 

flodocfa  die  ignonnt  dirtanoe  adU  delude  oa ! 
Tliy  ftnded  heaven,  dear  pii  like  diat  above  diee, 
In  iti  mere  ael^  a  odd,  drear,  colofieM  void. 
Seen  from  bekyw  and  m  die  huge,  becomea 
The  fat^Uue  ether,  and  the  aeat  of  goda! 
Well!  but  thia  broil  that  Beared  you  from  the  daneef 
And  WW  not  Lvka  diere :  he,  your  betroth'd  t 

co^Ycnn. 
Te^  madam!  he  wiadiere.    So  waa  die  maypole. 
For  wre  dnoed  round  it 

BAIOLTA. 

Ah,  Glycine!  why. 
Why  did  ymi  dien  betroth  yourrelff 

OLTClia 


Tea,  e*en  in  thy  simpUci^,  Glycine, 
A  fine  and  feminine  grace,  that  makea  me  feel 
More  as  a  mother  than  a  miatreai  to  diee ! 
Thou  art  a  aoldieFs  orphan !  that — the  courage. 
Which  riling  in  thine  eye,  seems  oft  to  give 
A  new  soul  to  ita  gendeness,  doth  paove  tiiea ! 
Thou  art  sprung  too  of  no  ignoble  Uood, 
Or  there's  no  fiuth  in  instinct! 

[Angry  voices  and  damor  wUkimt  re-eaier  Gi«TCiii& 

OLYCINK. 

Oh,  madam !  there's  a  party  of  your  aervanto, 
And  aiy  Lord's  steward,  Laaka,  at  their  head, 
Have  come  to  seareh  for  old  Badiory's  son, 
Bethlen,  that  breve  young  man !  't  waa  he,  my  lady, 
That  took  our  parts,  and  beat  off  the  intruders ; 
And  in  mere  8|Mte  and  malice,  now  diey  charge  him 
With  bad  words  of  Lord  Casimir  and  the  king. 


My  own  dear  lady  wish'd  it!  'twas  yoa  ask'd 

BAROLTA. 

Teik  at  my  Lord's  request,  but  never  wish'd. 
My  poor  afieetionate  girl,  to  see  thee  wretched 
Urn  know'at  not  yet  the  dutiea  of  a  wife. 

OLTCHTB. 

Oh»  yw!  It  ia  a  wife's  chief  duty,  madam, 
Ta  aland  in  awe  of  her  huaband,  and  obey  him ; 
And,  I  am  aura,  I  never  shall  see  Laska 
Bat  I  ahall  tremble. 

lAROLTA. 

Not  widi  fear,  I  diink. 
For  yon  alill  mock  him.  Bring  a  seat  from  die  cottage. 
[EmU  GLTODfX  vdo  Um  eemge,  Sasolta  ooafiKiKS 
jkcr  tpmkt  looking  after  Asr. 
flbmeAii^  abov«  dqr  rank  diere  hanp  about  dieav 
And  in  dwr  countenancsy  tbf  wiee,  Mnd  mcflioa, 

P 


Prey  don't  believe  them,  madam! 

way! 
Lady  Sarolta's  hert. 


way: 


[CoOuv  wttAoMt 

8AR0LTA. 
Be  calm.  Glycine. 

Eadn  Laska  and  Servants  with  Old  Bathort. 

laska  (to  Bathor\). 
We  have  no  concern  with  you !  What  needs  your 
presence  f 

OLD  BATHORT. 

What!  Do  you  think  I'll  sufler  my  breve  boy 
Tb  be  slander'd  by  a  set  of  ooward-ruflhina. 
And  leave  it  to  their  malice^ — ^yea,  mere  malice ! — 
Tb  toll  its  own  tale  f 

[Labka  and  ServanU  low  to  Lady  Sarolta. 

8AROLTA. 

Laaka!  What  may  thb  mean f 
LABKA  (iNM^pottsIy,  OS  Commencing  a  tel  ipaool). 
Madam !  and  may  it  please  your  ladyship! 
This  old  man's  son,  by  name  Bethlen  Bathoiy, 
Stands  chaiged,  on  weighty  evidence,  diat  he. 
On  jTOstor^ve,  being  his  lordship's  birth-day. 
Did  traitorously  defame  Lord  Caaimir; 
llie  loid  higlMtoward  of  the  realm,  moieofOf 

SAROLTA. 

Be  brief!  We  know  hia  tides! 

LA8KA. 

And  moreover 
Raved  like  a  traitor  at  our  liege  King  Emerick. 
And  furthermore,  said  witnesses  make  oath. 
Led  on  the  assault  upon  his  lordship's  servants ; 
Tea,  insolently  tore,  from  this,  your  huntaman. 
His  badge  of  livery  of  your  noble  house. 
Aim!  trampled  it  in  scorn. 

SAROLTA  (to  the  ServanU  who  efir  to  epeak). 

You  have  had  your  spokesman ! 
Where  is  the  young  man  thus  accused  ? 

old  BATHORT. 

I  know  not: 

But  if  no  ill  betide  him  on  the  mountains. 

He  wiU  not  long  be  absent ! 

8AR0LTA. 

Thou  art  his  fether  T 

OLD  RATHORT. 

None  ever  with  more  reason  prised  a  son : 
Tet  I  hate  felaohood  more  dian  I  love  him. 
But  more  dian  one,  now  in  my  lady**  preaence, 
Witneoa'd  die  affray,  beaidea  theM  man  ^  maiiSkftX 
J  And  i£  I  swerve  from  truth 
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OLTCINX. 

Yes!  good  old  man! 
My  lady !  pray  believe  him ! 

8AJ10LTA. 

Uuih,  Glycine ! 
Be  dlent,  I  oon^Mnd  you.  [Then  to  Batroet. 

Spoak !  we  hear  yoa ! 

OLD  BATHORY. 

Sfy  tale  ia  brief    During  oar  festive  dance, 

Tour  servants,  the  accusers  of  my  son, 

Ofier'd  gross  insults,  in  unmanly  sort, 

To  our  village  maidens.    He  (could  he  do  lessf) ' 

Rose  in  defimce  of  outraged  modesty. 

And  so  persuasive  did  his  cudgel  prove 

(Tour  hectoring  sparks  so  over  bmve  to  women 

Are  always  cowards),  that  they  soon  took  flight. 

And  now  in  mere  revenge,  like  baffled  boasters, 

Have  fiamed  this  tale,  out  of  some  hasty  words 

Which  their  own  threats  provoked. 

8AR0LTA. 

Old  man !  you  talk 
Too  bluntly !  Did  your  son  owe  no  respect 
To  the  livery  of  our  house  ? 

OLD  BATBORT. 

Even  such  respect 
As  die  sheep's  skin  should  gain  for  the  hot  wolf 
That  hath  begun  to  worry  the  poor  lambs ! 


LA8KA. 


Old  insolent  ruflian! 


GLYCINX. 

Pbrdon !  pardon,  madam ! 
I  saw  the  whole  afllray.    The  good  old  man 
Means  no  oflence,  sweet  lady ! — ^You,  yourself 
Laska!  know  well,  that  these  men  were  the  ruffians! 
Shame  on  you! 

BA&OLTA  (qieaks  wUh  affected  anger). 
What!  Glycine!  Go,  retire! 

[EtU  Glycinc,  mcumfuUy. 
Be  it  then  that  these  men  &ultod.  Yet  yourself 
Or  bettor  still  belike  the  maidens'  parents. 
Might  have  oomplain'd  to  us.    Was  ever  acceas 
Denied  you  7  Or  free  audience  ?  Or  are  we 
Weak  and  unfit  to  punish  our  own  servants  7 

OLD  BATIIORY. 

So  then!  So  then !  Heaven  grant  an  old  man  patience ! 
And  must  the  gardener  leave  his  seedling  plants. 
Leave  his  young  roses  to  the  rooting  swine. 
While  he  goes  ask  their  master,  if  perchance 
His  leisure  serve  to  scourge  them  from  their  ravage ! 

LA8RA. 

Ho !  Take  the  rude  clown  from  your  lady's  presence ! 
I  win  report  her  further  will ! 

SAROLTA. 

Wait,  then. 
Till  thou  hast  learnt  it!  Fervent,  good  old  man ! 
Forgive  me  that,  to  try  thee,  I  put  on 
A  fiice  of  sternness,  alien  to  my  meaning ! 

[Then  apeaka  to  the  Sertants. 
Hence !  leave  my  presence !  and  you,  Laska !  mark 

me! 
Those  riotem^are  no  longer  of  ray  household ! 
If  we  but  shake  a  dew-drop  fiom  a  rose. 
In  vain  would  we  replace  it,  and  as  vainly 
Restore  the  tear  of  wounded  modesty 
To  a  maiden's  eye  fiuniliarized  to  license. — 
Aii  tbeee  men,  La/tka — 


LA8KA  (ssiiie). 

Yes,  now  'tis  coming. 

8AR0LTA. 

Brutal  aggressors  finrt,  then  baffled  daataids^ 
That  they  have  sought  to  piece  out  their  revenge 
With  a  tale  of  words  lured  fiom  the  lips  of  ai^ger. 
Stamps  them  most  dangerous;  and  till  I  want 
Fit  means  for  wicked  ends,  we  shall  not  need 
Their  services.    Diacharge  them !  Yon,  Bathory ! 
Are  hencelbrth  of  my  household !  I  shall  place  yen 
Near  my  own  person.    When  your  mm  returns^ 
Present  him  tons. 

OLD  BATRORT. 

Ha!  what,  strangen*  here! 
Viluit  business  have  they  in  an  old  man's  eye  f 
Your  goodness,  lady — and  it  came  so  sudden — 
I  cannot — most  not — let  you  be  deceived. 
I  have  yet  another  tale,  but—  [Then  to  Sarolta  uUt. 

Not  for  all  *•»* 


8AR0LTA. 

I  oft  have  pass'd  your  cottage,  and  still  praiaed 
Its  beauty,  and  that  trim  orchard-plot,  whose 
The  gusts  of  April  showcr'd  aslant  its  thatch. 
Come,  ]rou  shall  show  it  me !  And  while  you  bid  it 
Farewell,  be  not  ashamed  that  I  should  witness 
The  oil  of  gladness  glittering  on  the  water 
Of  an  ebbing  grie£ 

[Batuory  bounngf  thowa  her  into  hi$  est^fa 
LASKA  {alone). 

Vexation!  baffled!  schooi'd! 
Ho !  Laska !  wake !  why  I  what  can  all  this  mesnf 
She  sent  away  that  cockatrice  in  anger ! 
Oh  the  fidse  witch !  It  is  too  plain,  she  loves  bin. 
And  now,  the  old  man  near  my  lady'a  penoo. 
Shell  see  this  Bethlen  hourly! 

[Labka  JUng$  hUnadf  into  Ae  aeoL    Gltcdb 
peepe  in  tmidly. 


OLYCHOE. 


b  my  lady  gone  ? 


Laska!  Laska! 


LASKA  (surUly). 
Gone. 

GLYCINE. 

Have  you  yet  seen  himf 
b  he  retum'd  7 

[liASKA  gtarte  up  from  Ma  9^ 
Has  the  seat  stung  you,  Laskaf 

LASKA. 

No !  serpent !  no ;  'tis  you  that  sting  me ;  yon! 
What!  you  would  cling  to  him  again! 

aLYCINK. 

Whom? 

LASKA. 

Bethlen!  Beddso! 
Yes ;  gaze  as  if  your  very  ejres  embraced  him! 
Ha !  you  forget  the  scend  of  yesterday ! 
Mute  ere  he  came,  but  then--Out  on  your 
And  your  pretended  fears ! 

GLYCIlinE. 

Your  foaiB.  at  U 
Were  real,  Laska !  or  your  trembling  limba 
And  white  cheeks  play'd  the  hypocrites  most  vilely! 


•Raferatotfastasr,  whkfa  hefbehstaittngin  hiieyt.  Tbi 
fonowim  fine  was  bonowsd  nnooosdoaibr  fkom  Mr.  Wtf^ 
wocth*t  Excwsmh. 
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XA8KA. 

I  Imt!  wbonf  WlMUT 

OLTCUfS. 

I  know,  whftt  I  ihoald  (ear, 
Wen  I  ii  LMka**  plaee. 


WhatT 

OLTOUnb 

My  own  coMcience, 
For  htnng  led  nqr  jeelowy  aiiii  envy 
Widi  a  pkMl.  made  oat  of  other  men'i  revenges, 
AgeiivC  e  bnve  and  iunocent  yoong  man'i  life! 
Tet,  yeC  pray  tell  me! 

ULBKA  (jmaUgmmdy). 

Ton  will  know  too  soon. 

GLTCIlfS. 

Would  I  oonld  fiid  my  lady !  though  she  chid  me^ 
Tet  due  sospenee—  [Going. 

LASKA. 

Stop!  stop !  one  question  only— 
I  am  quite  calm — 

OLTcmx. 

Ay,  as  the  old  song  says, 
Cafan  as  a  tiger,  valiant  as  a  dove. 
Rsy  now,  I  have  marr'd  the  veiae :  well !  this  one 


LA8KA. 

Ars  yon  not  bound  to  me  by  your  own  promise  f 
And  is  itnot  as  plain — 

GI.TCIlf& 

Halt!  Oat's  two  questions. 


K 


Miaw!  Js  it  not  as  plain  as  impudence, 

"Rat  700*10  in  bve  with  this  young  swaggering 

beggar, 
BKUsn  Bathofyl  When  he  wis  accused, 
Why  prass'd  yov  fcrward !  Why  did  3rott  deiend  him  ? 

GLTCOfK. 

QiMliaD  meet  qnestioo :  that 's  a  woman's  privilege. 

Whf,  Laska,  did  yoa  nige  Lord  Casimir 

To  mike  my  lady  ftrce  that  promise  fiom  me  I 

LABEA. 

^  than,  yon  say.  Lady  Sarolta  forced  youf 

GLYCINX. 

Ondd  I  look  np  to  her  dear  countenance, 

And  «y  her  nay  f  As  far  back  as  I  wot  of, 

All  her  ooomiands  were  gracious,  sweet  requests. 

How  ooold  it  be  dien,  but  that  hor  requests 

Most  needs  have  sounded  to  me  as  commands  ! 

Aod  as  fiir  hnre,  had  I  a  score  of  k>ves, 

I'd  keep  dwm  all  finr  my  dear,  kind,  good  nustraas. 

LASKA. 

KitoMfiirBethlen! 

OLTCnOB. 

Oh!  that's  a  diflerent  diing. 
Tb  ba  sore  he's  brave,  and  handsome,  and  so  pious 
TV)  his  good  M  Ather.    But  for  loving  hiro — 
Nay,  lAere,  indeed  yoa  are  mistaken,  Laska ! 
hn  youth !  I  rather  think  I  grieve  for  him ; 
For  I  sigh  so  deeply  when  I  think  of  him ! 
And  if  I  see  him,  the  tears  come  in  my  eyes. 
And  aqr  beart  beati ;  and  all  because  I  dreamt 
IW  die  wa^wolf*  had  gored  him  as  he  hunted 
la  the  haimted  forest! 


•r« 


zr« 


HVMf-woWorLjTaalbiopae, 
tvLir. 


LASKA. 

You  dare  own  all  thisT 
Tour  lady  will  not  wanant  promise-fareech. 
Mine,  pampered  Miss!  you  shall  be ;  and  111  make 

you 
Grieve  for  him  with  a  vengeance.  Odds,  my  fingen 
Tingle  already !  [Makes  ikreaiemng  eigne, 

GLYCINK  (fleide). 
Ila !  Bethlen  coming  this  way ! 
[Gltcini  then  cries  out  as  if  a/raid  (^  being  beatem. 
Oh,  save  me !  save  me !  Pray  ddo*t  kill  me,  Ladut ! 

Enter  Bkthlbn  ta  a  Hunting  Dress. 

BITHLKN. 

What,  beat  a  woman ! 

X^ASKA  (fO  GLTdlfK). 

O  you  cockatrice  ! 

aiTHUEN. 

Unmanly  dastard,  hold ! 

LASKA  {pompouaiy). 

Do  you  chance  to  know 
Who— I—am,  Sir  f— (S'death  how  Hack  he  looks  !> 

BKTIILKN. 

I  have  started  many  strange  beasts  in  my  time. 
But  none  less  like  a  man,  than  this  before  me 
That  lifts  his  hand  against  a  tinud  female. 

LABKA^ 

Bold  youth !  she's  mine. 

OLTCDOB. 

No,  not  my  master  yet. 
But  only  is  to  be ;  and  all  because 
Two  yean  ago  my  lady  ask'd  me,  and 
I  promised  her,  not  Am ;  and  if  sAell  let  me, 
I  '11  hate  you,  my  Lord's  steward. 

BITBLSN. 

Hush,  Glycine ! 

GLYCINK. 

Yes,  I  do,  Bethlen ;  for  he  just  now  brought 
False  witnesses  to  swear  away  your  lifo : 
Foicr  lifo,  and  old  Bathory's  toa 

BKTHLKN. 

Bathory's! 

Where  is  my  fiuher  f  Answer,  or ^Ha !  gone ! 

[Laska  during  this  time  slinks  of  the  Stage,  using 
threatening  gestures  to  Glycink. 

GLYCINE. 

Oh,  heed  not  him  /  I  saw  you  pressing  onward. 
And  did  but  feign  alarm.  Dear  gaUant  youth. 
It  is  your  life  they  seek ! 

bethlen. 
My  Ufef 

GLYCINE 

AU»! 
Lady  Sarolta  even — 

BETHLEN. 

She  does  not  know  me ! 

GLYCINE. 

Oh  that  she  did !  she  could  not  then  have  spoken 
With  such  stem  countenance.  But  though  she  spum 

me, 
I  will  kneel,  Bethlen — 

BETHLEN. 

Not  for  me,  Glycine ! 
What  have  I  done  ?  or  whom  have  I  oflended  ! 

GLYCINE. 

Rash  woids.  'tis  said,  and  treasonous,  of  the  king. 
[Bethlen  nwUers  to  Wmtdf  \Bd*gfWiia>|. 
GLYCINE  iosideV 
looks  the  statue,  in  our  haW,  o'  th«  t^* 
The  ahaft  just  flown  thai  kiliied  iih«  aeiYttoX^ 

US 
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nTHLiif  ijmMermg  asUe). 

King! 

OLTODfK. 

Ah,  often  have  I  'wnbM  jftw  were  a  king. 
Tou  would  protect  the  helplen  everywhere, 
Ai  70a  did  na.    And  I,  too,  Bhonld  not  then 
Grieve  lor  yon,  Bethlen,  ss  I  do ;  nor  have 
The  team  come  in  my  eyei ;  nor  dream  bad  dreama 
Tbit  you  were  kiU*d  in  the  forest;  and  then  Luka 
WoaM  have  no  right  to  rail  at  me,  nor  my 
(7«ii,  the  base  man,  he  nys)  that  I— I  love  yoo. 

BXTHLXN. 

Fretty  Glycine !  wert  thoa  not  betrothed — 
Bat  in  good  truth  I  know  not  what  I  speak. 
Thii  lucklees  morning  I  have  been  so  haunted 
Widi  my  own  Andes,  starting  up  like  omens. 
That  I  fye\  like  one,  who  waking  from  a  dream 
Both  asks  and  answers  wildly— But  Bathoryf 

GLTCINK. 

fiOst!  'tis  my  lady's  step!  She  must  not  see  you! 

[Bkthucn  retires. 

Elder  from  the  Cottage  Sarolta  and  Bathory. 

8AR0LTA. 
Go,  seek  your  son!  I  need  not  add,  be  speedy^— 
Tou  here.  Glycine  7  [Exit  Bathoet. 

GLTOINX. 

Fardon,  pardon.  Madam ! 
Jf  yon  but  saw  die  old  man's  son,  you  would  no^ 
Tou  could  not  have  him  harm'd. 

fAXOLTA. 

Be  calm.  Glycine! 

GLrCINI. 

No,  I  shall  break  my  heart  [Seibuig. 

8A10LTA  (poking  her  hand). 
Ha!  is  it  sot 
O  strange  and  hidden  power  of  sympathy. 
That  of  like  fiites,  though  all  unknown  to  each. 
Dost  make  blind  instincts,  orphan's  heart  to  orphan's 
Drawing  by  dim  disquiet ! 

GLYCINE. 

Old  Bathory— 

SAROLTA. 

Seeks  his  brave  son.    Come,  wipe  away  thy  tears. 
Tea,  in  good  truth.  Glycine,  this  same  Bethlen 
Seems  a  most  noble  and  deserving  youth. 

OLYCINB. 

My  lady  does  not  mock  me  7 

8AROLTA. 

Where  is  LaduiT 
Has  he  not  told  thee  f 

OLYCIflK. 

Nothing.    In  his  fear^— 
Anger,  I  mean— stole  ofi^I  am  so  flutter'd — 
Left  me  abruptly — 

SAROLTA, 

His  shame  excuses  him ! 
He  is  somewhat  hardly  task'd ;  and  in  discharging 
His  own  tools,  cons  a  lesson  for  himself. 
Bathoiy  and  the  youth  henceforward  live 
Safe  in  my  Lord's  protection. 

GLYCINE. 

The  saints  Uess  you ! 
Shame  on  my  grac^haB  heart!  How  dared  I  fear 
Zady  Suvlta  couid  be  cruel ' 


BAIOVM. 

CooM^ 

Be  yourself,  girl ! 

QLTonnL 
O,  'tis  so  Ml  Aem.     [Al . 
And  now  it  cannot  harm  him  if  I  tell  yoo. 
That  the  old  man's 


S410LTA. 

Is  not  that  old  man's  aon! 
A  deatiny,  not  unlike  thine  own,  ia  hp. 
For  all  I  know  of  thee  ia,  that  thou  ait 
A  aoldier'a  orphan :  left  when  rage  inteating 
Shook  and  inguird  the  pillars  of  lUyria. 
This  other  fragment,  thrown  back  by  that  same 

quake. 
This,  so  mysteriously  inscribed  by  Natnre, 
Perchance  may  piece  out  and  interpret  diine. 
Command  thyself!  Be  secret !  His  true 
Hear'st  thou  7 

GLYCINE  (fiagerljf). 
Otell— 

BETHLIN  (ifi&o  had  overheard  Ike  laM  fern  woidMt  wm 

rushes  ouO. 

Tea,  tell  me.  Shape  fium  Haafw! 
Who  ia  my  Adiert 

SAROLTA  (gimng  wiA  surprise), 

Thmef  7!lyfiuher7  Riae! 

OLYCniS. 

Alaa!  He  hath  alarm'd  you,  my  dear  lady ! 

SAROLTA. 

His  countenance,  not  hia  act ! 

GLYCIlfX. 

Riae,Bedil6B!li»! 

BETHLKN. 

No ;  kneel  thou  too !  and  widi  thy  orphan*a  tongit 

Plead  for  me !  I  am  rooted  to  the  eardi. 

And  have  no  power  to  rise !  Give  me  a  fiidier ! 

There  is  a  prayer  in  those  uplifted  eyes 

That  seeks  high  Heaven !  But  I  vriU  oveitaka  i^ 

And  bring  it  back,  and  make  it  plead  for  ma 

In  thine  own  heart !  Speak !  speak !  Bestora  to  oi 

A  name  in  the  world ! 

SAROLTA, 

By  that  blest  Heaven  I  ga»d  it, 
I  know  not  who  thou  art    And  if  I  knew, 
Dared  I— But  rise ! 

BETHLEN. 

Blest  spirits  of  my  parentis 
Te  hover  o'er  me  now !  Ye  shine  upon  me! 
And  like  a  flower  that  coils  forth  from  a  ruin, 
I  feel  and  seek  the  light,  I  cannot  see ! 

SAROLTA. 

Thou  see'st  jron  dim  spot  on  the  mountain's  ridgs. 
But  what  it  is  thou  know'st  not     Even  such 
Is  all  I  know  of  thee — ^haply,  Inave  youth. 
Is  all  Fate  makes  it  safe  for  thee  to  faiow ! 

BETHLEN. 

Safe  7  safe  7  O  let  me  then  inherit  danger. 
And  it  shall  be  my  birth-right ! 

SAROLTA  {asidey. 

That  look  again!— 
The  wood  which  first  incloses,  and  then  skirls 
The  highest  track  diat  leads  across  the  mountaifl^- 
Thou  know'st  it,  Bethlen  7 

BETHLEN. 

^  LwiY«  twas  ny  fNBt 


ZAPOLYA. 


Wl 


B  mf  driMhood  aft  alone, 
ir  to  tofMlf  the  name  of  fiither. 
SgdkOiy  (whjr,  till  now  I  guen'd  not) 
mr  hear  it  from  my  lips,  but  sighing 
raid  Yet  of  late  an  idle  tenor      ■■■ 

GLYCINE.     * 

Ht  wood  is  haunted  by  the  war-wolvea, 
ana  monaxroa^— — 

SAKOLTA  (wUh  a  tmSe). 

Moon-calvea,  credulous  girl 
te  o'ergrown  savage  of  the  Cbrest 
air  there,  and  fear  hath  framed  the  rest 

[Then  speaking  again  to  BeUdau 
last  great  battle  (0  young  man ! 
lest  anew  my  life's  sole  anguish),  that 
"d  Lord  Emeriok  on  his  throne,  Bethory 
Of,  far  inward  fiom  the  track, 
low  of  an  old  oak,  as  in  a  nest, 
liee,  Bethlen,  then  a  helpless  babe : 
that  wiapt  thee,  was  a  widow's  mantle. 

BETHLEN. 

a  weakness  doth  relax  my  frame, 
lear  toask 

lAROLTA. 

And  I  to  tell  thee. 


strike  quicUy!  Se^^  I  do  not  shrink. 

[Striking  his  bread. 
9,  cold  sUme.' 

tAROLTA. 

Hid  in  a  brake  hard  by, 
r  both  palms  supported  from  the  earUi, 
ed  lady  lay,  wbioae  h£d  fast  waning 
>  sunrive  itself  in  her  fixt  eyes, 
in'd  towards  the  babe.    At  length  one  arm 
fiom  her  own  weight  disengaging, 
,ed  fiist  to  Heaven,  then  fiom  her  bosom 
li  a  golden  casket    Thus  entreated 
r-fii^er  took  thee  in  his  arms, 
»ling,  spake :  If  aught  of  this  world's  oom- 
fint 

I  thy  heart,  receive  a  poor  man's  troth, 
ly  life's  risk  I  will  save  thy  child ! 
itenance  work'd,  as  one  that  seem'd  pre- 
ptting 

xce,  but  it  died  upon  her  lips 
t  whisper,  ''Fly!  Save  him!  Hide— hide 
an!" 

BETHLEN. 

be  leave  her  ?  What !  Had  I  a  mother  f 
her  bleeding,  dying  ?  Bought  I  vile  life 
deaertion  of  a  dying  mother  7 


GLYCINE. 

Alas!  thou  art  bewilder'd, 
fiuget  thou  wert  a  helpleas  inftnt ! 

BETHLEN. 

s  can  I  remember,  but  a  mother 
and  left  to  penshf 

BABOLTA. 

Hush,Glyeiiie! 
poond'Cwell  of  a  teeming  instinct: 
t  hA  itself  to  air  and  sunshine, 
ill  find  a  mirror  in  the  waters, 
akea  boil  above  it    Check  him  not! 

BETHLEN. 

wme  diflhaed  among  the  waters 
me  into  the  secret  depths  of  etalb, 
tfieir  wajr  to  daikaemf  Woald  tbat  I 
ead atymlf  apm  ibe boawlem  wmda! 


And  I  wofold  sedt  her!  for  she  is  noC  dead ! 
She  can  mof  die !  O  pardon,  gracious  lady ; 
Yoa  were  about  to  say,  that  he  retum'd—- 

BAEOLTA. 

Deep  Love,  die  godlike  in  ns,  still  believas 
Iti  olgeetB  as  immortal  as  itself! 

BETHLEN. 

And  fimndharBtiU — 

8AE0LTA. 

Alas!  hedid  retam: 
He  left  BO  spot  nnsearch'd  in  all  the  fineat, 
Bna  she  (I  trust  me  by  some  fiiendly  hand) 
Had  been  borne  off 


/ 


O  whither  t 

GLYCINE. 

DeaiestBetfikB! 
I  would  that  yoa  could  weep  like  me !  O  do  not 
Gaxe  so  upon  the  air! 

BABOLTA  (ooftftmitn^  ike  ttory). 

While  he  was  absent, 
A  fiiendly  troop^  't  is  certain,  scour'd  the  wood. 
Hotly  pDnaed  indeed  by  Emerick. 

BETHLEN. 

Emerick! 
Oh  Hell! 

GLYCINE  (to  sHenca  hm). 
Bethlen! 

BETHLEN. 

Hist !  I'll  cuTM  him  in  a  wlusper ! 
This  gracioQS  lady  must  hear  Uessings  only. 
She  hath  not  yet  the  glory  round  her  head. 
Nor  thoae  strong  eagle  wings,  which  made  swift 

way 
To  that  appointed  phice,  which  I  must  seek : 
Or  ebe  eke  were  my  mother! 

BABOLTA. 

Noble  yoQtfa! 
From  me  ftar  nothing !  Long  time  have  I  owed 
Ofierings  of  expiation  lor  misdeeds 
Long  pess'd  that  weigh  me  down,  though  innocent! 
Thy  fbster-fiither  hid  the  secret  finom  thee. 
For  he  perceived  thy  thoughts  as  they  expanded. 
Proud,  restless,  and  ill-sorting  with  thy  state ! 
Vain  was  his  care !  Thou  'st  made  thyself  suspected 
E'en  where  Suspicion  reigns,  and  asks  no  proof 
But  its  own  fean !  Great  Nature  hath  endow'd  diee 
With  her  best  gifts !  From  me  thou  shalt  receive 
All  honorable  aidance !  But  haste  hence ! 
Travel  will  ripen  thee,  and  enterprise 
Beseems  thy  years !  Be  thou  henceforth  my  soldier ! 
And  whatsoe'er  betide  thee,  still  believe 
That  in  each  noble  deed,  achieved  or  sufler'd. 
Thou  solvest  best  the  riddle  of  thy  birth ! 
And  may  the  light  that  streams  from  thine  own 

honor 
Guide  thee  to  that  thou  seekest! 

GLYCINE. 

Must  he  leave  usT 

BETHLEN. 

And  for  such  goodness  can  I  return  nothing. 
But  some  hot  tears  that  sting  mme  eyes?  Some  sighs 
That  if  not  breathed  would  swell  my  heart  to  sti- 
fling? 
May  Heaven  and  thine  own  virtues,  high-bom  lady 
Be  as  a  shield  of  fire,  fiur,  for  aloof 
1V>  scare  all  evil  from  thee  \  Yet,  tC  fa.\A 
fiath  deatined  thee  one  doubif uiV  Vioia  of  dtou^Qt^ 
From  the  uttermost  region  of  tb©  eaxtVi,  is«iCbaxto> 
Swift  aa  a  spirit  invoked,  1  shouVd  Vie  mtOti  Vki«e\ 
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And  Uien,  perchance,  I  might  have  power  to  unhoMiai 
These  thanka  that  atmggle  here.    £]fea  fidr  as  thine 
Have  gaied  on  me  with  tean  of  love  and  angniih, 
Which  theee  eyea  nw  not,  or  beheld  mieooiciow ; 
And  tones  of  anxiom  lbndne«,  paaiionate  prayen^ 
Have  been  talk'd  to  me !    But  this  tongue  ne'er 

soothed 
A  mother's  ear,  lisping  a  mothor*s  name ! 
O,  at  how  dear  a  price  have  I  been  loved, 
And  no  love  could  return !  One  boon  then,  lady  I 
Where'er  tbou  bidd'st,  I  go  thy  fiuthful  soldier. 
But  first  must  trace  the  spot,  where  she  lay  bleeding 
Who  gave  me  life.    No  more  shall  beast  of  ravine 
Aflhmt  with  baser  spoil  that  sacred  forest! 
Or  if  avengers  more  than  human  haunt  there, 
Take  they  what  shape  they  list,  savage  or  heavenly, 
lliey  shall  make  answer  to  me,  though  my  heart's 

blood 
Should  be  the  spell  to  bind  them.    Bkmi  calls  for 

blood! 

[£xil  BiTHLBIf. 
SAftOLTA. 

Ah !  it  was  this  I  fear'd.    TV>  ward  off  this 
Did  I  withhold  from  him  that  old  Bathory 
Returning,  hid  beneath  the  selfsame  oak. 
Where  the  babe  lay,  the  mantle,  and  some  jewel 
Bound  on  his  infiint  arm. 


[ISakolta  ami  GLTcnfB  ammc.  DrumpOB  eflc  ioaier. 
Enter  Eiurick,  Loan  Rudoltb,  Laika,  aai 
Jhaiteatem  and  AumioMta. 


A  gallant  rhase,  Sue. 


RUDOLPH. 


GLYCINE. 

Oh,  let  me  fly 
And  stop  him !  Mangled  limbs  do  there  lie  scatter'd 
Till  the  lured  eagle  bears  them  to  her  nest 
And  voices  have  been  heard !  And  there  the  plant 

grows 
That  being  eaten  gives  the  inhuman  wixud 
Power  to  put  on  the  foil  hyena's  shape. 

lAEOLTA. 

What  idle  tongue  hath  witch'd  thee.  Glycine  ! 
I  hoped  that  thou  hadst  learnt  a  nobler  fiuth. 

GLYCINE. 

O  chide  me  not,  dear  lady !  question  Laska, 
Or  the  old  man. 

BAROLTA. 

Forgive  me,  I  spake  harshly. 
It  is  indeed  a  mighty  sorcery 
That  doth  enthnd  thy  young  heart,  my  poor  girl  : 
And  what  hath  Laska  told  diee  ? 

GLYCINE. 

Three  days  past 
A  courier  from  the  king  did  cross  that  wood ; 
A  wilful  roan,  that  arm'd  himself  on  purpose : 
And  never  hath  been  heard  of  (rom  that  time ! 

[Sound  of  homt  wUkouL 

BAROLTA. 

Hark !  dost  thou  hear  it  ? 

GLYCINE. 

Tis  the  sound  of  honoB! 
Our  huntsmen  are  not  out! 

BAROLTA. 

Lord  Casimir 
Would  not  come  thus !  [Honu  again. 

GLYCINE. 

Still  louder 

BAROLTA. 

Hnste  we  hence ! 
For  I  believe  in  part  thy  tale  of  terror ! 
But,  tnut  mo,  *tu  the  inner  man  transform'd  : 
Baaatg  in  the  abape  of  mea  are  wofse  than  fm- 
woh 


Ay,  but  this  new  qnany 
That  we  last  started  aeeuM  worth  all  the  net 

[TktnioljUmL. 
And  yon— excuse  roe — ^wfaat  'a  your  name  t 


Whoever 
Tour  MiyeB^  may  please. 

XMXRICK. 

Nay,  that'a  too  hla^  MB. 
Say,  what  thy  mother  and  thy  godfioher 
Were  pleased  to  call  thee  f 

LA8KA. 

Lsska,  my  liege  Svvmi^ 

EMERICX. 

Well,  my  liege  subject  Laska!    Andyoaaie 
Lord  Casimir's  steward  7 

LASKA. 

And  your  muesty'a  creitiiBL 

BMERICK. 

TVoo  gentle  dames  made  off  at  our  approach. 
Which  was  your  lady  ? 

LASKA. 

My  liege  lord,  die  tdler. 
The  other,  please  your  grace,  is  her  poor  »r"**«H 
Long  since  betrothed  to  me.    But  the  maid'b  fi» 

ward-*- 
Yet  would  your  grace  but  speak— 

XHXRICK. 

Hum,  master  BleiMil! 
I  am  honor'd  with  this  sudden  confidence. 
Lead  on.  [7b  Labka,  then  to  RuDOUft 

I/>rd  Rudolph,  you'll  announce  our  coaifl|> 
Greet  fair  Sarolta  from  me,  and  entreat  her 
To  be  our  gentle  hostess.    Mark,  you  add 
How  much  we  grieve,  that  buriness  of  the  slate 
Hath  forced  us  to  dehiy  her  lord's  return. 

LORD  RUDOLPH  (Otide). 

Lewd,  ingrate  tyrant !  Yes,  I  wiU  announce  dies. 

EMERICK. 

Now  onward  all.  [Exeunt  ^»fff-*fa«<«^ 

EMERICK  ($0lu»y. 

A  &ir  one,  by  my  fiuth! 
If  her  fiice  rival  but  her  gait  and  stature, 
My  good  friend  Casimir  had  kit  reasons  too. 
«  Her  tender  health,  her  vow  <if  thid  retirement. 
Made  early  in  the  convent — IRt  umrd  pledged--'** 
All  ficli<ms,  all !  fictions  of  jealousy. 
Well !  if  the  mountain  move  not  to  the  prophet. 
The  prophet  roust  to  the  mountain !  In  this  huka 
There 's  somewhat  of  the  knave  mix'd  up  vrith  dod 
Through  the  transparence  of  the  fool,  methougfal^ 
I  saw  (as  I  could  lay  my  finger  on  it) 
The  crocodile's  eye.  that  peer'd  up  from  die  boltM 
This  knave  may  do  us  service.    Hot  ambitiaa 
Won  me  the  husband.    Now  let  vanity 
And  the  resentment  for  a  forced  seclusion 
Decoy  the  wife !  Let  him  be  deem'd  die  aggresMr 
Whose  cunning  and  distrust  began  the  game ! 

[£nt 


ZAPOLYA. 
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ACT  n. 

SCENE  L 

g»  mcoi»    Ai  one  tide  a  cavemt  cnerkung  with 

Zatolta  and  Raab  Kivfuu  diacovered: 

te  etpeddly  the  ktttm;  in  rude  and  aamge 


KAABKIUTmiLI. 

foa  dien  aught  while  I  was  tlumbering? 

EAPOLTA. 

NoUimg, 
Nir  face  became  convulsed.    We  miflerable ! 
ren'a  last  mercy  fled  7  Is  sleep  grown  treadi- 
erous? 

EAAB  KinpRiu. 
sleepk  ibr  sleep  itself  to  rest  in ! 
at  I  had  met  widi  food  beneath  a  tree, 
was  seeking  you,  when  all  at  once 
It  became  entangled  in  a  net : 
ore  entangled  as  in  rage  I  tore  it 
Sth  I  freed  myself,  had  sight  of  you, 
I  hasten'd  eagerly,  again 
1  my  frame  encumber'd :  a  huge  serpent 
d  nMmd  my  chest,  bol  tightest  round  my  throat 

ZAPOLTA. 

twas  lack  of  food .  for  hunger  chokes! 

KAABKIUnUU. 

jw  I  saw  you  by  a  shriveU'd  child 

ely  pursued.    You  did  not  fly,  yet  neither 

'd  you  the  ground  methongfat  but  close  above  it 

em  to  shoot  yourself  akng  the  air, 

8  you  pssiB'd  me,  tum'd  your  fiice  and  shriek'd. 

ZATOLYA. 

n  truth  send  forth  a  feeble  shriek, 
knowing  why.  Peihaps  the  mock'd  sense  craved 
r  the  scream,  which  jrou  but  seem'd  to  utter, 
nr  whole  face  look'd  like  a  mask  of  torture ! 
child's  image  doth  indeed  pursue  me 
U'd  with  toil  and  penury ! 

RAAB  KIUPRIU. 

Nay !  what  ails  ytm  f 

ZAPOLTA. 

drooi  fiuntness  there  comes  stealing  o'er  me. 
*ath's  lengthening  shadow,  who  comes  onward, 
letting  sun  behind  him  7 

RAAB  KIUFRILI. 

Cheerly !  The  dusk 
uickly  shroud  us.    Ere  the  moon  be  up, 
me  111  bring  thee  food ! 

ZAPOLTA. 

Hunger's  tooth  has 
I  itself  blunt    O,  I  could  queen  it  well 
J  own  sorrows  as  my  rightful  sul^ects. 
berefbre,  O  revered  Kiuprili !  wherefore 
f  importunate  prayers,  my  hopes  and  Andes, 
thee  fium  thy  secure  though  sad  retreat  ? 
that  ray  tongue  had  then  cloven  to  my  mouth  I 
nven  is  just!  With  teais  I  oonquer'd  thee, 
oC  a  tear  is  left  me  to  repent  widi ! 
dion  not  done  already — ^hadst  thou  not 
d  ■■oh,  more  than  e'er  man  feign'd  of  friend- 
ship T 

RAAB  KHTPRILI. 

» ftoa  eonforted !  What !  hadst  diou  faith 
I  tmn'd  back  incieduk>us  7  Twas  thy  U^ 
dndled  mines.    Aad  AalJ  it  now  go  oat, 
vfv  Afmffalm  darkaemt  Yet  look  up. 


AndK  think  thou  see'st  thy  sainted  lord  oomroission'd 

And  on  his  way  to  aid  us!  Whence  those  kte  dreams, 

Which  after  such  long  interval  of  hopeless 

And  silent  resignation,  all  at  once 

Night  after  night  commanded  thy  return 

Hither  f  and  still  presented  in  clear  vision 

This  wood  as  in  a  scene  7  this  very  cavem7 

Thou  darest  not  doubt  that  Heaven's  especial  hand 

Work'd  in  those  signs.  The  hour  of  thy  deliverance 

Is  on  the  stroke : — ^for  Misery  cannot  add 

Grief  to  thy  griefi^  or  Patience  to  thy  suflersnce ! 

ZAPOLTA. 

Cannot!  Oh,  what  if  thou  wert  taken  fmn  me 7 
Nay,  thou  saidst  well :  for  that  and  death  were  one. 
L{fi^M  grief  is  at  its  height  indeed ;  the  hard 
Necessity  of  this  inhuman  state 
Has  made  our  deeds  inhuman  as  our  vestmoitB. 
Housed  in  this  wild  wood,  with  wild  usages, 
Danger  our  guest,  and  famine  at  our  portal — 
WoLPlike  to  prowl  in  the  shepherd's  fold  by  night! 
At  once  for  food  and  safety  to  affin^ten 
The  traveller  from  his  road — 

[GLTaNK  if  heard  tinging  witkouL 

RAAB  KUTPRIU. 

Hark!  heard  yon  not 
A  distant  chant! 

SONG,  BY  GLTonii. 

A  sunny  shaft  did  I  behold, 
From  sky  to  earth  it  slanted ; 

And  poised  therein  a  bird  so  bold- 
Sweet  bird,  thou  wert  enchanted ! 

He  sunk,  he  rose,  he  twinkled,  he  troll'd 
Within  that  shaft  of  sunny  mist; 

His  eyes  of  fire,  his  beak  of  gold. 
All  else  of  amethyst ! 

And  thus  he  sang :  **  Adieu!  adieu! 
Love's  dreams  prove  seldom  true. 
The  blossoms,  diey  make  no  delay: 
Hie  sparkling  dew-drops  will  not  stay. 
Sweet  month  of  May, 
We  must  away » 
Far,  fiir  away ! 
Today!  tixlay!'' 

ZAPOLTA. 

Sure  'tis  some  Uest  spirit! 
For  since  thou  slowest  the  usurper's  emissary 
That  plunged  upon  us,  a  mora  than  mortal  fear 
Is  as  a  wall,  that  wards  off  the  beleaguerer 
And  starves  the  poor  besieged.  [Song  again. 

RAAB  KIUPRILL 

It  is  a  maiden's  voice !  quick  to  the  cave ! 


ZAPOLTA. 

Haxk !  her  voice  folten ! 


[Exit  Zapolta. 


RAAB  KIUPRIU. 

She  must  not  enter 
The  cavern,  else  I  will  remain  unseen ! 

[Kiuprili  retiree  to  one  tide  of  the  ttage :  Glycinr 
enters  tinging. 

GLVCINR  (JearfvBy). 
A  savage  place !  sainta  shield  in«l  1BeiiWL%Tk\  ^^«i\ 
Not  hen  f— There's  no  ODia  >iet%\  VW  «n%  %|^ 
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COLERIDGE'S  POimCAL  WOBXa 


If  I  do  ml  hmr  my  own  Toioe,  I  AmXL  funej 
VoMM  in  all  chance  iooiida!  {Starii, 

TwM  tome  diy  bnoflh 
DropC  of  itnlf !  Oh,  he  went  finrdi  m  iwhly. 
Took  no  fiwd  with  huB— only  hif  anna  and  hoBP^pev! 
What  if  I  leave  theae  cakes,  fliia  crnae  of  wine, 
Here  by  ddi  cave,  and  aeek  him  widi  die  reatf 

&AAB  KiUPKiu  (untem). 
Leave  Ihem  and  flee ! 

OLTCINC  (tkridu,  Am  lecoeeitiy). 
Where  are  yoaf 

KAAB  KinmiiJ  (ttSl  Mueen). 

Leave  diem! 

OLYCnfS. 

TiaGHydne! 
Speak  to  me,  Bedilen !  apeak  in  your  own  voice! 
All  ailent  I — ^If  thia  were  the  war-woira  den ! 
Twas  not  his  voice ! — 

[GLYOiirx  letvet  the  yrooitUmi,  mud  exit  fttafiMtf. 
Kiurmiu  ccmm  forward,  mx/tM  Iktm  mid  carriat 
Ikem  into  the  cavern.  Glycinx  retuma,  hawing 
recoMred  heree^, 

GLYCINE. 

Shame!  Nothing  hurt  me ! 
If  tome  fierce  'beast  have  gored  him,  he  must  needs 
Speak  with  a  strange  voice.    Wounds  cauae  tfaint 

and  hoarseness  * 
Speak,Bedilen !  or  but  moan.  St— St — No— Bedilen ! 
If  I  turn  back,  and  he  should  be  found  dead  here, 

[She  creepe  nearer  and  nearer  to  the  cavern. 
I  shoold  go  mad ! — Again !  Twas  my  own  heart ! 
Hush,  coward  heart!  better  beat  loud  with  iear. 
Than  brosk  vnth  shame  and  angmsh ! 

[A§  the  approachu  to  enter  the  coeem,  KniPElU 
Hops  her.    Glycinx  whrida. 

Saints  protect  me ! 
RAAB  Kiumiu. 
Swear  then  by  all  thy  hopes,  by  all  thy  feaia— 

GLYCINX. 

Save  me ! 

EAAB  KIUnilLL 

Swear  secrecy  and  silence ! 

OLYCINK. 

I  swear! 

EAAB  KIUPRILL 

TeU  what  thou  art,  and  what  thou  seekest  f 

QLYCINX. 

Only 
A  harmlwB  orphan  jrouth,  to  bring  him  Ibod— • 

KAABKIUPKILL 

Wharefim  in  this  wood  f 

GLYCINX. 

Alas !  it  was  his  parpoae 

RAABKIUrBILL 

With  what  intention  came  he  f  Wooldst  dun  aave  him. 
Hide  nothing! 

GLYCINX. 

Save  him!  O  forgive  his  radmeas! 
He  is  good,  and  did  not  know  that  thou  wert  human ! 

EAAB  KiUFEiu  (itpeoU  the  word). 
Human  f 

{Then  trendy. 
With  what  design? 

GLYCINX. 

To  kin  diee,  or 
ffUmitbaa  wtrt  a  gpitit,  to  compel  th«0 


By  pmyen,  and  widi  the  shedding  of  his  blood, 
TV>  make  diaclosure  of  his  parentage. 
But  most  of  all— 

ZATOLYA  (ruddng  aid  from  the  oaaem). 

Heaven's UeasingoQ thee!  Speak! 

GLYCINX. 

Whether  his  Modier  live,  or  perish'd  here ! 

XAFOLYA. 

Angal.of  Mercy,  I  was  perishing 
And  thou  didst  bring  me  Ibod :  sjod  now  tboa  hn^^ 
Tho  sweet,  sweet  food  of  hope  and  oooaolatioo 
To  a  modier's  fomish'd  heart!  His  aune^  avael 
maiden! 

GLYCmX. 

E'en  till  diis  momiBg  we  were  wont  to  name  Urn 
Bedilen  Badioiy! 

CAFOLYA. 

Even  till  this  monuogT 
This  momingr  when  my  weak  fiudi  &il'd  me  whoDf! 
Pardon,  O  thou  that  portion'st  out  our  sufieianoe^ 
And  fill's!  again  the  widow's  empty  cmse ! 
Say  on! 

GLYCINE. 

The  fiilse  ones  charged  the  valiaiit  yvodi 
Widi  treasonous  words  of  Emerick — 

&AP0LYA. 

Ha!  mysan! 

GLYCINX. 

And  of  Lord  Casimir — 

RAAB  KIUFEIU  (OSJide). 

O agony!  aiyaon! 

GLYCINX. 

But  my  dear  lady — 

SATOLYA  and  eaab  khjfeill 
Who! 

GLYCINE. 

Lady  Sarolta 
Frown'd  and  discharged  these  bad  men. 

eaab  kiupeiu  {tMming  of  and  to  hmue^ 

Righteous  HesTen 
Sent  me  a  daughter  once,  and  I  repined 
That  it  was  not  a  son.    A  son  was  given  ma 
My  daughter  died,  and  I  scarce  shed  a  tear : 
And  lo!  that  son  became  my  curse  and  infiuny. 

ZAPOLYA  {embracea  Glycine). 
Sweet  innocent !  and  you  came  here  to  seek  hiiBi 
And  bring  him  food.    Alas !  thou  foar'stf 

GLYCINE. 

Not  mock! 
My  own  dear  lady,  when  I  was  a  child 
finbmced  me  oft,  but  her  heart  never  beat  ao. 
For  I  too  am  an  orphan,  motherless ! 

EAAB  KIUYEIU  (lO  ZaFOLYAX 

O  yet  beware,  lest  hope's  brief  flash  but  deepen 
The  after  gloom,  and  make  the  daiknesa  stonny ! 
In  that  last  conflict,  following  our  escape. 
The  usurper's  cruelty  had  ckigg'd  our  flight 
With  many  a  babe,  and  many  a  ehilding  modier. 
This  maid  herself  is  one  of  numbmleaa 
Planks  fiK>m  die  same  vast  wreck. 

[Then  to  GLYOmx  c^fma. 
WeU!  Gaaimir'a  wifo— 

GLYCINE. 

She  is  alwaya  gracious,  and  so  praMind  the  eld 
That  his  heart  o'erfiow'd,  and  Biade  dmoawny 
That  in  thia  wood— 


ZAPOLYA. 


Ill 


lifOLTA  (in  cgkalMm). 
Oipeak! 

GLTcnrE. 

A  woimded  lady — 
^ZAfOisYA/ttintt'-fiey  both  tuppqrt  her. 

GLTcms. 
•? 

BJlAB  kiutriu. 
Stie  Tvould  fiiin  believe  it, 
igh  die  proofii  be.    Hope  draws  towaids 

toelf 

widi  ^vbich  it  kindles. 

[Ihrn  heard  wUkouL 
To  the  cavern! 

lick! 

OLTCINZ. 

^icfaance  some  huntnwn  of  the  king*!. 

KAAB  KlUPftllX 
GLTCXirV. 

He  came  this  morning — 
tike  to  the  catem,  hearing  Zapolta.    Then 
■  Bethlbh  armed  with  a  boar-tpear. 


Oh,  ibol !  mine  ejrea  are  duped  by  my  owh  ahndder- 

ing- — 
Thoae  piled  thoughts,  Imilt  np  in  aolitode, 
Year  following  year,  that  pren'd  upon  my  heart 
Ab  on  the  altar  of  aome  miknown  God, 
Then,  as  if  Umch'd  fay  fire  firom  heaven  descending^ 
Blazed  up  ^thin  me  at  a  fethei'i  name — 
Do  they  desert  me  now ! — at  my  last  trial  ? 
Voice  of  command !  and  thou,  O  hidden  light ! 
I  have  obey*d!  Declare  ye  by  what  name 
I  dare  invdce  you !  Tell  what  ■acrifice 
Will  make  you  gracious. 

RAAB  xnTPunj  (ttiU  unteen). 

Patience!  Truth!  Obedience! 
Be  thy  whole  soul  transparent !  so  the  Light 
Thou  seeksst  may  enshrine  itself  within  thee ! 
Thy  name  T 

BETHLEN. 

Ask  rather  the  poor  roaming  savage, 
Whose  infkncy  no  holy  rite  had  blest  ^ 

To  him,  perchance  rude  spoil  or  g^iastly  trophy. 
In  chase  or  battle  won,  have  given  a  name. 
I  have  none — but  like  a  dog  have  answered 
To  the  chance  somid  which  he  that  fed  me  call'd  me. 


I  had  a  glimpse 
ierce  shape ;  and  but  that  Fancy  often 
*s  intermeddler,  and  cries  halves 
outward  sight,  I  should  believe  I  saw  it 
Kime  human  prey.    O  my  preserver ! 
Father!  Tea,  tiioo  deservest  that  name! 
isk  not  mock  me!  These  are  blessed  findings! 
et  dpber  of  my  destiny 

[Looking  at  hie  sigmt 
BiBinKribed:  itisdieseal  of  fiite! 
heetving  the  caoe).   Had  ever  monster  fitting 
lair, 'tis  yonder! 

iraing  Den,  I  well  remember  thee ! 
IS  deceived  me  not    Heaven  leads  me  on ! 
a  blast,  loud  as  a  king's  defiance, 
die  monster  oonchant  o'er  his  ravine ! 

[Blows  the  horn — then  a  pante. 
blast !  and  widi  another  swell 
fe  charmed  watchers  of  this  wood ! 
I  have  come,  the  rightful  heir 
BSDce :  if  in  me  survive  the  spirits 
whose  guillless  Uood  flowed  streaming  here! 

[Blows  again  louder. 
dt  Is  the  monster  gorged?  Heaven  shield  me! 
idiful  spear!  be  both  my  torch  and  guide. 
BrrHLEN  if  about  to  enter,  Kiuraiu  ipeah 
frmi  the  cavern  unseen. 

KAAB  KIUPKILL 

m  %  foot!  Retract  thine  idk  spear, 
it  obedient ! 

IBTHLKH  (bi  mnasesMaO. 

Ha!  What  art  tbouf  apeak! 

«AAB  KIUTKIU  (StUl  WUSm). 

os! 


By  m  dying  mother's  pen^i, 
L    Receive  me ! 


lAAB  Kiuniu  (stm  wnaeeny. 

Wait!  Beware! 
bit  Hep,  dion  treadest  upon  the  light 
bidi  must  daiUing  flow,  and  sink  in  dailaiea! 

BXTBLKV. 

*  anr  iaarwMmr  inmMes  like  a  reed!-^ 
Q 


RAAB  KIDPBILI  {jOSH  iifijeen}. 
Thy  btrtfa-plaGel 

BXTHLEN. 

Deluding  spirits,  do  ye  mock  me  f 
Question  the  Night!  Bid  Darkness  tell  its  birth-place T 
Yet  hear!  Within  yon  old  oak's  hollow  trunk. 
Where  the  bets  cling,  have  I  survey'd  my  cradle! 
The  mother-fidcon  hath  her  nest  above  it,  . 

And  in  it  the  wolf  litters  .* ^I  invoke  you. 

Tell  me,  ye  secret  ones !  if  ye  beheld  me 
As  I  stood  there,  like  one  who  having  delved 
For  hidden  gold  hath  found  a  talisman, 
0  tell !  what  rites,  what  oflices  of  duty 
This  C3rgnet  doth  command  ?  What  rebel  spirits 
Owe  homage  to  its  Ix»rd  f 

EAAB  Kinnuu  (sftS  unseen). 

More,  guiltier,  mightier. 
Than  thou  mayest  summon!  Wait  the  destined  hour! 

BSTHLKN. 

0  3ret  again,  and  with  more  clamorous  pra3rer, 

1  importune  ye !  Mock  me  no  more  with  shadows ! 
This  sable  mantle— tell,  dread  voice !  did  this 
Enwrap  one  fotherless  f 

SAFOLTA  (toueen). 

One  fiitheriess ! 

BXTHLEN  (Sterftf^). 

A  sweeter  voice ! — ^A  voice  of  love  and  pity ! 
Was  it  the  soften'd  echo  of  mine  own! 
Sad  echo !  but  the  hope  it  kill'd  was  sickly. 
And  ere  it  died  it  had  been  moum'd  as  dead ! 
One  other  hope  yet  lives  within  my  soul ; 
Quick  let  me  ask  .*— while  yet  this  stifling  fear. 
This  stop  of  the  heart,  leaves  utterance!— Ara-^^re 

these 

The  sole  remains  of  her  that  gave  me  life  f 
Have  I  a  mother? 

[Zapolta  ruakes  ent  to  embrace  him.  Bkthlen  ttarU. 

Ha! 
zapolta  {emhraang  him). 

My  son !  my  son ! 
A  wretched— Oh  no,  no!  a  Uesi— «i  W^^  tM3(i^T\ 
iTheymAract.  K[UP&iuafidGLTCiK^ooMe|onBflB4 
ond  f^  cttrfain  drops. 


/ 
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COLERIDGErS  POETICAL  WORKS. 


ACT  in. 

SCENE  I. 

A  HaUiy  Room  in  Lord  Cabimie's  Ctude, 

Enter  Emeuck  and  Laska. 


I  do  perceive  thou  haat  a  tender  conedence, 
Laaka,  in  all  thingi  that  oonoera  thine  own 
Interest  or  aafely. 

LA8KA. 

In  this  aovereign  presence 
I  can  ftar  nothing,  but  your  dread  displeasure. 

KMEEICK. 

Perchance,  thou  think'st  it  strange,  that  7  of  all  men 
Should  covet  thus  the  love  of  fiiir  Soralta, 
Diahononng  Casimir  f 

LASKA. 

Far  be  it  from  roe ! 
Your  Majesty's  love  and  choice  bring  honor  with  them. 

EMXRICK. 

Perchance,  thou  hast  heard,  that  Casimir  is  my  fiiend, 
Fought  lor  me,  yea,  ibr  my  sake,  sot  at  nought 
A  parent's  blessing;  braved  a  fiither's  curse f 

LABKA  (aaidey 
Would  I  but  knew  now,  what  his  Majesty  meant ! 
Oh  yes,  Sire !  'tis  our  common  talk,  how  Lord 
Kiuprili,  my  Lord's  fiither — 


Tis  ]rour  talk, 
b  it,  good  statesman  Laska  f 

LA8KA. 

No,  not  mine. 
Not  mine,  an  please  your  Majesty!  There  are 
Some  insolent  malcontents  indeed  that  talk  thua— 
Nay  worse,  mere  treascm.     As  Bathoiy's  son, 
The  fool  that  ran  into  the  monster's  jaws. 

KMERICK. 

Well,  'tis  a  loyal  monster  if  he  rids  us 

Of  traitors !  But  art  sure  the  youth 's  devoured  7 

LASKA. 

Not  a  limb  left,  an  please  your  M^jes^ ! 
And  that  unhappy  girl — 

EMERICK. 

Thou  fbllowed'st  her 
Into  the  wood  f  [Laska  bowi  atmuL 

Hencelbrth  then  I  'II  believe 
That  jeabusy  can  make  a  hare  a  lion. 

LASKA. 

Scarce  had  I  got  the  fint  glimpse  of  her  veil. 
When,  with  a  horrid  roar  that  made  the  leaves 
Of  the  wood  shake — 

EMERICK. 

Made  thee  shake  like  a  leaf! 

LABKA. 

The  war-wolf  leapt;  at  the  first  plunge  he  seised  her; 
Forward  I  rush'd ! 

EMEEICK. 

Most  marvellous ! 

LABKA. 

Hurl'd  my  javelin; 
Which  from  his  dragon-scales  recoiling— 

EMERICK. 

"Enough! 
And  Uke,  friend,  this  advice.    When  next  thou 
toDgueet  it. 


Hold  constant  to  thy  exploit  with 

And  leave  untouch'd  your  common  Udk  aforesaid. 

What  your  Lord  did,  or  diould  have  done. 

LABKA. 

The  saints  forbid !  I  always  aaid,  for  my  part, 
*'Wa»nai the  king  Lord  Casimir**  dearetijnenit 
WoM  not  that  friend  a  king  t  Whatever  kt  did 
*Twa»  aUfrom  pure  km  to  his  Majesty.** 

EMERICK. 

And  this  then  was  fAy  talk?  While  knave  and  coward, 

Both  strong  within  d^ee,  wresde  for  die  uppermost. 

In  slips  die  fool  and  takes  the  place  of  boifa. 

Babbler !  Lord  Casimir  did,  as  thou  and  all  men. 

He  loved  himself,  loved  honors,  wealth,  dominiaD. 

All  these  were  set  upon  a  fether's  head : 

Good  truth !  a  roost  unlucky  accident ! 

For  he  but  wish'd  to  hit  the  prise ;  not  grace 

The  head  that  bore  it :  so  with  steady  eye 

Off  flew  the  parricidal  arrow. — Even 

As  Casimir  loved  £Imerick,  Emerick 

Loves  Casimir,  intends  him  no  dishonor. 

He  wink'd  not  then,  for  love  of  me  fiwaooth ! 

For  love  of  me  now  let  him  wink !  Or  if 

The  dame  prove  half  as  wise  as  she  is  &ir. 

He  may  still  pass  his  hand,  and  find  aU  smoodb 

[Passing  his  hand  across  A^irMi 

LABKA. 

Your  Majesty's  reasoning  has  oonvinoed  me. 

EMERICK  {with  a  slighl  Mart,  as  one  wlo  had  hem 
taOtaig  aloud  to  himself :  then  with  seom). 

Vml 
Tis  weU !  and  more  than  meant    For  by  my  faith 
I  had  half  forgotten  thee,— lliou  haat  the  key  f 

[Laska  tasa 
And  in  your  lady's  chamber  there's  full  space  ? 

LASKA. 

Between  the  wall  and  arras  to  conceal  you. 

EMERICK. 

Here !  This  pune  is  but  an  earnest  of  diy  fortune, 
If  thou  provest  faithful.    But  if  thou  betrayeat  me, 
Hark  you ! — the  wolf  that  shall  drag  thee  to  his  den 
Shall  be  no  fiction. 

[£n<  Emerick.  Labka  manet  with  a  hey  m  om 
hand,  and  a  puree  in  the  other. 

LASKA. 

Well  then !  Here  I  stand, 
like  Hercules,  on  either  side  a  goddess. 
Call  this  [Looking  at  the  purse 

Preferment;  this  {Holding  up  the  key),  Fidelity! 
And  fint  my  golden  goddess :  what  bids  die  f 
Only .— ^  Thie  way,  your  Majesty  !  hueh.    T%e  ksmm 

hold 
Are  aJl  safe  lodged.**— Theji,  put  Fidelity 
Within  her  proper  wards,  just  turn  her  round- 
So — ^the  door  opens— and  for  all  the  test, 
T  is  the  king's  deed,  not  Laska'a    Do  but  this. 
And — "I'm  the  mere  eamut  of  your  future  fortunes,** 
But  JKhaX  says  the  other  ?— Wh^r  on !  I  hear  yon  * 

[Putting  the  key  to  his  ear. 
All  very  true!— but,  good  Fidelity! 
If  I  refuse  king  Emerick,  will  you  promise. 
And  swear,  now,  to  unlock  the  dungeoiHloor, 
And  save  me  from  the  hangman?  Ay!  you're  silent' 
What!  not  a  word  in  answer?  A  clear  nonsuit! 
T)o¥)  ftu  ono\Qo\LViiM\h&.taU  are  lodged 


I 

I 
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ne  diifiiim    Ihcm — jonder  lies  the  road 
EA  wai  bb  royal  friend  king  Emerick! 
Laika.  Hen  enter  Bathory  and  Bsthlkn. 

BETHIXN. 

d  M  if  he  were  some  God  diifpiiaed 
I  wanior'a  venerable  shape, 
I  and  guide  my  mother.    Is  diere  not 
r  ofalory  in  Uus  mansion  f 

OLD  BATHORT. 
BETBUCN. 

From  diat  place  then  am  I  to  lake 
tnd  breostpiate,  both  inhiid  with  gold, 
good  sword  that  once  was  Raab  Kiuprili's. 

OLD  BATHORY. 

ay  anna  this  day  Sarolta  show'd  me — 
iifiil  kiok.    I'mlost  in  wild  ooi^ectares! 

BETHLXir. 

warn  not,  e'en  with  a  wandering  gaess, 
L  die  fine  command  a  mother's  iwill 
a  mother's  voice  made  known  to  me ! 
,  flijr  9tMy**  said  she,  **  our  name*  or  tkine. 
kmcf  the  tclipm  is  passing  cff 
arhqf  iky  destmy  /  Alrtady 
«•  Crescent  fritters  foriK  and  sheds 
yet  Ungering  kcue  afktaUom  UghL 
%M  not  AafCen  it!  Lbsm  ikm  to  Heaven 
k  of  Heaven :  and  with  a  sSent  spirit 
ise  with  the posoers  that  work  in  silence!** 
ske  she,  and  she  look'd  as  she  were  then 
om  sonie  heavenly  viaon ! 

[Rs^nter  Labka,  not  perceiving  thtm. 


All  asleep! 
91  observing  BrrmAr,  stands  in  idiotaffrighL 
peak  to  it  fini — Put — ^pot  the  question ! 
isai  all !  [Stammering  with  fear. 

OLD  BATHORT. 

Laska !  what  ails  thee,  man  I 
LASKA  (pointing  to  Bethlkn). 

OLD  BATHORT. 

I  see  Dodung !  where  ? 

LASKA. 

He  does  not  see  it! 
,  tonnent  me  not ! 

BETHLKN. 

Soft!  Rouse  him  gently! 
I  oatwatch'd  his  hour,  ond  half  asleep, 
■es  half  open,  mingles  sight  with  dreams. 

OLD  BATHORT. 

ska!  Don't  you  know  us!  'tis  Bathoiy 
thlen! 

LA8KA  ireoovenng  hiwtsdf). 
Good  now!  Ha!  ha!  an  excellent  trick. 
Nay,  no  ofience ;  but  I  must  laugh, 
yoa  sore  now,  that  'tis  you,  yourself 

Kit  (hoUing  t^  kis  hand  as  if  to  strike  him), 
tbe  coov^oedj 

LASKA. 

No  nearer,  pray!  consider! 
ili  prove  his  ghost,  the  touch  would  fireexe  me 
■l>ilPOe    No  nearer! 


LABKA  (stm  more  recovering). 
Well  now!  I  love  a  brave  man  to  my  heait 
I  myself  braved  the  monster,  and  would  fain 
Have  saved  the  false  one  firom  the  &te  she  templed 

OLD  BATHORT. 

You,  Laska? 

BETHLEif  (to  Bathory). 
Mark!  Heaven  grant  it  may  be  so! 
GljrdneT 

LABKA. 

She !  I  traced  her  by  the  voice. 
TouH  scarce  believe  me,  when  I  say  I  heard 
The  close  of  a  song :  the  poor  wretch  h^d  been 

singing; 
As  if  she  wish'd  to  ccnnpliment  the  war>wolf 
At  once  with  music  and  a  meal ! 

bethlkn  (to  Bathort). 

Mark  that! 

LASKA. 

At  the  next  moment  I  beheld  her  running, 
Wringing  her  hands  with,  BetUen !  Opoor  BeUden! 
I  almost  fear,  the  sudden  noise  I  made, 
Ruriiing  impetuous  through  the  brake,  alaim'd  her. 
She  stopt,  dien  road  with  fear,  tum'd  round  and  ran 
Into  the  monster's  gripe.    One  piteous  scream 
I  heard.    Iliere  was  no  second— I — 


Stop  there! 
Well  spare  your  modesty !  Who  dares  not  honor 
Ladui's  bmve  tongue,  and  high  heroic  fimcy  f 

LABKA. 

Tou  too.  Sir  Knight,  have  come  back  m&  and  sound! 
Ton  play'd  the  hero  at  a  cautious  distance ! 
Or  was  it  that  you  sent  the  poor  giri  forward 
To  stay  the  monster's  stomach  f  Dainties  quickly 
Pall  oo  the  taste  and  cloy  the  appetite ! 

OLD  BATHORT. 

Laska,  beware !  Forget  not  what  thou  art ! 
Shouldst  thou  but  dream  thou 'rt  valiant,  cross  thyselT 
And  ache  all  over  at  the  dangerous  fimcy! 

LASKA. 

What  then !  you  swell  upon  my  lady's  fiivor. 
High  lords,  and  perilous  of  one  day's  growth ! 
But  other  judges  now  sit  on  ihq  bench ! 
And  haply,  Laska  hath  Cbund  audience  there. 
Where  to  defend  the  treason  of  a  son 
Might  end  in  lifUng  up  both  Son  and  Father 
Still  higher ;  to  a  height  from  which  indeed 
You  both  mdy  drop,  but,  spite  of  fiite  and  fortune, 
Will  1)0  secured  fh)m  falling  to  the  ground. 
'TIS  possible  too,  young  man!  that  roysl  Emerick, 
At  Laska's  rightful  suit,  may  make  inquiry 
By  whom  seduced,  the  maid  so  strangely  miaBing — 

BKTHLEN. 

Soft!  my  good  Laska!  might  it  not  suffice. 
If  to  yourself,  being  Lord  Casimir's  steward,- 
I  should  make  record  of  Glycine's  &te  f 

LASKA. 

Tis  well !  it  shall  content  me !  though  your  fear 

Has  all  the  credit  of  these  lower'd  tones. 

[Then  very  p€9g)Oiuiy 

Fint,  we  demand  the  manner  of  her  death! 


BETHLKN. 

Nay !  that's  superfluous !  Have  you  not  iust  told  iaa> 
That  you  yourself,  led  by  un\«too^  N«3tf«» 
TbaAoiiMdrwak!      IWitaen'd  the  wlwlet  My  talQ'%o(  Aa^et ^a^ 
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EM  coMant  to  tbr  uplol  trilh  (ha  moMe 
And  Isave  uuloach'd  your  comoii  tall  «£■■ 
What  jiour  Lfvd  did,  or  dxnild  hsTs  done. 


A  MKlji  JtoM  ia  LoBD  Cunuft'*  OuCb 
Aler  Ekeuci  and  Laou. 


I  do  peneive  dx«  had  ■  tender 
I^ika.  in  nil  ihingi  that  ooucero 
lolerscl  or  mhif. 


Perchanre,  Qhki  Ihink'u  il  aruige,  Ihat  f  of  all  n 
Sbtnikl  anri  thm  the  lovo  of  fiur  Soidia, 
Dnboaoriiv  Caainurt 


Pcrchuice,  iIkhi  haat  hcaid.  that  Canour  i*  mj  fii 
Fought  tbt  me.  jft,  br  mjr  aake,  aot  nl  noughl 
A  poreat'i  Uming;  bcsved  s  fklhcr'i  cum  t 


Would  I  but  knew  now,  wl 
(NiywHin!  -| ii  our  conu 
Kiuptili,  ny  locd'a  &ther- 


If 

He  MiDta  ferfau)  1  I  alwayi  laid,  for  my  put. 
•WaiMiiaiiikugljii^  CanwoT't  dton^frii^ 
WattMtkn/findahngr  mtut'tr  Ik  iii 
Tmat  oBfram  pure  Itn  to  hit  Majalj.'' 


1^  Hai  Am  wa  thy  Vdit}  While  ktiave  and  en 
Both  strong  vriihin  Ihre.  nreaile  6a  the  uppem 
Id  alip  the  foal  and  Inkca  the  place  of  both. 
Bebblerl  Lord  Ctuiimir  did.  u  Ihou  and  all  ma 
[e  laved  himaelfi  loved  hotun,  wealth,  domw 
All  theaa  wera  lal  upnn  >  falhcr'n  he^ ; 

Innh '.  t  moat  unlurky  accidenl ! 
For  be  but  winh'd  to  hit  the  priie ;  not  gna 
The  head  that  bore  it^  »  with  iteadr  eye 
^  Off  How  the  iiarncidal  uitdw, — Even 
Ai  Caajmir  loved  Eoterick,  Emeiick 
Lovca  Casnii,  inteodi  Aiin  no  diabonor. 
''  He  wink'd  Dot  then,  lor  love  of  WK  fccaoolhl 
For  love  of  mo  now  let  him  wink  r  Or  if 
l^e  damo  prove  half  ai  wiao  aa  ibe  n  ftir. 
He  may  stiil  pait  hii  hand,  and  find  all  annoA. 
[PoMiing  kit  inoid  acrtm  jbirt 


YouiU 


ling  haa  convinced  na. 
a  ^ighl  Mart,  <u  OKKikM) 


Not  nine,  ad  ple*M  your  H^ieaty '.  Here  an 
Snno  inanlenl  malcontenli  inlead  Ihat  talk  ltai>- 
Nay  wone.  mere  treaaon.     Aa  Baifaoty'a  om, 
The  fi»l  Ihul  ran  into  the  monatsr's  jiwa. 


Thou  fcllawed'M  bet 


in  youi  lady'a  chamber  Oiere'k  fidl  wpittt 

Between  (he  wall  and  anaa  to  amceil  yaa. 

Here.'  Thii  puree  ii  but  an  eanwM  of  0^  Mw 
ir  thou  piDveit  fiuthftil.  Bat  if  Ibov  kttmKS 
Hatkyoa!— the  nidf  that  ri^df^dn  Mlfcil 

Shrill  be  no  llMJim, 
[Eril  V. 

hand,  and  a  punt  in  lAr 


That  jealouiy  can  make  a  hare  a  lion. 

Scarce  hail  I  got  the  fiitt  glimpae  of  her  veil, 
When,  with  a  horrid  lOBi  that  mode  tha  leavea 
Of  the  wiKHl  ihako— 

Made  Ihee  ahaka  like  a  laaf ! 


And  aimer,  mt 


Hi 
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After  die  fiile»  flam  ivliicli  your  velor  etrore 
In  vain  to  reMiie  tiie  nth  maid,  I  saw  her! 

LASKA. 

Cfljrdnef 

BETHUEN. 

Nay !  Dare  I  accine  wise  Laaka, 
Whoee  wtMrda  find  acceas  to  a  monarch's  ear» 
Of  a  base,  braggart  lie  f  It  must  have  been 
Her  spirit  that  appear'd  to  me.    But  haply 
I  oome  too  late  ?  It  has  itself  delivered 
Iti  own  commission  to  yon? 

OLD  BATHoar. 

Tis  most  likely! 
And  die  ghost  doubtless  vanish'd,  when  we  entered 
And  Ibund  ^nite  Laska  staring  wid»-— at  nothing ! 

LASKA. 

Tis  well!  ToaVe  ready  witti!  I  shall  report  them. 
With  all  due  honor,  to  his  Meyesty ! 
Treasure  them  up,  I  pny !  a  certain  person. 
Whom  the  king  flatters  with  his  ccmfidence. 
Tells  you,  his  royal  friend  asks  startling  questmns ! 
Tie  but  a  hint!  And  now  virhat  says  the  ghost? 

BETHLEN. 

listen!  lor  ttius  it  spake :  **Say  thou  to  Lauika, 
Qlycine^  knowing  all  thy  thought*  engro$**d 
In  thy  new  office  of  Jdng^sfool  and  Amove, 
Foreteeing  thou*h  forget  mth  thine  own  hand 
Thwukt  due  penance  for  the  wrongithou'atctnuedker, 
For  thy  eonPi  mfety,  doth  conteni  to  take  it 
From  Belhlen*t  cudgel  "—thus.  [BeaU  him  of. 

Off!  scoundrel!  off! 
[Labea  rune  away, 

OLD  BATHOBT. 

The  sudden  swelling  of  this  shallow  dastard 

Tells  of  a  recent  storm :  the  fint  disruption 

Of  tho  black  cloud  that  hangs  and  threatens  o*er  us. 

BETHLEN. 

E'en  this  reproves  my  loitering.    Say  where  lies 
The  oratory  ? 

-    OLD  BATHORT. 

Ascend  yon  flight  of  stain! 
Midway  the  corridor  a  silver  lamp 
Hangs  o'er  the  entrance  of  Sarolta's  chamber. 
And  facing  it,  the  low-arch'd  oratory ! 
Me  thou 'It  find  watching  at  the  outward  gate : 
For  a  petard  might  burst  the  bars,  unheard 
By  the  drenched  porter,  and  Sarolta  hourly 
Expects  Lord  Casimir,  spite  of  Emerick's  menage ! 


BETHLEN. 

lliere  I  will  meet  you !  And  till  then  good  night! 
Dear  good  old  man,  good  night ! 

OLD  BATHORT. 

O  yet  one  moment! 
What  I  repell'd,  when  it  did  seem  my  own, 
I  cling  to,  now  'tis  parting— call  me  fiither! 
It  can  not  now  mislead  thee.    O  my  son. 
Ere  yet  our  tongues  have  learnt  another  name, 
Bedikn  I—eay— Father  to  me ! 

BETHLEN. 

Now,  and  for  ever* 
My  father!  other  sire  thon  thou,  on  earth 
I  never  had,  a  dearer  could  not  have ! 
From  the  base  earth  you  raised  me  to  ytmt  arms. 
And  I  would  leap  from  off  a  throne,  and  kneeling, 
^^^^ Ileavea'e  bteming  from  thy  Upa,   My  father! 


BlATSOtTlMil 


BAIBOET. 
Go!Ck)! 

[BiTHLBN  hreaki  t^  and 

affectionately  after  him. 

May  every  star  now  shining  over  m. 

Be  at  an  angel's  eye,  to  watch  and  gnaid  him. 

[£rilBA 


Scene  changet  to  a  splendid  Bed^Ckamier,  kmg 
with  tapestry.  Sarolta  mfl»  elegoafj^ 
Dreti,  and  an  AttendanL 

ATTENDANT. 

We  all  did  k>ve  her.  Madam ! 

SAROLTA. 

She  deaerved  it! 
LocUess  Glycine!  toA,  unhappy  giri ! 
Twas  the  first  time  she  e'er  deceived  bm. 

ATTENDANT. 

She  was  in  love,  and  had  she  not  died  fhm. 
With  grief  for  Bethlen's  loss,  and  fear  of 
She  would  have  pined  henelf  to  death  at 


8AR0LTA. 

Has  the  youth's  fother  come  back  from  ha  seudif 

ATTENDANT. 

He  never  will,  I  fear  me,  O  dear  lady ! 
That  Lsska  did  so  triumph  o'er  the  old  man^ 
It  was  quite  cruel — **You*ll  be  mire,'*  mud  he, 
**To  meet  with  part  at  leatt  of  your  mm  BdUm, 
Or  the  warjwdf  mutt  hare  a  qeitk  digettmn! 
Go!  SeanA  the  wood  by  all  meant!  Qo!  Iprtyyml* 

8AR0LTA. 

Inhuman  wretch ! 

ATTENDANT. 

And  old  Bathoiy  answoM 
With  a  sad  smile,  "It  is  a  wildCs  prayer. 
And  may  Heaven  read  it  backwards."   Thoii|^  At 

was  rash, 
Twas  a  small  fault  for  such  a  punishment! 


8AR0LTA. 

Nay !  'twas  my  grief,  and  not  my  anger  spoke. 
Small  fault  indeed !  but  leave  me,  my  good  giri! 
I  feel  a  weight  that  only  prayer  can  lighten. 

[Exit  AttenioHL 
O  they  were  innocent,  and  yet  have  perish'd 
In  their  May  of  life ;  and  Vice  grows  old  in  triomiib 
Is  it  Mercy's  hand,  that  for  the  bad  man  holcb 

Life's  closing  gate  I 

Still  passing  thence  petitionary  houn 
To  woo  the  obdurate  spirit  to  repentance? 
Or  would  this  chillness  tell  roe,  that  there  ii 
Guilt  too  enormous  to  be  duly  punish'd. 
Save  by  increase  of  guiltf  The  P6wen  of  Evfl 
Are  jealous  claimants.    Guilt  too  hath  its  ordeal, 
And  Hell  its  own  probation  .*— Merdffal  Heaven, 
Rather  than  this,  pour  down  upon  diy  suppliant 
Disease,  and  agony,  and  comfbftleas  warn! 
O  send  us  forth  to  wander  on,  malMlter^d ! 
Make  our  food  bittor  with  despised  tears ! 
Let  viperous  scorn  hiss  at  us  as  we  pass ! 
Yea,  let  us  sink  down  at  our  enemy's  gate. 
And  beg  forgiveness  and  a  monel  of  bread ! 
With  all  the  heaviest  worldly  visitaticMia. 
Let  the  dire  father's  curse  that  hoven  o'er  as 
Work  out  its  dread  fulfilment,  and  the  spirit 
Of  vnong'd  Kiuprili  be  appeased.    But  only, 
\ODily,Ominca£iA'mN«D|<s«Dcal  lot  not 
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\*»t  pk^ae  torn  taiiud  oa  my  GMfanir*!  muL ! 
care  tlieaee  ilw  fiaod  Ambitioo,  ind  reilore  him 
V>  Ini  own  teuti  O nve  him !  Sbto  my  hnbuid! 

(DMvy  tf«  iitf^  P«r<  qf  <^  ^Mfd,  Emsiick 
]finmd  from  tu  htdhtg-jflace,  Saeolta 
ioa,  foiCkwl  rectyiimiv  ton. 
a  fiuher*!  cone  thoold  ooms. 

DOBAICK  (A^vtmoi^). 

8AK0LTA. 

Whoaitthoaf  Robber!  Traitor! 


Friend! 
Hko  in  good  hour  hath  startled  theee  daik  fandee, 
lapacknis  traiton^  that  would  ftin  depoee 
ay,  love,  and  beauty,  from  their  natoral  thrones : 
Ikmo  liin»  those  angel  eyes,  that  regal  forehead. 

8ABOLTA. 

Itocnslken  me.  Heaven!  I  most  not  seem  afiraid ! 

[Aside, 
nw  fc*"g  ttHught  then  deigns  to  play  the  madLer. 
iVImt  seeks  your  Mao^^ty  ? 


But  ycNUs  is  trsgic !  Love  in  war!  It  charms  msb 
And  makes  your  beauty  wortha  king's  embraces! 

(Dwrmg  Iku  tpeeck,  Bmtmlkk  mUn  armei^ 


Roffisn^ibrbear!  Turn,  turn  and  float  my  swcnd ! 


Pish!  who  is  this? 

SAaOLTA. 

O  sleepless  eye  of  Heaven ! 
A  blest,  a  blessed  spirit !  Whence  earnest  thou  t 
May  I  sdll  call  thee  Bedilen  f 


Sarolta's  love ; 
Ami  Emerick's  power  Ues  prostrate  at  her  feet 

•AEOI/TA. 

fliamn  guard  the  sovereign's  power  fiom  sodi  de- 
basement! 
W^  rattier,  Sire,  let  it  descend  in  vsngeance 
On  tlie  base  ingrate,  on  the  fMthless  slave 
Wbo  dared  unbar  tfie  doon  of  diise  retirements! 
For  whom f  Has  Gssimir  deserved  this  insult? 
O  my  nAfffing  heart!  If  if  fiom  Heaven 
"Yet  not  fiom  you.  Lord  Emerick! 


Chiefly  fiom  me* 
Bm  he  not  like  an  ingmte  robb'd  my  court 
Of  Beauty's  star,  and  kept  my  heart  in  daiioiesi ! 
Tiiit  then  on  him  I  will  administer  justice— 
If  not  in  mercy,  yet  in  love  and  rapture.  [Seizes  her, 

■ABOLTA. 

Hdp!  TnmHkl  Help! 


Hmli 


Call  louder!  Scream  again! 
hear  you! 

■AKOLTA. 

Hear  me,  hear  me.  Heaven! 

XMERICC 

l^ifiUhy  this  rage?  Who  best  deserves  you  f  GMuair, 
^ikk's  bought  implement,  the  jealous  slave 
1W  aews  you  up  with  bolls  and  bars  ?  or  Emerick, 
^  pnfleis  you  a  throne  f  Nay,  mine  you  shall  be. 
Bteee  widi  this  food  resistance !  Yield ;  then  live 
l^BOQih  a  widow,  and  the  next  a  queen ! 


[StnggUng. 


'<t>  ftr  one  brief  moment 
Uohiiid  me,  I  conjure  yon. 

[Ske  Anms  him  of,  cati  rushes  teeoards  a  toSeL 

Emikick  foOaos,  and  as  she  takes  a  dagger, 

he  grasps  iiinher  hand. 

IHERiCK. 

Haf  ha!  adagger; 
^fMinly  onMunoot  ftr  a  lady's  casket! 
Ta  heU,  dovolioo  is  aUn  to  knre. 


Ever,  lady, 
Tour  fiuthfid  soldier! 

■MKEICK. 

Insolent  slave !  Depart! 
Know'st  thou  not  sw  f 

BXTHLXN. 

I  know  thou  art  a  villain 
And  coward !  That,  thy  devilish  purpose  marks  diee ! 
What  else,  this  lady  must  instruct  my  sword ! 

SAEOLTA. 

Monster,  retire !  O  touch  him  not,  thou  blest  one ! 
This  is  the  hour,  that  fiends  and  damned  spirits 
Do  walk  the  earth,  and  take  what  form  th^  list! 
Yon  devil  hath  sssumed  a  king's ! 


Usurp'dit! 


The  king  will  play  die  devil  widi  diee  indeed ! 
But  that  I  mean  to  hear  diee  howl  on  the  rack, 
I  would  debase  this  sword,  and  lay  thee  prostrate, 
At  this  thy  paramour's  feet ;  then  drag  her  forth 
Stain'd  with  adulterous  blood,  and  [Then  to  Saxolta. 

— Bifoik  you,  trsitress ! 
Strumpeted  first,  dien  tum'd  adr^  to  beggary ! 
Thou  pnyed'st  for't  toa 

SAEOLTA. 

Thou  art  so  flendidi  wicked* 
That  in  thy  blasphemies  I  scarce  hear  thy  threats. 

BXTHLXN 

Lsdy,  be  calm !  foar  not  this  king  of  the  buskin! 
A  kingf  Oh  laughter!  A  long  ^jaset! 
That  fiom  some  vagrant  actor's  tjrring-room. 
Hath  stolen  at  once  his  speech  and  crown ! 


'  Ah!  treason! 

Iliou  hast  been  leeson'd  and  trick'd  up  for  this! 
As  surely  as  the  wax  on  thy  death-warrant 
Shall  take  the  impression  of  this  royal  signet. 
So  plain  thy  face  hath  ta'en  the  mask  of  rebel ! 
[Emkrick  points  his  hand  haughtily  touards  Bkth- 
LEN,  who  catching  a  sight  of  the  signety  seizes 
hi*  hand  and  eagerly  dbsertoes  the  sigrut,  then 
JUngs  the  hand  back  with  indignant  joy. 

BXTHLXN. 

It  must  be  so !  Tis  e'en  the  counterpart ! 

But  with  a  foul  usurping  cipher  on  it ! 

The  light  hath  flash'd   fiom  Heaven,  and  I  must 

follow  it ! 
O  curst  usurper !  O  thou  brother-murderer ! 
That  niadest  a  itar-bright  queen  a  fugitive  widow ! 
Who  fill'it  Uio  land  widi  curMs,  being  thyself 
All  curses  in  one  tyrant!  see  and  tremble ! 
This  is  Kiupnli's  sword  thai  now  ban|^  o'«i  iSbm\ 
JSjoprili's  UastiDg  cune,  Uiat  fiom  \\a  ^mX 
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Shoobi  lightning!  at  thee !  Hark !  in  Amlreas*  name, 
Heir  of  hia  vengeance !  hell-liound !  I  defy*thee. 

iTketf  Jighlt  ond  juM  a»  Emerick  it  dimtmed,  in 
riak  Casimik,  Old  Batuory,  and  attendania. 
CABum  run*  in  b^oecn  the  combaianU,  and 
parU  them :  tn  the  itruggU  BrmuEN'a  iword 
ia  tkraun  down. 

CABIMIS. 

The  king  diaaim'd  too  by  a  stranger !  Speak! 
What  may  this  mean  ? 


Deceived,  dishonored  lord ! 
Ask  tfioa  yon  fiur  adultrem !  She  will  tell  thee 
A  tale,  which  wouldst  thou  be  both  dupe  and  traitor, 
Hmhi  wilt  believe  against  thy  friend  and  sovereign ! 
Hmhi  art  present  notOf  and  a  friend's  duty  ceases : 
To  thine  own  justice  leave  I  thine  own  wiwigs. 
Of  half  thy  vengeance,  I  perforce  must  rob  thee. 
For  UuU  the  sovereign  claims.    To  thy  allegiance 
I  now  commit  this  traitor  and  assassin. 

[Then  to  the  Attendants. 
Hence  with  him  to  the  dungeon !  and  to-morrow, 
Ere  the  sun  rises, — ^hork !  your  heads  or  his ! 

BETHIJEN. 

Can  Hell  work  miracles  to  mock  Heaven's  justice  T 

KHERICK. 

Who  speaks  to  him  dies !  The  traitor  that  has  menaced 
His  king,  must  not  pollute  the  breathing  air. 
Even  with  a  word ! 

CASIMIR  (to  BaTHORT). 

Hence  with  him  to  the  dangeon! 
[Exit  Bkthlkn,  hurried  cf  by  Bathory  ondf 
Attendants. 

KMKRICK. 

We  hmit  bvnxHrrow  in  your  upland  forest : 

Thou  (to  Cabimir)  wilt  attenid  us:  and  wilt  dien 

explain 
This  sudden  and  most  fortunate  arrival. 

[Exit  Emkrick  ;  manent  Casihir  and  Sarolta. 

8AR0LTA. 

My  lord!  my  husbond!  look  whose  sword  lies  yonder! 
[Pointing  to  the  fword  which  Betiilen  had  been 

disarmed  of  by  the  Attendants. 
It  is  Kinprili's;  Casimir,  'tis  thy  father's! 
And  wielded  by  a  stripling's  arm,  it  baffled, 
Yea,  fell  like  Heaven's  own  lightnings  on  that  Tar- 

quin. 

CAfilMIR. 

Hush !  hush !  [In  an  under  voice. 

I  had  detected  ere  I  left  the  city 
The  tjrrant's  curst  intent    Lewd,  damn'd  ingrate ! 
For  him  did  I  bring  down  a  father's  curse ! 
Swift,  swift  must  be  our  means !  To-morrow's  sun 
Sets  on  his  fate  or  mine !  O  blest  Sarolia ! 

[Embracing  her. 
No  other  prayer,  late  penitent,  dare  1  offer, 
But  that  thy  spotless  virtues  may  prevail 
O'er  Carimir's  crimes  and  dread  Kiuprili's  curse ! 

[Exeunt  consulting. 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I. 

A  Qlade  in  a  Wood. 

Enter  Ca3Uiir,  looking  anxiously  around. 

«.  .  CASIMIR. 

Jlim  needs  must  be  the  njnt !  O,  here  he  comes ! 


Enter  Lord  Rudoltb. 

Wen  met.  Lord  Rudolph! 

Your  whisper  was  noC  loat  upon  my  «ar. 
And  Idara  tnl 

LORD  RUDOLTB. 

Enough!  the  time  is  precioiM! 
Tou  left  Temeswar  late  on  yestei^ere  T 
And  sqjoum'd  there  some  houn  ? 

CABIMIR. 

Ididoo! 

LORD  RUDOLTB. 

Hflaid|w 

Aught  of  a  hunt  preparing? 

CASIMIR. 

Yes ;  and  met 
The  asaemUed  huntsmen! 

LORD  RUDOLTH. 

Was  there  no  wtMd  ginaf 

CASIMIR. 

The  word  for  me  was  this ;— 7^  royal  Lufui 
Chases  thy  mShwhite  dedicated  Hind. 

LORD  RUDOLTH. 

Your  answer  f 

CASIMIR. 

As  the  word  proves  fake  or  tree. 
Will  Casimir  cross  the  hunt,  or  join  the  hmtfoMi! 

LORD  RUDOLTH. 

The  event  redeem'd  their  pledge  ? 

CABIMIR. 

Itdid.aiiddMnAN 
Have  I  sent  back  both  pledge  and  invitation. 
The  spotless  Hind  hath  fled  to  them  for  ahellw, 
And  bean  with  her  my  seal  of  fellowahip! 

[They  take  hnda^m. 

LORD  RUDOLTH. 

But  Emerick !  how  when  you  reported  to  him 
Sarolta's  disappearance,  and  the  flight 
Of  Bethlen  with  his  guards  ? 

CASIMIR. 

O  he  received  it 
As  evidence  of  their  mutual  guilt :  in  fine. 
With  cozening  warmth  condoled  with,  and  ^mmii 
me. 

LORD  RUDOLTH. 

I  cnter'd  as  the  door  was  closing  on  yon : 
His  eye  was  fix'd,  yet  seem'd  to  follow  you. 
With  such  a  look  of  hate,  and  scom  and  triumph, 
As  if  he  had  you  in  the  toils  already, 
And  were  then  choosing  where  to  Btab  yon  lint 
But  hush!  draw  back! 

CASIMIR. 

This  nook  is  at  the  iartbert 
From  any  beaten  track. 

LORD  RUDOLTB. 

There !  mark  them ! 
[Points  to  where  Labka  and  FttrtAum  am 
the  Stage. 

CASOOR. 


LORD  RUDOLTH. 

One  of  the  two  I  recognized  this  momipg ; 
His  name  is  Pestalutz :  a  trus^  ruflian. 
Whose  fiice  is  prologue  still  to  some  dark  mnider. 
Beware  no  stratagem,  no  trick  of  message. 
Dispart  you  from  your  8cr\'ant8. 

c^suuik  ^acideV 


\ 
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nrade  of  ifast  ruffian  is  my  servant; 
)  I  troalsd  mosc  and  most  preferr'd. 
most  part    What  makes  the  king  so  late  f 
ius  wonl  to  be  an  early  stirrer. 


LOU)  RUDOLPH. 

And  his  main  policy 
nl  die  ahiggard  nature  in  ourselves 
od  truth,  the  better  half  of  the  secret 
ral  the  world :  for  the  wiU  governs  all. 
i^  lowers !  the  cross-winds  waywardly 
e  frntastic  masses  of  the  clouds 
vild  mockery  of  the  coming  hunt ! 

CASOflR. 

nder  mass !  I  make  it  wear  the  shape 
^  ram  that  butts  with  head  depressed. 

Loxo  RUDOLPH  (muUng). 
ome  stray  sheep  of  the  oozy  flock, 
£  bards  lie  not,  the  Sea-shepherds  tend, 
or  Proteus.    But  my  fimcy  shapes  it 
ar  oonchant  on  a  roclqf  shelf 

CASUflR. 

>  the  edges  of  the  lurid  maas^ 
-as  if  some  idly-vexing  Sprite, 
wing  coasting  by,  with  techy  hand 
at  the  ringlets  of  the  vaporous  Fleece. 
re  sure  signs  of  conflict  nigh  at  hand, 
mental  war! 

{A  single  TVmipeC  keard  at  a  diManee. 

LORD  RUDOLPH. 

That  single  bfaut 
ces  that  the  tyrant's  pawing  courser 
at  the  gate  [A  vdley  of  TrumpeU. 

Hark!  now  the  king  comes  forth! 
r  midst  this  crash  of  boms  and  clarions 
nta  his  steed,  which  proudly  rears  an-end 
le  loakM  round  at  ease,  and  scans  the  crowd, 
hn  stately  fiirm  and  horsemanship ! 
iway !  my  absence  may  be  noticed. 

OASIlflR. 

lou  canst,  essay  to  lead  the  hunt 
r  die  forest  duks ;  and  ere  high  noon 
Mur  sworn  confederates  from  Temeswar. 
sre  yet  this  clouded  sun  slopes  westward, 
noick's  death,  or  Casimir's,  will  appease 
nes  of  Zapolya  and  Kiuprili ! 

[ExU  Rudolph  and  manel  Casimir. 

ilor,Laska! 

t  Sarolta,  simple,  inexperienced, 

se  him  as  he  was,  and  often  wam'd  me. 

i  leam'd  she  this  ? — O  she  was  innocent ! 

be  innocent  is  nature's  wisdom ! 

Ige-dove  knows  the  prowlers  of  the  air, 

oon  aa  seen,  and  flutters  back  to  shelter. 

I  young  steed  reomls  upon  his  haunches, 

rer^tseen  adder's  hiss  first  heard. 

than  Suspicion's  hundred  ejres 

me  sense,  which  to  the  pure  in  heart, 

9  oppugnancy  of  their  own'goodness, 

I  the  ap|»Dach  of  evil.    Casimir ! 

O parricide!  through  yon  wood  didst  thou, 

«  and  sword,  pursue  a  patriot  fother, 

w  and  an  orpharL    Darest  thou  then 

aden  wretch),  put  forth  these  hands  to  raise 

I,  an  sacfed,  of  thy  oountr3r'8  cause  ? 

>wn  in  pity  oo  thy  son,  Kiuprili ; 

i  dw  deep  abborrence  of  his  crime, 


Unstain'd  with  selfish  fears,  be  his  atonement ! 

0  stTNigthai  him  (o  nobler  compensation 
In  the  dehverance  of  hia  bleeding  country ! 

[ExUCAsmau 

Scene  changee  to  the  mouth  of  a  Cavern,  oiinAclIL 
Zapolta  end  Gltcinx  diecoeered, 

ZAPOLYA. 

Our  firiend  is  gone  to  seek  some  safer  cave. 
Do  not  then  leave  me  long  alone,  Glycine ! 
Having  enjoy'd  thy  commune,  kmeliness, 
Thai  but  oppressed  me  hitherto,  now  scares. 

OLTCINZ. 

1  shall  know  Bethlen  at  the  furthest  distance. 
And  the  same  moment  I  descry  him,  lady, 

I  wiU  return  to  you.  [Exit  GLYdlfZ. 

Enter  Old  Bathort,  epedking  ae  he  enters. 

OLD  BATHORT. 

Who  hears?  A  fiiend! 
A  messenger  finHn  him  who  bears  the  signet! 

[Zapolya,  lofto  had  been  gazing  qfectionately  after 
Glycinr,  starts  at  Bathory's  voice. 
He  hath  the  watch-word ! — Art  thou  not  Bathory? 

OLD  BATHORY. 

0  noble  lady !  greetings  fiom  your  son ! 

[Bathort  kneeh, 

ZAPOLYA. 

Rise !  rise !  Or  shall  I  rather  kneel  beside  thee. 
And  call  down  blessings  from  the  wealth  of  Heaven 
Upon  thy  honored  head?  When  thou  last  saw'st  me 

1  would  full  &in  have  knelt  to  thee,  and  could  not. 
Thou  dear  old  man!  How  ofl  since  then  in  dreams 
Have  I  done  virorship  to  thee,  as  an  angel 
Bearing  my  helpless  babe  upon  thy  wings ! 

OLD  bathory. 
O  he  was  bom  to  honor !  Gallant  deeds 
And  perilous  hath  he  wrought  since  yester^ve. 
Now  from  Temeswar  (for  to  him  was  trusted 
A  life,  save  thine,  the  dearest)  he  hastes  hither— 

ZAPOLYA. 

Lady  Sarolta  mean'st  thou? 

OLD  bathory. 

She  is  safo. 
The  ro3ral  brate  hath  overleapt  his  prey. 
And  when  he  tura'd,  a  sworded  Virtue  faced  him. 
My  own  brave  boy^— O  pardon,  noble  lady ! 
Your  son 

ZAPOLYA. 

Hark!  Is  it  he? 

OLD  BATHORY. 

I  hear  a  voice 
Too  hoarse  for  Bethlen's!  T  was  his  scheme  and  hope. 
Long  ere  the  hunters  could  approach  the  forest. 
To  have  led  you  hence. — Retire. 

ZAPOLYA. 

O  life  of  terrors ! 

OLD  BATHORY. 

In  the  cave's  mouth  we  have  such 'vantage-ground 
That  even  this  old  arm — 

[Exeunt  Zapolya  and  Bathory  into  the  Cave. 

Enter  Laska  and  Pestalutz. 

LA8KA. 

Not  a  step  further! 

PISTALUTZ. 

Dastard !  was  thia  your  piomiBe  to  thQ\uip%\ 
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hAMKA, 

I  have  fulfiU*d  his  orden ;  have  walk'd  with  jpoa 
An  with  a  friend ;  have  pointed  out  Lord  Caiiiiiir : 
And  now  I  leave  you  to  take  care  of  him. 
For  the  king's  purposes  are  doubtless  friendly. 

TMSTAum  (/^ptcUng  to  ffarQ. 
Be  OQ  your  guard,  man ! 

LAgKA  (in  afrighti. 

Ha!  what  now? 

PBTALUTZ. 

Behind  yon 
TwBs  one  of  Satan's  imps,  that  grinn'd,  and  threat* 

en'd  you 
For  your  most  impudent  hope  to  cheat  his  master! 

LA8KA. 

Pdiaw!  What,  you  think  'tis  fear  that  makes  me 
leave  you  ? 

nsTALirra. 
Is't  not  enough  to  play  the  knave  to  others, 
But  thou  must  lie  to  thine  own  heart  t 

LABKA  {pompoutly). 
Friend !  Laska  will  be  found  at  his  own  post; 
Watching  elsewhere  for  the  king's  interest 
There 's  a  rank  plot  that  Loska  must  hunt  down, 
Twizt  Bethlen  and  Glycine ! 

nsTALUTZ  {wUk  a  tnetr). 

What!  the  girl 
Whom  Ltska  saw  the  war-wolf  tear  in  pieces? 

LAUA  (thnmng  down  a  bcw  and  orroiM). 
WeU!  there's  my  arms!  Hark!  should  your  javelin 

fiul  you, 
These  points  are  tipt  with  venom. 

[StartM  and  sees  Gltcini  wilkouL 
By  Heaven!  Glycine! 
Now,  as  you  love  the  king,  help  me  to  seiie  her! 

[Theif  run  out  ofkr  Gltcink,  and  the  tkrieka  witk- 
out :  then  enter  Batuoky  from,  the  CaveriL 

OLD  BATHORY. 

Rest,  lady,  rest !  I  feel  in  every  sinew 

A  young  man's  strength  returning !  Which  way  went 

they? 
The  shriek  came  thence. 

[Claah  of  twordt,  and  Bkthlkn's  wAce  heard  from 
behind  the  Scenee;  Glycine  eniert  alarmed ; 
theni  at  seeing  Labka's  6010  and  arroua. 

GLYCINK. 

Ha !  weapons  here  f  Then,  Bethlen,  thy  Glycine 
Will  die  with  thee  or  save  thee ! 

[She  aeizee  them  and  rushes  out.  Batuoky /cUouing 
her.  IJvely  and  irregular  Music,  and  Peasants 
viih  hunting-spears  cross  the  stage,  singing  dUh 
rally. 

CHORAL  SONG. 

Up,  up !  ye  dames,  ye  lasses  gay ! 
To  the  meadows  trip  au-ay. 
Tis  you  miist  lend  the  flocks  this  mom, 
And  scare  the  small  birds  from  the  com. 
Not  a  soul  at  homo  may  stay : 

For  the  shophordfl  must  go 

With  lance  and  bow 
To  hunt  the  wolf  in  the  woods  tcxlay. 


Find  gnmnam  out  a  lonny  Mat, 
With  babe  and  knbUB  at  her  teL 
Not  a  soul  at  home  may  slay : 
For  the  shepherds  must  go 
With  lance  and  bow 
To  hunt  the  wolf  in  the  woods  ttniay. 
Re-enter,  as  f  As  Huntsmen  pass  tf,  BiaTBoar. 

oiii  Gltcimb. 

GLTCINI 

And  nowoooe  mors  a 

BKTHLEN. 

WaaitfhsD 
That  timid  eye,  was  it  those  maiden  hands 
That  sped  the  shaft  which  saved  me  and  a 


OLD  BATIIORY  (/O  BETHLKlf  extUtU^^ 

Twas  a  vision  blann'd  on  a  cloud 
By  lightning,  shaped  into  a  passkmala 

Of  lift  and  death !  I  saw  the  trsiior, 

Stoop  and  snatch  up  the  javelin  of  his , 

The  pomt  was  at  your  back,  when  her  diaft  hmM 

him 
The  coward  tum'd,  and  at  the  selfsame  ii 
The  bmver  villain  foil  beneath  your  swoid. 

Enter  Zapolya. 

ZAPOLYA. 

Bethlen !  my  child !  and  safe  too! 


Lesve  tjie  hearth  and  leave  the  house 
To  the  cricket  and  the  mouse  : 


Mother! 
Royal  Zapolya !  name  me  Andraes ! 
Nor  blame  thy  son,  if  being  a  kin^  he  yet 
Hath  made  his  own  arm,  minister  of  his  ji. 
So  do  the  Gods  who  lanch  the  ihunderboh! 

ZAFOLTA. 

O  Raab  Kiuprili!  Friend!  Protedor!  Gnida! 
In  vain  we  trench'd  the  altar  round  with  .. 
A  flash  from  Heaven  hath  touch'd  the  hklden  i 

BITHLKN  (kastSff). 
And  that  m^estic  form  that  stood  beside  thee 
Was  Raab  Kiuprili! 

ZAFOLTA. 

It  was  Raab  Kinprili ; 
As  sure  ap  thou  art  Andreas,  and  the  king. 

OLD  BATHORT. 

Hail  Andreas!  hail  my  king !  [ 

ANDREAS. 

Stop,  thou  iwevsd  an! 
Lest  we  offond  the  jealous  destinies 
By  shouts  ere  victory.    Deem  it  then  thy  duff 
To  pay  this  homage,  when  'tis  mine  to  *^tm  it 

GLYCINE. 

Accept  thine  hand-maid's  service !  [SmwHsj 

ZAPOLYA 

Raise  her,  sob! 

0  raise  her  to  thine  arms!  she  saved  thy  life, 
And  through  her  love  for  thee,  she  saved  thy  mollMf^ 
Hereafter  thou  shalt  know,  that  this  dear  maid 
Hath  oihor  and  hereditary  claims 

Upon  tliy  heart,  and  with  Heaven-guarded  insliMl 
But  carried  on  the  work  her  aire  began! 

ANDRSA8. 

Dear  maid !  more  dear  thou  cans|  not  be !  the  rart 
Shall  make  my  love  religion.    Haste  we  benoa; 
For  as  I  reach'd  the  skirts  of  this  high  forast, 

1  heard  the  noise  and  uproar  of  the  chase, 
;DoubUn|  \\a  ediMa  from  the  mountain  foot 


ZAFOLTA. 
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OLTOIlfK. 

mm  Ibt  haft  approttchea. 

Hon.  ■iHniif,  iid  mfterwards  iukmi  thndmr. 

SifOLYA. 

OKiuprfli! 

OLD  SATBOIT. 

■onmnteni  of  tfn  middle  air 

nil  cry,  and  scare  with  arrowy  ftre 

Itj!  HiAl  now  here,  now  there,  a  hom 

faogly  widi  kngaba  blast!  the  tempest 

lei^d  them! 

la  Aeori  lufrom  different  plaoeM  at  a  dittanee. 

SATOLTA. 

O  Heavens !  where  stays  KiupriliT 

I  OLD  BATHOar. 

id  will  be  siiiRMmded !  leaTe  me  hereb 

AlfDRXAS. 

ler !  let  me  see  ihee  once  in  safety, 
n  haalen  back,  widi  hghtmng's  speed, 
die  hero! 

OLD  BATHoar. 

Haste!  my  life  upon  it, 
e  him  safe. 

ANDlXAfl  {flaaider  again). 

Ha!  what  a  crash  was  there ! 
eeems  to  claim  a  mi^litier  criminal 
[PoinAng  widkMf  to  tke  body  of  Vvnkum. 
A  vile  subakero. 

XAPOLTA. 

Your  behest.  High  Poweia, 
>bey !  to  the  appointed  spirit, 
ih  so  loof  kepc  watch  round  this  drear  cavern, 
snt  ftith,  Kinprili,  I  intmst  thee ! 
[Enwid  Zapolta,  AirDaEAS,  and  Gltcute, 
ANDSKAa  haxing  in  katte  dropl  kU  sword. 
Mnet  Bathokt. 

OLD  bathobt. 
leding  corse,  (pointing  to  Pe8talutz*8  bodffi 

wmy  work  as  mischief  still : 
en,  *twiU  rouse  alarm  and  crowd  the  hunt 
1  parts  towards  this  spot    Stript  of  ils  armor, 
fit  hither. 
riC  Bathobt.    After  a  wkUt  teoenA  HimterM 

erou  ike  ttage  os  scattered.  Seme  time  after  ^ 

enter  KitTraiLi  in  his  disguise^  fainting  untk 

fatigue^  and  as  pursued. 
AB  KIUPBILI  (throwing  off  fas  di^^uisey. 
leaven  akme  can  save  roe,  Heaven  ahme 
I  my  tmst. 
[Tien  speaking  as  to  Zapolta  m  Ike  Cavern. 

Haste!  haste!  Zapolya,flee! 
!  eniers  Ike  Cavern,  and  then  reiwmt  m  tdann. 
Seised  peihaps  ?  Oh  no,  let  me  not  peridi 
ng  of  Heaven's  justice !  Faint,  disarm'd, 
lew  powerless,  senseless  rock  sustain  me ! 
t  paioel  of  my  native  land.  « 

[Then  olfserving  the  sword. 
A  sword! 
d  aiy  sword!  Zapolya  hath  escaped, 
irderers  are  baffled,  and  there  lives 
trees  to  avenge  Kioprili's  (all ! — 
vas  a  time,  when  this  dear  sword  did  fladi 
dial  la  the  storm-fire  from  mine  arms : 
iuee  ruee  it  now — yet  come,  fell  tyrant  f 
ing  with  diee  ray  shame  and  bitter  anguish. 
Ids  work  and  thine !  Kiiiprili  now 
(a  the  deadi-hknr  as  a  soldier  sboukL  i 

R  ' 


R»enler  Bathobt,  wiA  He  dead  body  of  PanAixm, 

OLD  BATHOBT. 

Poor  tool  and  victim  of  anodier's  guilt! 
Thou  lbDow*8t  heavily :  a  reluctant  weight ! 
Good  truth,  it  is  an  undeserved  honor 
That  hi  Zapolyli  and  KrapriU's  cave 
A  wretch  Uke  diee  should  find  a  buiial-plaoe. 

[Then  observing  Kmrmn^. 
Tis  heS— in  Andreas'  and  Zapolya's  name 
Follow  me,  rayerend  fbnn  ?  Thou  needst  not  speak; 
For  thou  cansi  be  no  odier  dian  Kinprili! 

BIUPftlLL 

And  are  diey  safe?  {NoimwUkML 

OLD  BATHOBT. 

CoDoeal  yoantAH  my  Loid. 
I  wiU  mislead  dMm! 

nUPBILL 

Is  Zapolya  safe  f 

OLD  BATHOEY. 

I  doubt  it  not;  but  haste,  haste,  loaqjora  you! 

[Aj  he  retires,  ta  ruskes  Cabuub. 
GABUUB  (ealsrii^). 

Monster! 
Thou  shah  not  now  escape  me! 

OLD  BATHOKT. 

Slop,  Loid  CMmir! 
It  is  no  monrter. 

CABOOX. 

Art  diou  too  a  tTBilorr 
Is  this  die  place  where  Emeriek's  ranrderen  hirk7 
Say  where  is  he  dht,  trick'd  in  this  disguise. 
First  lured  me  on,  then  scared  my  dastard  foBowenf 
Thou  must  have  seen  him.  Ssy  where  is  th'asnssinr 
OLD  BATHOBT  (pointing  to  Ike  body  of  PbralutzX 
There  lies  the  asmssin!  slain  by  that  same  swoid 
That  was  descending  on  his  cunt  empkiyer. 
When  entering  thou  beheld'st  Saiolta  rescued ! 

casimib. 

Strange  providence !  what  dien  was  he  wh»fkd  mer 
[Bathobt  poinU  to  the  Caoem,  whence  Kiupbiu 
advances. 

Thy  looks  speak  fearfhl  things !  Whidier,  old  man ! 
Would  thy  hand  point  me  f 

OLD  BATHOBT. 

Canmir,  io  thy  &dier. 
CASIMIB  (discoeering  Kiupbiu). 
The  cmse!  the  curse !  Open  and  ewaUow  roe. 
Unsteady  earth  f  Fall,  disoy  rocks !  and  hide  me ! 

OLD  BATHOaV  (tO  KXUPBILlX 

Speak,  speak,  my  Lord ! 

KiurBiLi  (kdds  out  tie  sword  to  Bathobt). 

Bid  him  fidffl  ha  work! 

OABUflB. 

lliou  art  Heaven's  immediate  minister,  dread  spirit ! 
O  for  sweet  mercy,  take  some  other  form. 
And  save  me  from  perdition  and  despair ! 

.  OLD  BATHOBT. 

He  lives ! 

CASIMIB. 

ilives !  A  fiuher^  cune  can  never  die ! 

KIUPBILI  (m  a  tone  of  pity)* 
OCasiiiur!  Casimir! 

OLD  BATHOBT. 

Look!  he dolh foi^^«'^fNL\ 
Hark  ?  tis  the  tyrant'a  voioo. 
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If  I  do  wn  hear  my  own  Toioe,  I  ihaU  fincy 
Voioeiiiiandianceioiiiids!  [<fiStarC& 

T  WM  toDie  diy  bmioh 
Dropt  of  itwlf !  Oh»  he  went  forth  m  imAkty, 
Tbdk  no  ibod  with  hifli--onl7  hk  arms  and  boai^epew! 
Whet  if  I  leeTe  (heae  eakea,  Ihia  cniae  of  wine. 
Here  by  diia  oave,  and  aeek  him  widi  the  rettf 

&AAB  xnmuLX  (itiueen). 
Laave  tfiem  and  flee ! 

OLTOINK  (aikridfcf,  liken  reoenering). 
Where  are  you  f 

EAAB  KiurKiu  (KiS  Muem). 

Leave  diem! 

QLTdNK. 

TiiGlycina! 
Speak  to  me,  Bethlen !  apeak  in  yonr  own  voice ! 
All  ailent! — ^If  this  were  the  war-wolfi  den! 
Twaa  not  his  voice ! — 

{Glyouoe  loavM  fAe  jpraMoiu,  and  exit  fnrfMjf, 
KiuPEiu  comet  forward^  eekee  tkemmdcornee 
Ikem  into  Ike  cavern.  Glycine  redinu^  hammg 
teoeittfti  Mst9uJ% 

GLYCINE. 

Shame !  Nothing  hurt  me ! 
If  aoDie  fierce  lieait  have  gored  him,  he  must  needs 
Speak  with  a  strange  voice.    Wounds  cause  Ihiist 

and  hoeTBeneas ! 
Speak»Bedi]en!  or  but  moan.  St--St — No— Bethlen! 
If  I  turn  back,  and  he  should  be  found  dead  here, 

\Ske  creepe  nearer  and  nearer  to  the  cavern, 
I  should  go  mad  S— Again !  Twas  my  own  heart! 
Hush,  coward  heart!  better  beat  loud  with  fear, 
Than  break  widi  shame  and  anguidi ! 

[Aj  eke  approaches  to  enter  tke  cavern,  Knmuu 
jftps  her.    Glycine  whri^M. 

Saints  protect  me ! 
eaab  kiufrili. 
Swear  then  by  all  thy  hopes,  by  all  diy  fears — 

OLYGINB. 

Save  me ! 

EAAB  KIUnULI. 

Swear  secrecy  and  silence ! 

OLYCINE. 

Iswearl 

EAAB  KIUPEILL 

Tell  what  fhou  art,  and  what  thou  aeekeatf 

GLYCINE. 

Ody 
A  harmless  orphan  youth,  to  bring  hhn  food— 


EAABKIUrEILL 

wood! 

GLYCINE. 

Aks! 


Wherefore  in 


it  was  his 

EAABETUPEILL 

With  what  intention  came  he  f  Wouldst  thov  BBve  him, 
Hide  nothing! 

GLYCINE. 

Save  him !  O  forgive  hie  rashness ! 
He  is  good,  and  did  not  know  that  thou  wert  human! 

EAAB  EiuPEiu  (repmtt  the  word). 
Human  f 

{Tkmttendy. 
With  what  design! 

GLYCINE. 

Tokillthe9,or 
Ifibmisbtm  wert  m  Mpirit,  to  oamptiL  thet 


By  prayers,  and  with  the  shedding  of  his  blood, 
TV>  make  disclature  of  his  parentage. 
But  most  of  all— 

lATOLYA  {ruMng  out  from  ike  canemy. 

Heaven's  blessing  on  diee!  Speak! 

aLYCIMB. 

Whether  his  Mother  live,  or  perish*d  here ! 

EAFOILYA. 

Angel  of  Meicy,  I  was  perishing 
And  diou  didst  bring  me  food :  and  now  tfaoa  faring^ 
llie  sweet,  sweet  food  of  hope  and  cooaolation 
To  a  mother's  fomish'd  heart! 


GLYCINE. 

E'en  till  this  momiag  we  were  wont  to  naaie  Urn 
BeddenBathoij! 

EAPOLYA. 

Even  till  this  momiog  T 
This  momingf  when  my  weak  foith  fiul'd  me  wholly! 
Pudon,  O  theu  that  portion'st  out  our  sufieranoe^ 
And  fill'st  again  the  widow's  empty  cniae ! 
Say  on! 

GLYCINE. 

"ne  folse  ones  charged  the  vahaBt  yeoth 
With  treasonous  words  of  flmerick — 


Ha!  Bkyson! 


EATOLYA. 
GLYCINE. 

And  of  Lord  Casimir— 

EAAB  juuFEiu  ifmie). 
O  agony!  aiy  son! 

GLYCINS. 

But  my  dear  lady— 

EAPOLYA  and  EAAB  KIOTIILL 

Whor 

GLYCINE. 

Lady  Sarcdta 
Frown'd  and  discharged  these  bad  nm»v 

EAAB  KIUPEIU  {turning  efandta  Mmtdf). 

Righteous  Heaven 
Sent  me  a  daughter  once,  and  I  repined 
That  it  was  not  a  son.    A  son  was  given  me. 
My  daughter  died,  and  I  scarce  shed  a  tear : 
And  lo!  that  son  became  my  curse  and  iniaoy. 

ZAPOLYA  {embracee  Glycine). 
Sweet  innocent!  and  you  came  here  to  sedL  him, 
And  bring  him  food.    Alas !  thou  fear'stf 

glycine. 

NotBuich! 
My  own  dear  lady,  when  I  was  a  child 
Enibnced  me  oft,  but  her  heart  never  beat  ao. 
For  I  too  am  an  orphan,  motherless ! 

EAAB  EIUPEILI  (to  ZaPOLYA). 

O  yet  beware,  lest  hope's  brief  flash  hut  deepen 
The  after  gloom,  and  make  the  darkness  stonny ! 
In  that  last  conflict,  following  our  escape. 
The  usurper's  cruelty  had  dogg'd  our  flight 
With  many  a  babe,  and  many  a  diilding  modber. 
This  maid  herself  is  one  of  numberiea 
Planks  from  (he  same  vast  wreck. 

[Then  to  Glyoinb 
WeU!  Gmimir's 


GLYCINE. 

She  is  always  giacfous,  and  so  prninrd  the  eld  bmb 
That  his  heart  e'erflow'd,  and  made  disooveiy 
That  iu  this  vn»d— 


ZAPOLYA. 


Ill 


ufOLTA  (m  ngkttiim). 
Ospeak! 

GLTCINK. 

A  wounded  lady — 
lZjaouTA/<ttnU-4key  both  ntppprt  her. 

OLTCnfB> 

bllBftMBOllierf 

iLAAB  xnmuLi* 
She  would  &in  believe  it. 
Walk  dMMigh  tbe  prooA  be.    Hope  draws  lowaids 

Hi  tene  widi  which  it  kiiidleib 

To  the  cavern! 
*  q[Bick! 

OLTCnVE. 

fticbance  aome  luinfnen  of  the 

KAAB  DUnUXX 


OLTCnfK> 

He  came  flua  morning — 
[TTfcey  wlw*  to  tike  oowern,  faorw^  Zapolta.    7*«i 

Brhlin  arawd  «il&  a  ftoor^jmir. 


Oh,  fool !  mine  eyei  are  daped  by  my  own  thudded 

ing. — 
Those  piled  thoughts,  built  up  in  solitude, 
Year  following  year,  that  prcss'd  upon  my  heart 
As  on  die  altar  of  some  unknown  God, 
Then,  as  if  touch'd  by  fire  from  heaven  descending. 
Blazed  up  within  me  at  a  father's  name — 
Do  they  desert  roe  now  I — at  my  last  trial  f 
Voice  of  command !  and  thou,  O  hidden  light ! 
I  have  obey*d !  Declare  ye  by  what  name 
I  dare  invoke  you !  Tell  what  sacrifice 
Will  make  you  gracious. 

RAAB  KiUPRU'i  (s<iS  tmssen). 

Patience!  Truth!  Obedience! 
Be  thy  whole  soul  transparent !  so  the  Light 
Thou  seekest  may  enshrine  itself  within  thee ! 
Thy  name? 

BETHUEN. 

Ask  rather  the  poor  roaming  savage. 
Whose  infancy  no  holy  rite  had  blest 
To  him,  perchance  rude  spoil  or  ghastly  tropity. 
In  chase  or  battle  won,  have  given  a  name. 
I  have  none — but  like  a  dog  have  answer'd 
To  the  chance  sound  which  he  that  fed  me  call'd  me. 


I  had  a  glimpse 
Of  HMB  fieree  shape ;  and  but  ^t  Fancy  often 
b  Natnre's  intermeddler,  and  cries  halves 
With  die  outward  sight,  I  should  believe  I  saw  it 
Bear  off  some  human  prey.    O  ny  preserver! 
Baiiory !  Father!  Yes,  dioa  desar?est  that  name! 
•Hioa  didst  not  BMick  me!  Th«e are  blessed  findings! 

The  secret  cipher  of  my  destiny 

[Loakutg  at  hi$  tigneL 

Stands  hen  iiMribed:  it  kdie  seal  of  &te! 
Bm\-H06mvuig  Ike  one).   Had  ever  monster  fitting 

]air,*tii  yonder! 
"nioa  yawnmg  Den,  I  well  remember  thee ! 
Mine  eyes  deceived  me  not    Heaven  leads  me  on ! 
Now  for  a  blast,  load  as  a  king's  defiance, 
1V>  loose  die  monster  oonchant  o*er  his  ravine ! 

[Bfeios  Ihe  Jum-'-lhen  a  pauae. 
Anodwr  Uaat!  and  widi  another  swell 
TV»  yon,  y«  channed  watchers  of  this  wood ! 
If  haply  I  have  come,  the  rightful  heir 
or  vengeaaee;  if  in  me  survive  the  spirits 


RAAB  KiuPRiLi  (jfiZZ  uaswa). 
Thy  birth-place  7 

BETHLEN. 

Deluding  spirits,  do  ye  mock  me  f 
Question  the  Night!  Bid  Darkness  tell  its  birth-place? 
Yet  hear!  Within  yon  old  oak's  hollow  trunk. 
Where  the  bats  cling,  have  I  survey'd  my  cradle! 
The  mother-folcon  hath  her  nest  above  it. 

And  in  it  the  wolf  litters ! ^I  invoke  you. 

Tell  me,  ye  secret  <mes !  if  ye  beheld  me 
As  I  stood  there,  like  one  who  having  delved 
For  hidden  gold  hath  found  a  talisman, 
O  tell !  what  rites,  what  oflices  of  duty 
This  cygnet  doth  command  f  What  rebel  spirits 
Owe  homage  to  its  Lord  ? 

RAAB  KIUPRILI  (SftS  Ufisem). 

More,  guiltier,  mightier. 
Than  thou  mayest  summon!  Wait  the  destined  hour! 


BITHLEN. 

O  3rat  again,  and  with  more  clamorous  prajrer, 

II  importune  ye !  Mock  me  no  more  with  shadows ! 


Of  those,  whose  guiltless  blood  flowed  streaming  here !  Thig  g^ble  mantle— tell,  dread  voice !  did  this 


[Blows  again  louder. 
StiSl  alentf  Is  die  monster  goigedf  Heaven  shield  me! 
Tk/au,  fridiful  spear!  be  both  my  tench  and  guide. 
[As  Bbthlxn  is  about  to  enter,  Kiuprili  ipeak$ 
fiim  Ike  cavern  uneeeiL 

RAABDUPRIU. 

WHUisw  dif  foot!  Retract  diine  idle  spear, 
And  wait  obedient ! 


Ha!  What  art  dMut  apeak! 

liAAB  KIUFRILI  (KiS  UMiea). 


By  a  dying  modier's  pen^i, 
£*«■  audi  am  L    Keceive  me ! 

BAAB  KnTFRiu  (sttS  wueen). 

Wait!  Beware! 
At  dif  fint  Hap,  dicm  treadest  upon  die  light 
"nwBoaftfdi  mwl  dariding  flow,  and  sink  hi  daikneai! 

nTHUCN. 

Ila!  wteajrhoar^ipMrtimal^likeaned!^ 

Q 


Enwrap  one  fotherleas  t 

EAPOLTA  {.nneeen). 

One  fatheriess ! 

BETHLEN  {ptorting). 
A  sweeter  voice !— A  voice  of  love  and  pity ! 
Was  it  the  soften'd  echo  of  mine  own  \ 
Sad  echo !  but  the  hope  it  kill'd  was  sickly. 
And  ere  it  died  it  had  been  moum'd  as  dead ! 
One  other  hope  yet  lives  within  my  soul ; 
Quick  let  me  ask !— while  yet  diis  stifling  fear, 
Thk  stop  of  the  heart,  leaves  utterance ! — Are— are 

these 

The  sole  remains  of  her  that  gave  me  life  t 
Have  I  a  mother? 

f  Zatolta  rasftss  out  to  embrace  hinu  Betblen  tttaU. 

Ha! 
ZAPOLTA  {emhradng  him). 

My  son!  my  son! 
A  wretched— Oh  no,  no !  a  blest— a  happy  mother! 
[7^eai6nice.  Ktotru.!  and  Gi^^emiL  come  JonBOBt^ 
ani  (he  cuHain  drops. 


lis 


COLERIDGETS  POETICAL  WOREB. 


ACT  m. 

SCENE  I. 

A  ttatdy  Room  in  Lord  CAsnmi'B  CkuSe> 

Enter  Emeuck  tmd  Laska. 

XMniCK. 

I  do  perceiye  iSbsm  hmt  a  tender  oonfldeiiGe, 
LMka,  in  all  things  that  ooncom  thine  own 
Intereit  or  safely. 

LA8KA. 

In  this  sovereign  presence 
I  can  fisar  nothing*  but  your  dread  displeasure. 

uoaiCK. 
Perchance,  thou  think*st  it  strange,  that  /  of  all  men 
Should  covet  thus  the  bve  of  &ir  Sondia, 
Dishonozing  Caiimir  f 

LA8KA. 

Far  be  it  from  me ! 
Tour  Majesty's  love  and  choice  bHng  honor  with  them. 

EMEaiCK. 

Perchance,  thou  hast  heard,  that  Casimir  is  my  fiiend, 
Fought  fi>r  me,  yea,  tot  mjrsake,  set  at  nought 
A  parent's  blesung;  braved  a  fitthor's  curse  f 

LABKA  (aside). 
Would  I  but  knew  now,  what  his  Majesty  meant ! 
Otk  yea.  Sire !  'tis  our  common  talk,  how  Lord 
Kiuprili,  my  Lord's  &thop— 


Hold  constant  to  diy  exploit  with  this  monster, 
And  leave  untouch'd  your  amtmon  foft  aforesaid. 
What  your  Lord  did,  or  dwuld  have  done. 


T  is  your  talk, 
Is  it,  good  statesman  Laskaf 

LA8KA. 

No,  not  mine. 
Not  mine,  an  please  your  Majesty !  There  are 
Some  insolent  malcontents  indeed  that  talk  thus— 
Nay  worse,  mere  treason.    As  Bathory's  son, 
The  fool  that  ran  into  the  monster's  jaws. 

EMERICK. 

Well,  'tis  a  loyal  monster  if  he  rids  us 

Of  tmitors !  But  art  sure  the  youth 's  devoured  f 

LA8KA. 

Not  a  limb  left,  an  please  your  Majesty ! 
And  that  unhappy  girl — 

EMERICK. 

Thou  followed'st  her 
Into  the  wood  f  [Laska  ftotos  auent. 

Henceforth  then  I'll  believe 
That  jeabusy  can  make  a  hare  a  lion. 

LASKA. 

Scarce  had  I  got  the  firrt  glimpse  of  her  veil. 
When,  with  a  horrid  roar  that  made  the  leaves 
Of  the  wood  shake— 

EMERICK. 

Made  thee  shake  like  a  leaf! 

LA8KA. 


JfyHlkt 

The  saints  forbid  f  I  alwap  said,  for  my  part, 
**  Wtu  not  the  hng  Lord  Ckuimir't  dettreet  friend  f 
Waenol  thai  friend  a  king  t  Wkate'er  he  did 
*Twa$  oBfrom  pure  Vane  to  hit  Majesty. ** 

EMERICK. 

And  this  then  was  (Ay  talk?  While  knave  and  oowsid, 
Both  strong  within  thee,  wresUe  for  the  uppermosl, 
In  slips  the  fool  and  takes  the  place  of  bo^L 
Babbler !  Lord  Casimir  did,  as  thou  and  all  men. 
He  loved  himself,  loved  honori,  wealth,  dominiaa 
All  these  were  set  upon  a  father's  head : 
Good  truth !  a  roost  unlucky  accident ! 
For  he  but  wish'd  to  hit  the  |mze ;  not  graie 
The  head  that  bore  it :  so  with  steady  eye 
Off  flew  the  parricidal  arrow. — ^Even 
As  Casimir  loved  Emerick,  Eroerick 
Loves  Casimir,  intends  him  no  dishonor. 
He  wink'd  not  then,  for  love  of  me  forsooth! 
For  love  of  me  now  let  him  virink !  Or  if 
The  dame  prove  half  as  v?ise  as  she  is  fiur. 
He  may  still  pass  his  hand,  and  find  all  smooth. 

[Passing  his  hand  across  AtHrwR 

LA8KA. 

Tour  Mqesty's  reasoning  has  coQTinoed  me. 

EMERICK  (with  a  dight  startf  as  one  who  had  him 
taOdng  aloud  to  himself:  then  with  seam). 

Tliee! 
Tis  well !  and  more  than  meant    For  by  my  lailh 
I  had  half  foigotten  thee<— Thou  hast  the  key? 

[Laska  6o«a 
And  in  yoxir  lady's  chamber  there's  full  space! 

LASKA. 

Between  the  wall  and  arras  to  conceal  yon. 

EMERICK. 

Here !  This  purse  is  but  an  earnest  of  thy  fortune. 
If  thou  provest  faithful     But  if  thou  betrayest  me. 
Hark  you  .'—the  wolf  that  shall  drag  thee  to  his  den 
Shall  be  no  fiction. 

[Exit  Emerick.  Laska  manel  with  a  key  tm  ons 
handt  and  a  purse  in  the  other. 

LASKA. 

Well  then !  Here  I  stand. 
Like  Hercules,  on  either  side  a  goddesSi 
Call  this  [Looking  at  the  pwrss 

Preferment ;  this  (Holding  up  the  key),  Fidelity ! 
And  first  my  golden  goddess :  what  bids  she  f 
Only  '.—^This  way,  your  Majesty  !  hush.    2%e  koum 

hold 
Are  an  safe  2o(^e(2.'*— Then,  put  Fidelity 
Wi  Ain  her  proper  wards,  just  turn  her  round — 


The  war-vrolf  leapt;  at  the  first  plunge  he  seised  her;  So— the  door  open»-«nd  for  aU  the  rest, 

Forward  I  msh'd !      -Tis  the  king's  deed,  not  Loska's.    Do  but  thia. 

And— ^'/'m  the  mere  earnest  iif  your  future  fortunes^ 


EMERICK. 

Most  marvellous! 

LASKA. 

Hurl'd  my  javelin ; 
Which  fipom  his  dragon-scales  recoiling— 

EMERICK. 

"Enough! 
And  take,  friend,  ttua  advice.    When  next  thou 
tongueet  it, 


But  what  says  the  other  f— Whuper  on !  I  hear  yoa ! 

[Putting  the  key  to  his  ear. 
All  very  true! — ^but,  good  Fidelity! 
If  I  refuse  king  Emerick,  will  you  promise. 
And  swear,  now,  to  unlock  ^e  dungooo-door. 
And  save  me  from  the  hangman?  Ay!  you're  silent* 
What !  not  a  word  in  answer  ?  A  clear  nonsuit ! 
Now  fox  one  \qo\l  \o  «m  \k^\  all  are  lodged 
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e  ilklinrw    thmi    jmndnr  lies  the  road 
i  and  fab  fojral  fHexid  king  Emerick! 
juauL  2Vn  enter  Batbory  and  Bctiilen. 

BETHLBN. 

M  if  he  were  aoiiie  God  diiguiied 
wanior^s  venerable  shape, 
and  guide  my  mother.    Is  there  not 
oniory  in  this  mansion  f 

OLD  BATHORY. 
BETHLKN. 

FVom  that  place  then  am  I  to  take 
id  breastplate,  both  inlaid  with  gold, 
ood  sword  that  once  was  Raab  Kiuprili's. 

OLD  BATHORY. 

7  aims  this  day  Sarolta  show'd  me— 
liil  kxik.    I'm  lost  in  wild  conjectures ! 


Be  not,  e'en  with  a  wandering  guess, 
die  fint  command  a  mother's  will 
a  BKMher's  voioe  made  known  to  me ! 
aiy  mm,"  said  she,  **  our  iiames  or  thine, 
mrf  Ae  ecUpm  iepoMmng  off 
wbrf  thy  datmff  !  Already 
•  Creaoent  fitter*  farih,  and  eheds 
tt  lingering  hnt  aphanlom  UghL 
d  not  haMen  it!  line  then  to  Heaven 
of  Heaeen :  and  wkh  a  silent  epril 
te  with  the pcwert  Aat  work  in  silence.''* 
ke  she,  and  she  hnk'd  as  she  were  then 
m  some  haaTeoly  yibod! 

[Reenter  Laou,  not  perceiving  them. 


All  asleep ! 
I  obstimng  forauor,  stands  in  idiat-affrighL 
eak  to  it  fint — ^Put— put  the  question ! 
■  an !  [Stttttunering  with  fear. 

OLD  BATHORY. 

Laska !  what  ails  thee,  man  t 
LABKA  (pointing  to  Bcthlkn). 

OLD  BATHORY. 

see  nothing !  where  ? 

LABKA. 

He  does  not  see  it! 
lorment  me  not ! 

BKTHLIN. 

Soil!  Rouse  him  gently! 
ontwatcVd  his  hour,  and  half  asleep, 
s  half  open,  mingles  sight  with  dreams. 

OLD  BATHORY. 

ka!  Don't  you  know  us!  'tis  Bathoiy 
deo! 

UUKA  {recovering  himsetf^. 

Good  now!  Ha!  ha!  an  excellent  trick, 
^ay,  DO  oflence ;  but  I  must  laug^ 
'oci  sure  DOW,  that  'tis  you,  yourself. 

If  {hdding  yp  his  hand  as  if  to  strihe  him). 
be  convinced^ 

LASKA. 

No  nearer,  pray!  consider! 
U  prove  his  ghost,  the  touch  would  fireeie  me 
ib«loiie.   No  nearer! 


LABKA  (stiS  more  reccnering). 
Well  now !  I  love  a  brave  man  to  my  heart 
I  myself  Inaved  the  monster,  and  would  &in 
Have  saved  the  false  one  from  the  fiue  she  templed 

OLD  BATHORY. 

Foil,  Laska? 

BXTHLEN  (to  BaTHORY). 

Mark !  Heaven  grant  it  may  be  so! 
Glycine? 

LASKA. 

She !  I  traced  her  by  the  voice. 
Ton  11  scarce  believe  me,  when  I  say  I  heard 
The  close  of  a  song :  the  poor  wretch  had  been 

singing; 
As  if  she  wish'd  to  compliment  the  wa^wolf 
At  once  with  music  and  a  meal ! 

bithlkn  (to  Bathory). 

Mark  that! 

LASKA. 

At  the  next  moment  I  beheld  her  running, 
Wringing  her  hands  with,  Bethlen  f  Opoor  BeUden! 
I  almost  fear,  the  sudden  noise  I  made, 
Riudung  impetootts  through  the  brake,  alarm'd  her. 
She  stopt,  then  mad  with  fear,  tum'd  round  and  ran 
Into  tiie  monster's  gripe.    One  piteous  scream 
I  heard.    There  was  no  second— I — 

bkthldi. 

Slop  there! 
Well  spare  yoor  modesty !  Who  dares  not  honor 
Laska's  brave  tongue,  and  high  heroic  6ncy? 


Ton  too.  Sir  Knight,  have  come  back  anfe  and  sound! 
Ton  pliqr'd  the  hero  at  a  cautious  distance ! 
Or  was  it  that  you  sent  the  poor  girl  forward 
To  stay  the  monster's  stomach  ?  Dainties  quickly 
Fall  on  the  taste  and  cloy  the  appetite ! 

OLD  BATHORY. 

Laska,  beware !  Forget  not  what  thou  art ! 
Shouldst  tfiou  but  dream  thou  'rt  valiant,  cross  thyself! 
And  ache  all  over  at  the  dangerous  &ncy! 

LASKA. 

What  then !  you  swell  upon  my  lady's  fiivor. 
High  lords,  and  perilous  of  one  day's  growth ! 
But  other  judges  now  sit  on  th^  bench ! 
And  haply,  Laska  hath  found  audience  there. 
Where  to  defend  the  treason  of  a  son 
Might  end  in  liflang  up  both  Son  and  Father 
Still  higher;  to  a  height  from  which  indeed 
You  both  may  drop,  but,  spite  of  fiite  and  fortune, 
Will  he  secured  from  falling  to  the  ground. 
'TIS  possible  too,  young  man!  that  ro3ral  Emerick, 
At  Laska's  rightful  suit,  may  make  inquiry 
By  whom  seduced,  the  maid  so  strangely  mianng — 

BITHLKN. 

Soft !  my  good  Laska !  might  it  not  suffice. 
If  to  yomself,  being  Lord  Casimir's  steward, 
I  should  make  record  of  Glycine's  fate  ? 

LASKA. 

Tis  well !  it  shall  content  me !  though  your  fear 
Has  all  the  credit  of  these  lower'd  tones. 

[T^en  very  poa^KMdy 

Fint,  we  demand  the  manner  of  her  death? 


BKTHLRN. 

Nay !  that's  superfluous !  Have  you  not  just  told  vm. 
That  you  ycNinelf,  led  by  impeUM>\»  "vbIot, 
The  Aol k drunk!      /Witnesi'd  the  wboLet  My  tale'ioC  \fi\KS  ^bX^ 


Hi 
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After  die  fiile,  flam  ivliioh  your  valor  ■troro 
In  vain  to  reMiw  the  nth  makl»  I  nw  her! 

LASKA. 

Cfljrcmef 

BETHLEN. 

Nay !  Dare  I  accme  wise  Laaka, 
WhoM  words  find  acceM  to  a  monarch's  ear» 
Of  a  base,  braggart  lie  f  It  miut  have  been 
Her  spirit  that  appeared  to  me.    But  haply 
I  oome  too  late  7  It  has  itself  delivered 
Iti  own  fommission  to  yon? 

OLD  BATfloav. 

Tis  most  likely! 
And  the  ghost  doabtlen  vanish'd,  when  we  entered 
And  lound  brave  Laska  staring  wid»— at  nothing! 

LASKA. 

Tis  well!  Toa*ve  ready  witti !  I  shall  report  them. 
With  all  due  honor,  to  his  Meyesty ! 
Trenraie  them  up,  I  pny !  a  certain  person. 
Whom  the  king  flatters  with  his  confidence. 
Tells  you,  his  royal  fhend  asks  startling  questMOs! 
Tk  hut  a  hint!  And  now  what  says  the  ghost? 

BETHLEN. 

listen!  lor  ttius  it  spake :  **Say  thou  to  Latha, 
GVyciae,  knowing  all  thy  thoughU  engrotid 
In  thy  new  office  of  king**  fool  and  knave, 
Fereeeeing  tkou*h  forget  with  thine  own  hand 
Thwukedimpaiatweforthewrong§thou*atcau9edher, 
For  thy  touTt  sa/eTy,  doth  content  to  take  it 
From  AcUen's  cudgel  "—thus.  [BeaU  him  of. 

Off!  scoundrel!  off! 
[Labea  rum  away. 

OLD  BATHOBT. 

The  sudden  swelling  of  this  shallow  dastard 

Tells  of  a  recent  storm :  the  first  disruption 

Of  (ho  black  cloud  that  hangs  and  threatens  o*er  us. 

BETHLEN. 

E'en  this  reproves  my  loitering.    Say  where  lies 
The  oratory  ? 

•    OLD  BATHORT. 

Ascend  yon  flight  of  stain! 
Midway  the  corridor  a  silver  lamp 
Hangs  o'er  the  entrance  of  Sarolta's  chamber, 
And  fiicing  it,  the  low-arch'd  oratory ! 
Me  thou')t  find  watching  at  the  outward  gate : 
For  a  petard  might  burst  the  bars,  unheard 
By  the  drenched  porter,  and  Sarolta  houriy 
Elxpecis  Lord  Casimir,  spite  of  Emerick's 


BETHLEN. 

rniere  I  will  meet  you!  And  till  then  good  night! 
Dear  good  old  man,  good  night! 

OLD  BATHOBT. 

O  yet  one  moment! 
What  I  repell'd,  when  it  did  seem  ray  own, 
I  cling  to,  now  'tis  parting—- call  me  fiither! 
It  can  not  now  mislead  thee.    O  my  son. 
Ere  yet  our  tongues  have  leamt  another  name, 
Betfalen !— say — ^Father  to  me ! 

BETHLEN. 

Now,  and  for  ever' 
My  father !  other  sire  than  thou,  on  earth 
I  never  had,  a  dearer  could  not  have ! 
From  the  base  earth  you  raised  me  to  your  arms, 
Aad  I  mmld  leap  from  off  a  throne,  and  kneeling, 
AMkUeavea^Mhlemingfiomfhyliipa,   My  iatbeil 


BATBOBT. 
Go!Ck)! 

[Bethlen  hreakM  off  and  eaoL    Bathobt  Itill 
effectionaidy  afier  him. 
May  every  star  now  shining  over  vh. 
Be  at  an  angel's  eye,  to  watch  and  guard  him. 

[EaeU  BAisonr. 

Scene  change*  to  a  eplendid  Bed-Chamier,  img 
with  tapestry.  Sarolta  m  mt  degani  Ifigk 
Dreei,  and  an  Attendant 

ATTENDANT. 

We  all  did  love  her.  Madam ! 

SABOLTA. 

She  deserved  it! 
Lucklam  Glycine !  nA,  unhappy  girl ! 
Twas  the  first  time  she  e'er  deceived  bm. 

ATTENDANT. 

She  was  in  love,  and  had  she  not  died  dm, 
With  grief  for  Bethlen's  loss,  and  fear  of  LmIb, 
She  would  have  pined  herself  to  death  at  homeii 

SAROLTA. 

Has  the  youth's  fother  come  back  from  Us  searchf 

ATTENDANT. 

He  never  will,  I  fear  me,  O  dear  lady ! 
That  Lsska  did  so  triumph  o'er  the  old  man— 
It  was  quite  cruel — ^lou'S  be  sure,"  aaid  he, 
**To  meet  with  part  at  leatt  of  yomr  mm  Bethien, 
Or  the  war^wolf  tnuet  have  a  qmdt  digetliom  ! 
Qo!  Seardk  the  wood  by  aU  meant!  (h>!  Iprtyym 


Inhuman  wretch ! 


8AR0LTA* 


ATTENDANT. 

And  old  Bathoiy  answm'd 
With  a  sad  smile,  **Itie  a  wikk**  prayer. 
And  may  Heaven  read  it  backward*.**   Though  At 

was  rash, 
Twas  a  small  foult  for  such  a  punishment ! 

8AR0LTA. 

Nay !  'twas  my  grief,  and  ix)t  my  anger  spoke. 
Small  fault  indeed !  but  leave  me,  my  good  giri ! 
I  feel  a  weight  that  only  prayer  can  hghterL 

[Exit  Atieniaid. 
O  they  were  irmocent,  and  yet  have  perish'd 
In  their  May  of  life ;  and  V^ce  grows  old  in  triniDiih 
Is  it  Mercy's  hand,  that  for  die  bad  man  holds 

Life's  closing  gate  I 

Still  passing  thence  petitionary  hours 
To  woo  the  obdurate  spirit  to  repentance  f 
Or  would  this  dullness  tell  me,  that  there  is 
Guilt  too  enormous  to  be  duly  puniah'd. 
Save  by  increase  of  guilt  ?  "The  Powers  of  Evfl 
Are  jealous  claimants.    Guilt  too  hath  ita  ordeal. 
And  Hell  its  own  probation  .<— Merciffal  Heaven, 
Rather  than  this,  pour  down  upon  diy  suppliant 
Disease,  and  agony,  and  oomfortlem  want ! 
O  send  us  forth  to  wander  on,  unsheher'd ! 
Make  our  food  bitter  with  despised  tears ! 
Let  viperous  scorn  hiss  at  us  as  we  pass! 
Yea,  let  us  sink  down  at  our  enemy's  gate. 
And  beg  forgiveness  and  a  morsel  of  bread! 
Widi  all  the  heaviest  worldly  visitations. 
Let  the  dire  father's  cutm  that  hovers  o'er  us 
Work  out  its  dread  fulfilment,  and  the  spirit 
Of  wrong'd  Kiuprili  be  appeased.    1^  only, 
\  Ooily  t  O  mfiKaSoi  in  NVu^iMXtfitt  I  let  not 


ZAPOLYA. 


119 


goe  torn inwud  oa  my  Casimir's  mul! 
ilie  fiad  Ambition,  ind  restore  him 
bwitl  O  mve  him !  Save  my  huiband ! 
gke  hUer  part  <f  tkit  tpetck,  Emkuck 
\fKWvd  fromkuldding-fiact,  Saaolta 
Mm,  wiita^  Ttcogwing  him. 
a  ikther'B  cone  should  ooms. 

(fldvancing). 


8AK0LTA. 

Wlwaitthoaf  Robber!  TWtor! 


Friend! 
;ood  hour  hath  startled  these  dark  fancies, 
■  traitors,  that  would  fain  depose 
,  and  beaioty,  from  their  natural  thrones : 
]■,  those  angel  eyes,  that  regal  forehead 

8ABOLTA. 

■I  me,  Hearen!  I  must  not  seem  afraid ! 

[Amde, 
\  to-ni^t  then  deigns  to  play  the  masker, 
eks  your  Majesty  f 


But  yoius  is  tragic !  Lova  in  war !  It  charms  me^ 
And  makes  your  beauty  worth  a  king's  embraces! 

{Jhnrimg  Iku  tpeeck,  Bmtmlkk  eiUert  armei^ 


Sarolta's  love ; 
enck's  power  Ues  prostrate  at  her  feet 

•ABOI/TA. 

guard  die  sovereign's  power  from  such  de- 
basement! 
er,  Sire,  let  it  descend  in  vengeance 
Mse  ingrate,  on  die  fMthleas  riave 
red  unbar  die  doors  of  diese  retirements! 
nnf  Has  CSssimir  deserved  this  insult! 
liigiving  heart!  tf— tf— from  Heaven 
from  yoUf  I^Mfd  £menck ! 


Chiefly  from  me. 
not  like  an  lograte  robb*d  my  court 
ity's  star,  and  kept  my  heart  in  darkness ! 
m.  on  him  I  will  adnunbter  justice— 
I  mercy,  yet  in  love  and  rapture.  [Seizes  ker. 

8AK0LTA* 

Help! 


Roffiuiffbrbear!  Turn,  turn  and  flout  niy  swcnd ! 


Pish!  whokthisr 

8AR0LTA. 

O  sleepless  eye  of  Heaven ! 
A  blest,  a  blessed  spirit!  Whence  earnest  thont 
May  I  still  call  thee  Beddenf 


Ever,  lady, 
Tour  fiudifhl  soldier! 

EMKRICK. 

Insolent  slave !  Depart! 
Know'st  thou  not  sw  f 

BXTHLEN. 

I  know  thou  art  a  villain 
And  coward!  Tlmt,  thy  devilish  purpose  marks  diee ! 
What  else,  this  lady  must  instruct  my  sword ! 

SAKOLTA. 

Monster,  retire !  O  touch  him  not,  thou  blest  one ! 
This  is  die  hour,  that  fiends  and  damned  spirits 
Do  walk  die  earth,  and  take  what  form  ibsj  list! 
Ton  devil  hath  assumed  a  king's ! 

BrrHLEN. 

Usurp'dit! 


Call  louder!  Scream  again! 
you! 

8AR0LTA. 

Hear  me,  hear  me.  Heaven! 

XMERICC 

liy  diis  rage  f  Who  best  deserves  you  f  Gasmir, 
k'i  booght  implement,  the  jealous  slave 
ews  you  up  with  bolts  and  bars  f  or  Emerick, 
xdeis  you  a  throne  ?  Nay,  mine  jrou  shall  be. 
with  this  fond  resistance !  Tield ;  then  live 
nth  a  widow,  and  the  next  a  queen ! 

SAROLTA. 

'  one  brief  moment 

1  me,  I  coqjure  you. 

ke  Aroms  him  tf,  and  rtuhee  Umarde  a  Unlet. 

Emikick  JfcOaot,  and  as  she  takes  a  dagger, 

ktgnupe  ii  inker  hand. 

SMKRIOX. 

Ha!  ha!  adagger; 
ily  onMunant  for  a  lady's  casket! 
Id,  devotkn  is  aUn  lo  love, 


The  king  will  play  die  devil  widi  diee  indeed ! 
But  diat  I  mean  to  hear  diee  howl  on  the  rack, 
I  would  debase  this  sword,  and  lay  thee  prostrate, 
At  this  thy  paramour's  feet ;  then  drag  her  forth 
Stain'd  with  adulterous  blood,  and  [Then  to  Saxolta. 

— Mark  you,  traitress ! 
Stmmpeted  first,  dien  tum'd  adr^  to  beggary ! 
Thou  prayed'st  for't  toa 

8AR0LTA. 

Thou  art  so  fiendish  wicked* 
That  in  thy  blasphemies  I  scarce  hear  thy  threats. 

BXTHLXN 

Lady,  be  calm !  foar  not  this  king  of  the  buskin! 
A  king!  Oh  laughter!  A  king  ^jaset! 
That  from  some  vagrant  actor's  tyring-^oom. 
Hath  stolen  at  once  his  speech  and  crown ! 


[StrvggUng. 


'  Ah!  treason! 

Thou  hast  been  lesKm'd  and  trick'd  up  for  this! 
As  surely  as  die  wax  on  thy  death«warrant 
ISiall  take  the  impression  of  this  royal  signet, 
So  plain  thy  face  hath  ta'en  the  mask  of  rebel ! 
[Ehkrick  point*  his  hand  haughtily  touards  Bkth- 
LIN,  who  catching  a  sight  of  the  signO,  seizes 
his  hand  and  eagerly  observes  the  signet,  then 
JUngs  the  hand  back  with  indignant  joy. 

BETHLIN. 

It  must  be  so!  Tis  e'en  the  counterpart ! 

But  with  a  foul  tisurping  cipher  on  it ! 

The  light  hath  flash'd   from  Heaven,  and  I  must 

follow  it ! 
O  curst  usurper !  O  thou  brother-murderer ! 
That  madest  a  star-bright  queen  a  fugitive  widow ! 
Who  fill'st  die  land  widi  curses,  being  diyself 
All  curses  in  one  tyrant!  see  and  tremble ! 
This  is  Kiuprili's  sword  diat  now  hangs  o'er  tboe! 
JSjuprili's  blaadDg  cone,  dial  (torn  \t&  \affiSL 
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Shooti  lightniiigi  at  thee !  Hark !  id  Andreaa'  name. 
Heir  of  hia  vengeance !  hell-hoiind !  I  defy*diee. 

[They  /ghif  and  juM  as  Ememick  it  di$armedt  tn 
riak  Casimie,  Old  Bathost,  and  attendania. 
CAsnini  runs  in  between  the  combatants,  and 
parts  them :  in  the  struggle  BKTHLDt'a  sword 
is  thrown  down. 


CA8IMIS. 

The  king  dpann'd  too  by  a  stranger!  Speak! 
What  may  thii  mean  f 


Deceived,  diihonor*d  lord ! 
Aak  tfioa  yon  fidr  adultren !  ^e  will  tell  thee 
A  tale,  which  wouldst  thou  be  both  dupe  and  traitor, 
Hmhi  wilt  believe  against  thy  friend  and  sovereign ! 
Tlwu  art  present  now,  and  a  friend's  duty  ceases : 
To  thine  own  justice  leave  I  thine  own  wrongs. 
Of  half  Ihy  vengeance,  I  perforce  must  rob  thee. 
For  that  the  sovereign  claims.    To  thy  allegiance 
I  now  commit  this  traitor  and  assassin. 

[Then  to  the  Attendants. 
Hence  with  him  to  the  dungeon !  and  to-morrow, 
Ere  the  sun  rises, — hark !  your  heads  or  his! 

BKTHLEN. 

Can  Hell  work  miracles  to  mock  Heaven's  justice  T 

KMUIICK. 

Who  speaks  to  him  dies!  The  traitor  that  has  menaced 
His  king,  must  not  pollute  the  breathing  air. 
Even  with  a  word ! 

CASiMUi  (to  Bathort). 

Hence  with  him  to  the  dungeon! 

[Exit  Bkthlkn,  htrriod  cf  by  Bathoey  and 
Attendants. 


We  hunt  to-morrow  in  3rour  upland  forest : 

Thou  (to  Cabimie)  wilt  attend  us :  and  wilt  then 

explain 
This  sudden  and  most  fortunate  arrival. 

[Exit  Emkeick  ;  manent  Cabimie  and  Saeolta. 
sarolta. 
My  lord!  my  husband !  look  whoso  sword  lies  yonder! 
[Pointing  to  the  sword  which  Bethlen  had  been 
disarmed  of  by  the  Attendants. 
It  is  Kiuprili's;  Casimir,  'tis  thy  fiither's! 
And  wielded  by  a  stripling's  arm,  it  baffled. 
Yea,  fell  like  Heaven's  own  lightnings  on  that  Tar- 
quin. 

CABIMIE. 

Hush!  hush!  [In  an  under  voice. 

I  had  detected  ere  I  lefl  the  city 
The  tjrrant's  curst  intent    Lewd,  damn'd  ingrate ! 
For  hun  did  I  bring  down  a  father's  curse ! 
Swift,  swift  must  be  our  means !  To-morrow's  sun 
Sets  on  his  fate  or  mine !  O  blest  Sarolta ! 

[Embracing  her. 
No  other  prayer,  late  penitent,  dare  I  ofier, 
But  Uiat  thy  spotless  virtues  may  prevail 
O'er  Casimir's  crimes  and  dread  Kiuprili's  cune ! 

[Exeunt  consulting. 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I. 

A  Qlade  in  a  Wood. 

-^nier  Casimim,  looking  anxiously  around. 

CA8IMIR. 

Tbmat>edB  must  be  the  Bpot  I  0,  here  he  comfia! 


Enler  Loeo  Rudolph. 

Wen  met.  Lord  Ruddph! 

Tour  whisper  was  not  lost  upon  my  ear, 
Andldare  trust— 

LOED  EUDOLPH. 

Enough !  the  time  is  pcedou 
Ton  left  Temeswar  late  on  yester-eve  t 
And  sqjoum'd  there  some  hours  f 

CABIMIE. 

Ididso! 

LOED  EDDOLTH. 

Heard 
Aught  of  a  hunt  preparing? 

CABIMIE. 

Yes ;  and  met 
The  assembled  huntsmen ! 

LORD  EUDOLPH. 

Was  there  no  word  gii 

CASIMIR. 

The  word  for  me  was  this  f—The  royal  Leopard 
Chases  thy  mUk-white  dedicated  Ilind, 

LOED  EUDOLPH. 

Your  answer  f 

CABIMIE. 

As  the  word  proves  fake  or  tme. 
Will  Casimir  cross  the  hunt,  or  join  the  himiMif 

LOED  EUDOLPH. 

The  event  redeem'd  their  pledge  t 

CABIMIE. 

It  did.  and  dmei 
Have  I  sent  back  both  pledge  and  invitatioD. 
The  spotless  Hind  hath  fled  to  them  for  shelter. 
And  bears  with  her  my  seal  of  fellowship! 

[They  take  hands, 

LORD  E17D0LPH. 

But  Emerick !  how  when  you  reported  to  him 
Sorolta's  disappearance,  and  the  flight 
Of  Bethlen  with  his  guards  ? 

CABIMIE. 

O  he  received  it 
As  evidence  of  their  mutual  guilt :  in  fine. 
With  cozening  warmth  condoled  with,  and  dismii 
me. 

LORD  EtHMLPR. 

I  enter'd  as  ^o  door  was  closing  on  you : 
His  eye  wos  fix'd,  yet  seem'd  to  follow  you. 
With  such  a  look  of  hate,  and  soom  and  triumph 
As  if  he  had  you  in  the  toils  already. 
And  were  then  choosing  where  to  stab  you  fiist 
But  hush!  draw  back! 

CABIMIE. 

This  nook  is  at  the  fitfthest 
From  any  beaten  track. 

LOED  EUDOLPH. 

There!  mark  them! 
[Points  to  where  Labka  ondf  Fbbtalutz  cr 
the  Stage. 

CABIMIE. 

Last 

LOED  EUDOLPH. 

One  of  the  two  I  recognized  this  momipg; 
His  name  is  Pestalutz :  a  trus^  ruffian. 
Whose  &ce  is  prologue  still  to  some  dark  muider. 
Beware  no  stratagem,  no  trick  of  meoage. 
Dispart  you  from  yovit  servants. 

cikSi»i&  ^asuieV 
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■de  of  dM<  ruffian  is  my  servant; 
[  tnMtod  1BO0K  vod  most  preferred. 
art  pot    What  makes  the  king  80  late? 
I  noitto  be  an  early  stirrer. 

IX>U>  EUDOLPH. 

And  his  main  policy 
I  lbs  fllnggBrd  natore  in  ourselves 
[  troth,  the  better  half  of  the  secret 
t  the  world :  for  the  will  governs  all. 
ky  lowers !  the  cross-winds  waywardly 
ftiiH»«ri<»  masses  of  the  clouds 
U  mockery  of  the  coming  hunt ! 

CAsmnu 
der  mass !  I  make  it  wear  the  shape 
I  ram  that  butts  with  head  depress'd. 

UORD  RUDOLPH  (SflttZtl^). 

me  stray  sheep  of  the  oozy  flock, 
•  baids  lie  not,  the  Sea-shepherds  tend, 
w  Proteus.    But  my  fimcy  shapes  it 
m  ooQchant  on  a  rocky  shelf 

CASIXIR. 

.  the  edges  of  the  lurid  mass — 
■s  if  some  idly-veiing  Sprite, 
wing  coasting  by,  with  techy  hand 
It  the  ringlets  of  the  vaporous  Fleece. 
«  sure  signs  of  confhct  nigh  at  hand, 

BfTt*'^^  war! 

[A  stngle  Trumpet  heard  at  a  distance. 

LORD  RUDOLTB. 

That  single  blast 
ces  that  the  tyrant's  pawing  courser 
at  the  gate  l^  ^cOey  of  TnaqteU. 

Hark!  now  die  king  comes  forth! 
r  madrt  thk  ciah  of  horns  and  clarions 
Ota  his  steed,  which  proudly  rears  an-end 
le  kxiks  round  at  ease,  and  scans  the  crowd, 
his  stately  form  and  horsemanship ! 
iway !  my  absence  may  be  noticed. 

OASnOR. 

VM  camt,  essay  to  lead  the  hunt 
f  the  forest  durts;  and  ere  high  noon 
our  sworn  confederates  from  Temeswar. 
era  yet  this  clouded  sun  slopes  weitward, 
merick's  death,  or  Casimir's,  will  appease 
inea  of  Zapolya  and  Kiuprili ! 

[£nf  Rudolph  and  tnanet  Cabihir. 

diar,  Ladrn* 

It  Steolta,  simple,  inexperienced, 

lee  him  m  he  was,  and  often  wam*d  me. 

»  leam'd  die  this  ?— ^  she  was  ifinocent! 

.  be  innocent  is  nature's  wisdom ! 

xigo46ve  knows  the  prowleri  of  the  air, 

soon  M  seen,  and  flutters  back  to  shelter. 

m  yoong  steed  recoils  upon  his  haunches, 

Bver^Useen  adder's  hiss  first  heard. 

r  than  Suspicion's  hundred  eyes 

,  fine  seme,  which  to  the  pure  in  heart, 

te  oppognancy  of  their  own^goodness, 

lb  the  approach  of  evil.    Casiqiir ! 

!  O  parricide!  through  yon  wood  didst  thou, 

fire  and  sword,  poisue  a  patriot  fiither, 

km  and  an  ori»han.    Darest  thou  then 

»4aden  wretch),  put  forth  these  hands  to  raise 

Ilk,  all  saoed,  of  thy  country's  cause! 

down  in  pi^  oo  thy  son,  Kiuprili ; 

M  tfaii  deep  abborrence  of  his  crime, 


Unstain'd  with  selfish  fears,  be  his  atonement ! 

0  strengthen  him  to  nobler  compensation 
In  the  deliverance  of  his  bleeding  country ! 

[£ntCA8iifn. 

Scene  ckmgee  to  the  mouth  of  a  Cavern,  at  in  Act  IL 
Zapolya  and  Gltoink  diacoeered, 

ZAPOLTA. 

Our  firiend  is  gone  to  seek  some  safor  cave. 
Do  not  then  leave  me  long  alone.  Glycine ! 
Having  ei\)oy'd  thy  commune,  loneliness, 
That  but  oppress'd  me  hitherto,  now  scares. 

OLTCINE. 

1  shall  know  Bethlen  at  the  furthest  distance. 
And  the  same  moment  I  descry  him,  lady, 
I  win  return  to  you.  [Exit  GLTCiifX. 

Enter  Old  Bathort,  speaking  at  he  entert. 

old  bathort. 
Who  hears  f  A  firiend ! 
A  messenger  finm  him  who  bears  the  signet! 

[Zapolya,  ib*o  had  been  gazing  qffectionatdy  ajter 
Glycinr,  ttartt  at  Bathory's  voice. 
He  hath  the  watch-word !— Art  thou  not  Bathory  f 

OLD  BATHORY. 

0  noble  lady!  greetings  finm  your  son! 

[Bathory  kneeU. 

ZAPOLYA. 

Rise!  rise!  Or  shall  I  rather  kneel  beside  thee. 
And  call  down  blessings  firom  the  wealth  of  Heaven 
Upon  thy  honored  headt  When  thou  hut  saw'st  me 

1  would  full  &tn  have  knelt  to  thee,  and  could  not. 
Thou  dear  old  man!  How  oil  since  then  in  dreams 
Have  I  done  worship  to  thee,  as  an  aiigel 
Bearing  my  helpless  babe  upon  thy  wings! 

OLD  BATHORY. 

O  he  was  bom  to  honor !  Gallant  deeds 
And  perilous  hath  he  wrought  since  yester^ve. 
Now  fiom  Temeswar  (for  to  him  was  trusted 
A  lifo,  save  thine,  the  dearest)  he  hastes  hither — 


ZAPOLYA. 

Lady  Sarolta  mean'st  thouf 

OLD  BATHORY. 

She  issafo. 
The  royal  brute  hath  overleapt  his  prey, 
And  when  he  tum'd,  a  sworded  Virtue  fiiced  him. 
My  own  brave  boy— O  pardon,  noble  lady !  ' 

Your  son 

ZAPOLYA. 

Hark!  Is  it  he? 

OLD  BATHORY. 

I  hear  a  voice 
T\)o  hoarse  for  Bethlen's!  "T  was  his  scheme  and  hope. 
Long  ere  the  hunters  could  approach  the  forest, 
To  have  led  you  hence. — ^Retire. 

ZAPOLYA. 

O  life  of  terrors ! 

OLD  BATHORY. 

In  the  cave's  mouth  we  have  such 'vantage-ground 
That  even  this  old  arm — 

[Exeunt  Zapolya  and  Bathory  into  the  Cane. 

Enter  Laska  and  PESTALtrrz. 

LA8KA. 

Not  a  Step  further! 

F18TALUTZ. 

Dastard!  was  this  your  promise  to  the  kijif^t 


118 


COLEItlDGE'S  POETICAL  WORKa 


JJkMKA. 

I  have  falfiU'd  his  oiden ;  have  walk*d  with  yon 
Ab  with  a  friend ;  have  pointed  oat  Lord  Cannur : 
And  now  I  leave  you  to  take  care  of  him. 
For  the  king's  purpoees  are  doubtleM  friendly. 

TMSTAum  d^ptcUng  to  ffarQ. 
Be  OQ  your  guard,  man! 

hAMKA  {in  qffirighti. 

Ha!  what  now t 

PBTALUTZ. 

Behind  yon 
Twaa  one  of  Satan*i  impi,  that  grinn'd,  and  threat* 

en'd  you 
For  your  most  impudent  hope  to  cheat  hit  maiter! 

LABKA. 

Pdiaw!  What,  you  think  'tii  fear  that  makai  me 
leave  you  ? 

PESTALirra. 
Ii't  not  enough  to  play  the  knave  to  othen, 
But  thou  muit  lie  to  thine  own  heartt 

LASKA  (pompotu/y). 
Friend !  Laska  will  be  (bund  at  Iub  own  poet; 
Watching  elsewhere  for  the  king's  interest 
There's  a  rank  pbt  that  Loska  must  hunt  dowiu 
Twizt  Bethlen  and  Glycine ! 

nsTALDTZ  (wttik  a  tneer). 

What!  the  giri 
Whom  Ltika  saw  tiie  war-wolf  tear  in  pieceif 

LAUA  {tkromng  down  a  bcw  and  arrovM ). 
WeU!  there's  my  arms!  Hark!  should  your  javelin 

fiul  you, 
Theee  points  are  tipt  with  venom. 

[StarU  and  mm  Gltcini  without 
By  Heaven!  Glycine! 
Now,  as  you  love  the  king,  help  me  to  seize  her! 

[They  run  out  afler  Glycink,  and  the  tkrieka  with- 
out :  then  enter  Batuory  from  the  Ckmem. 

OLD  BATHOKY. 

Rest,  lady,  rest !  I  feel  in  every  sinew 

A  young  man's  strength  returning !  Which  way  vnot 

they? 
The  shriek  came  thence. 

[Claah  of  twordst  and  Bkthlxn's  voice  heard  from 
behind  the  Scenes ;  Glycine  enters  aiarmed ; 
thent  ai  seeing  Laska's  6010  and  arrows. 

GLYCINE. 

Ha !  weapons  here  f  Then,  Bethlen,  thy  Glycine 
Will  die  with  thee  or  save  thee ! 

[She  seizes  them  and  rushes  ouL  Bathory  following 
her.  Lively  and  irregular  Music,  and  Peasants 
with  hunting-spears  cross  the  stage,  singing  cho- 
rally. 

CHORAL  SONG. 

Up,  up !  ye  dames,  ye  lasses  gay ! 
To  the  meadows  trip  away. 
Tis  you  miist  tend  the  flocks  this  mom, 
And  scare  the  small  birds  from  the  com. 
Not  a  soul  at  home  may  slay : 

For  the  shepherds  must  go 

With  lance  and  bow 
To  hunt  the  wolf  in  the  woods  to-day. 

Leave  the  hearth  and  leave  the  house 
To  the  cricket  and  the  mouse : 


Find  gnmuun  oat  a  Hmny  teat. 
With  babe  and  knbUB  at  her  ioet 
Not  a  soul  at  home  may  May : 

For  the  shepherds  raosi  go 

With  lance  and  bow 
To  hunt  the  wolf  in  the  woods  to-day. 

Re-^nter,  at  ths  ^mtsmenpasttf,  BiaTBOftY,  JBdva 

oiii  Gltcuix. 

GLTdNB  (lesam^  on  Brhlbi). 
And  nowanca  more  a 


•KTHLEN. 

Wiaitdien 
That  timid  eye,  was  it  those  maiden  hands 
That  sped  the  shaft  which  saved  me  and  avenged'ast 

OLD  BATHORY  (fo  BrtHI.EN  exultmgl^ 

Twas  a  vision  blainn'd  on  a  doud 
By  lightning,  shaped  into  a  pQssiaiiate 
Of  liA  and  death !  I  saw  the  traitor. 

Stoop  and  snatch  up  the  javelin  of  his , 

The  point  was  at  jrour  back,  when  her  shaft  nmk*i 

him 
The  coward  tum'd,  and  at  the  self-same  instant 
The  braver  viUain  fell  beneath  your  swoid. 

Enter  Zapolya. 

ZAPOLYA. 

Bethlen !  my  child !  and  safe  too! 


Mocher! 


Royal  Zapo]]^ !  name  me  And 
Nor  blame  thy  son,  if  being  a  kin^  he  yet 
Hath  made  his  own  arm,  minister  of  his  jwlifi 
So  do  the  Gods  who  hmch  the  thandOTbolt! 

ZAFOLTA. 

ORaabKiuprili!  Friend!  Procedv!  Gnidt! 
In  vain  we  trench'd  the  altar  round  with  walsny 
A  flash  from  Heaven  hath  touch'd  the  hidden  inceM» 

BKTHLKN  {hastUy). 
And  that  m^estic  form  that  stood  beside  thee 
WaiRaabKiupriU! 

SAFOLYA. 

It  was  Raab  Kinprili ; 
As  sure  aa  thou  art  Andreas,  and  the  king. 

OLD  BATHORT. 

Hail  Andreas!  haU  my  king!  [TWanydM^ 

ANDREAS. 

Stop,  thou  revorad  sn! 
Lest  we  offend  the  jealous  destinies 
By  shouts  ere  victory.    Deem  it  then  thy  dvtf 
To  pay  this  homage,  when  'tis  mine  to  daim  it 

GLYCINE. 

Accept  thine  hand-maid's  service !  [JTwwffiy 

ZAPOLYA 

Raise  her,  sob! 

0  raise  her  to  thine  arms!  she  saved  thy  life, 

And  through  her  love  for  thee,  aha  aaved  thy  modHr'f! 
Hereafter  thou  shalt  know,  that  thia  dear  maid 
Hath  other  and  hereditary  claims 
Upon  thy  heart,  and  with  Heaven-guarded  ivtiiMl 
But  carried  on  the  work  her  sire  began! 

ANDREAS. 

Dear  maid !  more  dear  thou  canst  not  be !  te  rart 
Shall  make  my  love  religion.    Hasto  we  henoa; 
For  as  I  reach'd  the  skirts  of  this  high  forest, 

1  heard  the  noise  and  uproar  of  the  chase, 
DoubUn^  \\a  «diMa  ixom  the  moonlain  foot 
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OLYCIWL 

■m  At  hnt  ftppioaciiei. 

amd  mjknurda  dUkmi  ihimier. 


BAFOLTA. 

OKinpriU! 

OLD  lATBOKT. 

©f  themiddlo  air 

■U  cry,  mnd  scare  with  arrowy  fire 

lly!  ttA!  now  here,  now  there,  a  hom 

b^  with  incgalar  blaat!  the  tempett 

lei'd  them! 

It  heard  asfrem  dijlkrent  place$  at  a  duttnee. 

SAFOLTA. 

O  Heeven!  where  staye  Kiuprilif 

I  OLD  BATBOET. 

od  will  he  aumiimded !  leave  me  here. 

AlfDEKAS. 

her!  let  me  aee  fAee  once  in  nfety, 
n  harten  hack,  with  lightniiig*i  ajMsed, 
:dieheio! 

OLD  BATHOET. 

Haate!  my  life  upon  it, 
lehimaafe. 

ARDBXA8  {flaader  again). 

Ha!  what  a  crash  was  there ! 
t  aeem  to  churn  a  mightier  crimiiial 

[Pointing  loitAoirt  to  tie  body  of  PiSTALim. 
on  irile  auteltem. 

XAPOLTA. 

Your  behest.  High  Pbwen, 
obey!  to  the  appointed  spirit, 
nth  so  long  kept  watdi  rofond  this  droar  cavern, 
rent  frith,  Kinprili,  I  intrust  thee ! 
lEuMnt  Zapolta,  AifDKEAfl,  and  Gltcine, 
Andbeab  having  in  haate  drcpl  hie  eword, 
Manet  Bathokt. 


old  BATHOET. 

eeding  corse,  {pointing  to  Pi8talutz*b  bedfi 

may  work  ns  mischief  still : 
Ben,  'twill  rouse  alarm  and  crowd  the  hunt 
il  parta  towarda  this  spot    Strip!  of  its  armor, 
ig  it  hither. 
Scil  Bathoet.    Afkr  a  while  eevertd  Htmfrrs 

erou  the  etage  ae  $cattered.  Some  time  after  t 

enter  Kiuteili  in  hie  disguiaej  fainting  with 

fatigue^  and  as  jntraued, 
MAB  KIUTEILI  {throming  cff  hit  dieguiee). 
Heaven  akme  can  save  me.  Heaven  alone 
be  Hoy  trost. 
[Then  epeaJdng  at  to  Zapolta  in  the  Cknem. 
Haste!  haste!  Zapolya,flee! 
3e  entert  the  Cavern^  and  then  retmme  in  tdarm. 
Seiaad  peihapsf  Oh  no,  let  me  not  perish 
iring  of  Heaven's  justice !  Faint,  disarm*d, 
■new  poweriess,  senselesi  rock  sustain  me ! 
Bit  paieel  of  my  native  land. 

[Then  oheerving  the  eword. 
A  sword! 
md  fliy  sword!  Zapolya  hath  escaped, 
Biirderen  are  baffled,  and  there  lives 
iBdieaa  to  avenge  Kinprili's  &U! — 
e  WH  a  time,  when  this  deer  sword  did  flaah 
rcadful  aa  the  storm-fire  from  mine  anna : 
1  naree  raise  it  now — yet  come,  fell  tyrant  I 
bfing  widi  diee  my  sliorae  and  bitter  angnidi, 
nd  kit  work  and  diine !  Kinprili  now 
^  the  death-bknv  aa  a  euldior  eboukL 

R 


Re-enter  Bathoet,  wiA  He  dead  body  of  PmALim. 

OLD  BATHOET. 

Poor  tool  and  victhn  of  another's  gnflt! 
TboQ  foUow'st  heavily :  a  reluctant  wei^ ! 
Good  truth,  it  is  an  undeaerved  honor 
That  in  Zapolya  and  Kiuprifi's  cave 
A  wretch  like  thee  riionld  find  a  burial-places 

[Then  obterting  KioniLL 
Tis  he!— in  Andreas'  and  Zapolya's  name 
Follow  me,  raverend  ibnn  f  Tboa  needit  not  mwal^ 
For  thou  canst  he  no  other  than  Kiuprili! 

KIUPEILL 

And  are  they  aafef  [Noiae  without 

OLD  BATHOET. 

Conceal  yomaelC  my  Lofd. 
I  wiU  mislead  lh«m! 

KltJPEILL 

Is  Zapolya  aalht 

OLD  BATHOET. 

I  donbt  it  not;  but  haste,  haste,  I  oixQare  yoa! 

[Am  he  retiree,  ta  rualef  Cabimul 

CAsmnHentering). 

MooBler! 
Thou  shalt  not  now  eacape  me! 

OLD  BATHOET. 

Slop,  Lord  Caaimir! 
It  is  no  moiBrtier. 

CABimB. 

Art  thou  too  a  tnilorf 
Is  this  the  place  where  Emerick's  mnrderen  lurkf 
Say  where  is  he  diikt,  trick'd  in  this  diagnise, 
Fint  lured  me  on,  then  scared  my  dastard  ibUowenf 
Thou  must  have  seen  him.  Say  where  is  th'  asaasainf 
OLD  BATHOET  (pointing  to  the  body  of  PmALUTi). 
There  lies  the  asaassin !  slain  by  that  same  sword 
That  was  descending  on  his  cuist  empkyer. 
When  entering  thou  beheld'st  Sarolla  rescued ! 

CASIHIE. 

Strange  providence !  what  then  was  ho  who  ied  mef 
[Bathoet  pointt  to  the  Caeem^  whentce  Kiupeiu 
adfoancee. 
Thy  looks  speak  fearful  things !  Whither,  old  man ! 
Would  thy  hand  point  me  f 

OLD  bathoet. 

Casimir,  to  thy  fiither. 
CASIMIE  {diteoeering  KiunuLi). 
The  curse!  the  curae !  Open  and  swollow  me, 
Unateady  eanh !  Fall,  dxBy  rocks !  and  hide  me! 

OLD  bathoet  (fO  KlUPEILlX 

Speak,  speak,  my  Lord ! 

KiuTEiu  (hddt  out  the  eword  to  Bathoet). 

Bid  him  ftilfil  hw  work! 

CABIMIE. 

Thou  art  Heaven's  immediate  minister,  dread  spirit ! 
O  fitr  sweet  mercy,  take  some  other  form. 
And  save  me  iiom  perdition  and  despair ! 


.  OLD  BATHOET. 

He  lives! 

CABIMIE. 

^lIvob!  a  fiuher'a  cune  can  never  die ! 
KiuPEiLi  (in  a  tone  qf  pity). 
O  Caaimir!  Caaimir! 

old  bathoet. 

Look !  he  doth  forgive  you! 

Hark!  tie  the  tyrant'a  voice. 

\£iinL\ci:% 
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CASIMIR. 

I  kneel,  I  kneel ! 
Retract  thy  cane !  O,  by  my  mother'v  ashes, 
Have  pity  od  thy  aelf-aUioiTuig  child ! 
If  not  for  me,  yet  for  my  innocent  wife, 
Yet  for  my  countiy's  aake,  give  my  arm  strength, 
Permitting  me  again  to  call  thee  &ther! 

KiarRiiJ. 
Son,  I  forgive  thee !  Take  thy  fiither's  twmd ; 
When  thoa  shalt  lift  it  in  thy  cowitiy's  cause. 
In  that  same  iitttant  doth  thy  fiither  bless  thee ! 

[KiUPRiLi  and  C4SIMUI  embrace ;  they  aU  retire 
to  the  Cavern  tupportingKiutRihi.  Cabimul 
a$  by  accident  drppa  hii  robe^  and  Batiiort 
thnwi  it  over  the  body  tf  Festalutz. 
EMKRICK  (entering). 
Fools!  Cowards!  follow— or  by  Hell  Til  make  you 
Find  reason  to  fear  Emerick,  more  than  all 
The  mummer^fionds  that  ever  masqueraded 
As  gods  or  wood-nymphs ! — 

Then  sees  the  body  of  Festalutz,  covered  by 
Casimi&'s  doak. 

Ha!  'tis  done  then! 
Our  necessary  villain  hath  proved  faithful. 
And  there  lies  Casimir,  and  our  last  fears ! 

Well!— Ay,  well! 

And  is  it  not  well  f  For  though  grafted  on  us, 
And  fill'd  too  vt^th  our  sap,  the  deadly  power 
Of  the  parent  poison-tree  lurk'd  in  its  fibres : 
There  was  too  much  of  Raab  Kiuprili  in  him: 
The  old  enemy  look*d  at  me  in  his  face. 
E'en  when  his  words  did  flatter  me  M,ith  duty. 

[As  Emerick  moves  towards  the  body,  enter  from 
the  Cavern  Cabimir  aiul  Bathort. 

OLD  BATHORT  (pointing  to  where  the  noise  is,  and  aside 

to  Casimir). 
This  way  they  come ! 

CASIMIR  (aside  to  Batiiorv). 

Hold  them  in  check  awhile. 
The  path  is  narrow !  Rudolph  will  assist  thee. 

BMERICK  (aside,  not  perceiving  Carimik  and  Bathort, 
and  looking  at  the  dead  body). 

And  ere  I  ring  the  alarum  of  my  sorrow, 

I  '11  scon  that  face  once  more,  and  murmur — Here 

Lies  Casimir,  the  last  of  the  Kiuprilis ! 

[Uncovers  the  face,  and  starts. 
Hell!  'tis  Festalutz! 

CASIMIR  (coming  forward). 

Yes,  thou  ingrate  Emerick ! 
Tis  Festalutz!  'tis  thy  trusty  murderer! 
To  quell  thee  more,  see  Roab  KiupriU's  vvfor^ ! 

EMERICK. 

Curses  on  it,  and  thee!  Think'st  thou  that  petty  omen 
Dare  whiitper  fear  to  Kmerick's  destiny  ? 
Ho!  Treason!  Treason! 

CASIMIR. 

Then  have  at  thee,  tyrant! 
[They fight    Emerick /afls. 

EMERICK. 

Retray'd  and  baffled 

By  mine  own  tool ! Oh !  [Dies. 

CASIMIR  (triumphantly). 

Hear,  hear,  ray  father! 
Thou  shouldst  have  witness'd  thuie  own  deed.    O 

father! 
fVako  from  that  envious  swoon!  The  tyrant's  fallen! 
Tby  sword  hath  conqner'd !  Ah  I  lifted  it. 


Thy  bleanng  did  indeed  deaoend  upon  me ; 
Didodging  the  dread  cune.    It  flew  fiHth  fiom  me 
And  lighted  on  the  tyrant! 

Enter  Rudolph,  Batbort,  and  Attendants. 

RiTDOLPU  and  bathort  (eniering). 

Friends !  fiiends  to  GMUiir! 

casimir. 
Rejoice,  niyrians !  the  usurper's  ialleii. 

RUDOLPH. 

So  perish  tyrants !  so  end  usurpation ! 

CASIMIR. 

Bear  hence  the  body,  and  move  slowly  on! 

One  moment 

Devoted  to  a  joy,  that  bean  no  witnesa, 
I  follow  yovL,  and  we  will  greet  our  ooonliymai 
With  the  two  best  and  fullest  gifb  of  Heavei^— 
A  tyrant  &llen,  a  patriot  chief  restored ! 

[Exeunt  Casimir  into  the  Cavern.   J%e  rest  m 
the  opposite  side. 

Scene  changes  to  a  sjdmdid  Chmdter  m  CAinoR'i 
Castle.    Confederates  disoooered. 

FIRST  CONFEDERATE. 

It  cannot  but  succeed,  friends.    From  this  palace 
E'en  to  the  wood,  our  messengers  are  posted 
^th  such  short  interspace,  that  fkst  as  sound 
Can  travel  to  us,  we  shall  learn  the  evmt! 

Enter  another  Confederate. 

What  tidings  from  Temeswar? 

second  confederate. 

With  one  voice 
Th'  assembled  chieftains  have  deposed  the  tfimt; 
He  is  proclaim'd  the  public  enemy. 
And  the  protection  of  the  law  withdrawn. 

first  confederate. 
Just  doom  for  him,  who  governs  without  law ! 
Is  it  knowm  on  whom  the  sov'rcignty  will  &U  f 

second  confederate. 
Nothing  is  yet  decided :  but  report 
Points  to  Lord  Cainniir.    The  grateful  memecy 
Of  his  renowned  father 

Enter  Sarolta. 

Hail  to  SaroliB. 
sarolta. 
Confederate  friends !    I  bring  to  you  a  joy 
Worthy  our  noble  cause !  Kiuprili  lives. 
And  from  his  obscuro  exile,  hnth  rctum'd 
To  bless  our  country.     More  and  greater  tidings 
Might  I  disclose ;  but  that  a  woman's  voice 
Would  mar  the  wondrous  tale.    Wait  we  for  him 
The  parmer  of  the  glory — Raab  Kiuprili ; 
For  he  alone  is  worthy  to  announce  it. 

[Skmds  of  "  Kiuprili,  Kiuprili !"  and  "  The  Tynml'i 
fallen !"  without.  Then  enter  Kiuprili,  Casixii, 
Rudolph,  Bathory,  and  Attemtants,  after  ike 
clamor  has  subsided. 

RAAB  kiuprili. 

Spore  yet  your  joy,  my  friends !  A  higher  waits  you: 
Behold  your  Queen ! 

Enter  from  opposite  side,  Zapolta  and  Andrsai 
royally  attired,  with  Glycine. 

confederates. 
Comes  she  from  heaven  to  Uass  osf 
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Its!  1Kb! 


lAPdLTA. 

Hesren'i  wotk  of  grace 


■h  *■  kennnlsr 


fuU! 


KAAIKIUPUIJ. 

Royal  Zapolya! 
^  powen,  pay  we  our  duty  fint ; 

;  alona  "laoaBived  thoe,  but  fn  thee 

Ami  fir  our  comHiy,  the  one  precioas  branch 
or  AimIum*  royal  boiue.    O  countrymen, 
HibiM  your  Khig!'  And  thank  our  ooimtiy'i  genim, 
Itet  tba  MUM  mnawr  which  have  preaerred  our 

aoTeieign, 
Bkw9  likowiae  reared  him  worthier  of  the  throne 
By  Tiftae  llian  fay  birth.    The  ondoobted  pioo& 
Fledged  by  hia  royal  mother,  and  this  old  man 
(Wboaa  nana  henoefordi  be  dear  to  all  lUyriam), 
Wa  hMlB  to  lay  befire  the  amembled  ooondL 


The  powerful  interceasion  of  thy  virtue. 
Lady  Sarolta  t  Siill  acknowledge  me 
Thy  fiiithful  soldier! — ^But  what  invocation 
Shall  my  full  soul  address  to  thee,  Glycine  f 
Thou  si^x>rd,  that  leap'st  from  ibrth  a  bed  of 
Thou  falcon-hearted  dove  f 


Ul  Andiepi!  Hail,  IUyna*s  rightful  king ! 


ANDKXA8. 

ftippofted  thus,  O  friends !  'twere  cowardice 

VnwQvdiy  of  a  royal  birth,  to  shrink 

Asm  the  appointed  charge.    Tet,  while  we  wait 

TVs  awfbl  sanction  of  convened  Illyrta, 

htba  brief  while,  O  let  me  feel  myself 

Iks  child,  the  friend,  the  debtor S— Heroic  mother!— 

But  what  can  breath  add  to  that  sacred  name  f 

KiopriUl  gift  of  Providence,  to  teach  us 

Tliat  loyalty  is  hot  the  pubtie  firm 

or  the  sabUmest  fiiendshipb  let  my  youth 

Climb  round  thee,  as  die  vine  around  its  elm : 

llioo  my  support,  and  /  thy  feithful  fruitage. 

Uf  heart  is  full,  and  these  poor  words  express  not 

They  are  but  an  art  to  check  in  over-swelling. 

Bidkory !  riuink  not  from  my  filial  arms ! 

Kow,  snd  from  henceforth,  thou  shalt  not  forbid  me 

Tocdl  thee  fiitber!  And  dare  I  forget 


ZAPOLTA. 

Hear  that  from 
For  ere  she  lived,  her  father  saved  thy  life, 
Thine,  and  thy  fugitive  mother's ! 


me,  son! 


CASIMUU 

Chef  Ragooi! 

0  shame  upon  my  head !  I  would  have  given  her 
To  a  base  slave ! 

ZAPOLYA. 

Heaven  overruled  thy  purpose. 
And  sent  an  angel  {Pointing  to  Saeolta)  to  thy  house 

to  guard  her ! 
Thou  precious  bark!  freighted  with  all  oar  treasures ! 

[7b  Andrbas. 
The  sport  of  tempests,  and  yet  ne'er  the  victim. 
How  many  may  claim  salvage  in  thee ! 

{Pointing  to  Gltcink).        Take  her,  son ! 
A  queen  that  brings  with  her  a  richer  dowry 
Than  orient  kings  can  give ! 

8AK0LTA. 

A  banquet  waits  !— 
On  this  auspicious  day,  for  some  few  hours 

1  claim  to  be  your  hostess.    Scenes  so  awful 
With  floshing  light,  force  wisdom  on  us  all ! 
E'en  women  at  the  distaff  hence  may  see, 
That  bod  men  may  rebel,  but  ne'er  be  free; 
May  whisper,  when  the  waves  of  faction  foam. 
None  love  their  country,  but  who  love  their  home ; 
Fur  freedom  con  with  Uiose  alone  abide. 

Who  woar  the  golden  chain,  with  honest  pride, 
Of  love  and  duty,  at  their  own  fircHiide  : 
While  mad  ambition  ever  doth  caress 
Its  own  sure  fate,  in  its  own  restlessness ! 
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A   DRAMA. 


TRANSLATED  FROM  THE  GERMAN  OF  SCHILLER 


PREFACE. 


It  HH  mjr  intentioa  to  have  prefixed  a  life  of  Wal- 
IcBMein  to  this  translation;  but  I  found  that  it  must 
^i^  have  occupied  a  space  wholly  disproportionate 
lo  ths  Dstore  of  the  publication,  or  have  been  merely 
*  >BssgPB  catalogue  of  events  narrated  not  more 
fully  Uan  they  already  are  in  the  Flay  itself.  The 
'*(«U  translalioo,  likewise,  of  Schiller's  H'utory  of 
^  Hurty  Yeav'  War  dimiDubed  Uw  motivai  Uwreto. 


In  the  translation  I  endeavored  to  render  my  Author 
UteraUy  wherever  I  was  not  prevented  by  absolute 
diflerences  of  idiom ;  but  I  am  conscious,  that  in  two 
or  three  short  passages  I  have  been  guilty  of  dilating 
the  original ;  and,  from  anxiety  to  give  the  full 
meaning,  have  weakened  the  force.  In  the  metre  I 
have  availed  myself  of  no  other  liberties  thon  those 
which  Schiller  had  permitted  to  himself,  except  the 
occosional  breaking-up  of  the  line  by  the  substitu- 
tion of  a  tzochee  for  an  iambic;  of  which  libnrty,  so 
frequent  in  our  tragedies,  1  find  no  instance  va  \fc«aft 
dramas. 
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THE  WCOOLOMINI,  ETC. 


ACT  L 

SCENE  I. 

AnMOcOAiCkawJiermaieCkmMnl'Haum^Pa^ 
decorated  wUk  CdoraoMi  olker  War  iMigmtu 

lULO  wUkBotLKRond Uouua. 

ILLO. 

Te  hftTv  cone  late— but  ye  are  oome !  Hie  dittuice, 
Coont  iMlan,  excoeee  your  delay. 

XBOLANL 

Add  tfufl  too,  that  we  come  not  empty-handed. 
At  Donauwert*  it  wae  reported  to  us, 
A  Swedkh  caraTan  was  od  in  way 
Tranaportiiig  a  rich  cargo  of  provinoD, 
Almoit  nz  hundred  wagons.    This  my  Croata 
Plunged  down  upon  and  leiied,  this  wei^ity  priie  \— 
We  bring  it  hither 

ILLO. 

Juat  in  time  to  banquet 
The  Ulustrioos  company  asKmbled  here. 

BUTLKK. 

Tif  an  alive !  n  alining  scene  here ! 


BUTXnU 

Both  wile  and  daughter  does  the  Duke  ca& 
He  crowds  in  visitantB  from  all  sides. 


noLkm. 


Hm! 


So  much  die  better!  I  had  filmed  my  moid 
To  hear  of  naught,  but  warlike  drcumstanoe^ 
Of  marchesi  and  attacks,  and  batterieas 
And  lo!  the  Duke  provides,  that  inmetfaing  ^09 
Of  gender  sort,  and  k>Yely,  should  be  pfeoant 
To  feast  our  eyea. 

iLLO  {who  haa  been  atamding  la  ike  attitude  tfm 
fotioii,  to  BuTLXft,  wihom  ie  leadeaVtlk  oi 
side). 

And  how  came  you  to  know 

That  the  Count  Galas  joins  us  nott 

BDTLKB. 


I80LANI. 


Ay! 


He  impmtuned  me  to  remain  behind. 

ILLO  {wilh  wartntk). 
And  you  I — ^You  hokl  out  firmly  f 

[Gratping  hie  hand  with  «^kA 
Noble  Buder! 

BDTLKR. 

After  the  obligation  which  the  Duke 
Had  laid  so  newly  on  mo 

ILLO. 

IhadftigQMa 
A  pleoaani  duty— M^jorCSenersJt, 
I  wish  you  joy! 

ISOLANL 

What,  you  mean,  of 
I  hear,  too,  that  to  make  the  gift  stiU 
The  Duke  has  given  him  the  very 
In  which  he  finrt  saw  service,  and  nioe  thtm 
Work'd  himself,  step  by  stop,  through  each ; 
From  the  ranks  upwards.    And  verily,  it  gi?es 
A  precedent  of  hope,  a  spur  of  action 
To  the  whole  corps,  if  once  in  their  remenbifaM 
An  old  deserving  soldier  makes  his  way. 

BUTLER. 

I  am  perplexed  and  doubtful,  whether  or  no 

I  dara  accept  this  your  congratulation. 

The  Emperor  has  not  yet  confirm'd  the  appoinnns 

IS0L4ICL 

Seize  it,  friend!  Seize  it!  The  hand  whldi  in  d 

post 
Placed  you,  is  strong  enough  to  keep  you  there, 
Spite  of  the  Emperor  and  his  Ministers  f 

ILLO. 

Ay,  if  we  would  but  so  consider  it  i~^ 

If  we  would  off  of  us  consider  it  so! 

The  Emperor  gives  us  nothing ;  from  the  Duke 

Comes  all — whatever  we  hope,  whatever  we  have 

isoLANi  (to  Illo). 
My  noble  brother!  did  I  tell  you  how 
The  Duke  will  satisfy  my  creditors? 
Will  be  himself  my  banker  foFthe  friture. 
Make  me  once  more  a  creditable  man ! — 
And  this  is  now  the  third  lime,  thmk  of  that ! 
This  kingly-minded  man  has  resooed  me 
From  absolute  ruin,  and  restored  my  hoDOV. 

ILLO. 

O  that  his  power  but  kept  pace  widi  his  wishes ! 
Why,  friend!  he'd  give  die  whole  world   to 


The  very  churches  are  aU  ftdl  of  soldiers. 

[Caete  hie  etfe4inmmd. 
And  in  the  Council-house  too,  I  observe, 
Yoa  're  settled,  quite  at  home !  WeU,  weU !  we  aoktiers 
Most  shift  and  suit  us  in  what  way  we  can. 

ILLO. 

We  have  the  colonels  here  of  thirty  regiments. 
You  11  find  Count  Tertsky  here,  and  Tiefenbach, 
Kolatto,  Goetz,  Maradas,  Hinnersam, 

The  Picoolomini,  both  son  and  father 

You  '11  meet  with  many  an  unexpected  greeting 
From  many  an  old  friend  and  acquaintance.    Only 
Galas  is  wanting  still,  and  Altringer. 

BDTLIB. 

Expect  not  Galas. 

iLLO  {heeilating). 
How  sof  Do  you  know 

I80LANI  (interrupting  him). 
Max.  Picoolomini  here  f— O  bring  me  to  him. 
I  see  him  yet  ('tis  now  ton  years  ago. 
We  were  engaged  with  Mansfeld  hard  by  Dessau), 
I  see  the  youth,  in  my  mind's  eye  I  see  hun. 
Leap  his  black  war-horse  finom  the  bridge  adown, 
And  toward  his  fiither,  then  in  extreme  peril, 
Beat  up  against  the  strong  tide  of  the  Elbe. 
7%e  down  was  scarce  upon  his  chin!  I  hear 
He  has  made  good  the  promise  of  his  youth. 
And  Ae  full  hero  now  is  finish'd  in  him. 

ILLO. 

You  11  see  him.  yet  ere  evening.    He  conducts 
The  Duchess  Friedland  hither,  and  dte  Princesst 
From  Camthen*    We  expect  them  here  at  noon. 
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ihtf  cm,  to  clip  his  pmions- 
dmatf  reqnnitioiM !  theee, 
tnnhnif  hringi  hithftr ' — 

BUTLIB. 

Ay! 

_  L  of  tlw  E^peroTr— 

Ilo»kBf«tewdaboiittbem;  fantlhoiis 
Hw  JM0  win  man  draw  back  a  an^  inch! 

IbcfioB  ha  lif^  iMit  aaralf,  nnleai  fint 


i/Aoehd  ma  cm^uaei). 

fn—  y  ^MffM  fliflnt  Ton  alann  me. 

■U.AHI  (fli  te  «■»  <MM  «*^.  BoTUB,  W  m  a  Aiirw 

We  dmdd  be  ruinU  aveiy  one  of  w! 

ILLO. 

No  more! 
Tttte  I  lee  ear  Mray  ynoai*  approaching 
^ilh  Iha  Iieiitaiiant<GeiieiaI,  Ficoolomim. 

wnvOL  (tkakmg  hi  head  mgn^UxaUly). 
I  fggi  fi«  ihell  not  go  hence  as  we  came. 


Too  did  proaent  younelf  upon  the  part 

Of  the  EUnperor,  to  nipplicate  our  Duke 

That  he  would  straight  aMume  the  diief  command. 

auESTCNBno. 
TV>  ntppUcaUf  Nay,  noUe  General ! 
So  far  extended  neither  my  commiaion 
(At  lean  to  my  own  knowledge)  nor  my  seal 

ILLO. 

Well,  well,  then— 40  am^  him,  if  you  chooie. 
I  can  remember  me  right  well.  Count  TiUy 
Had  nifier'd  total  rout  upon  the  Lech. 
Bavaria  lay  all  open  to  the  enemy. 
Whom  there  wae  nothing  to  delay  fiom  pnwing 
Onwards  into  the  very  heart  q£  Aoitria. 
At  diat  time  you  and  Werdenberg  appear*d 
Before  our  General,  storming  hnn  with  piayeis. 
And  menacing  the  Emperor's  displeasure, 
Unless  he  look  oompasnon  on  this  wretchednesii 


isoLANi  (tlept  vp  to  them). 
Yes,  yes,  'tii  comprehensible  enough, 
Whereibfe  with  your  commission  <^  to-day 
You  were  not  all  too  wilUng  to  remember 
Your  fivmer  one. 


SCENE  n. 
firfer  OGtvno  PioooLOifDn  and  QuwrJUiBua. 
ocTATio  (ifill  i«  As  iukaux). 
Af,iy!  more  still!  StOlmonnew  yisiton! 
AehuDwIedge,  fiienA!  tiiat  never  was  a  campb 
WUch  held  at  oooe  so  nanj  Bsads  of  heroes. 

[Afpnoching  nearer. 

Welcome,  Coont  Inlani! 

noLAm. 

hfy  noble  brother, 
ETSonowamlannred;  it  had  been  else  my  duty— 

OCTATIO. 

And  Coknel  Holler— trust  me,  I  r^ce 

'Rnn  to  renew  acqoaintance  with  a  man 

WIms  worth  and  services  I  know  and  honor. 

8ee,Ne,ny  fiiend! 

UNn  ifo^  we  place  at  once  befiire  our  eye» 

lis  mm  of  war's  whole  trade  and  mystery — 

(lltQoBTiHBEio,  preaeniing  Butlxr  om^  Isolani 

at  lAe  josie  time  to  him. 
IWn  two  dM  total  sum— Strength  and  Dispatch. 

aiTIflTENBEBO  (to  OCTAVIO). 

Aodb!  betwixt  them  bodi,  experienced  Prudence! 
OCTATIO  {freteniuig  Qdestenberg  to  BcTLxa  and 

leOLANl). 

TVs  Qiiinberlain  and  War-commissioner  Questen- 

bog, 
'^  batter  of  the  Emperor's  behesfes, 
''Wk^4riad  fiiend  and  patron  of  all  soMiers, 
^1  honor  in  thvDoUe  visitor.      [I/waeraal  sOmob. 

ILLO  (moving  iowarde  QuK8TENBEaa^ 
''ii  not  the  first  time,  noUe  Minister, 
^^  \ma  shown  our  camp  tfiis  honor. 

aUUTElfBXIlO. 

Once  before, 
'"M  befcre  these  colors. 

ILLO. 

ptfkukbB  loo  yon  renwmber  uihete  tiiat  was. 
^  ^vas  It  Zniimt  in  Bloravia,  where 


t  Aisva  aotteflkeoi'thi Mte-lioaBtMn oaths JUcferMdi 


aunrsRBKio. 
Why  not.  Count  Isolan  t 
No  contradiction  sure  exists  between  them. 
It  was  the  urgent  business  of  that  time 
To  snatch  Bavaria  from  her  enemy's  hand ; 
And  my  commisskm  of  to-day  instructs  me 
T\>  free  her  fiom  her  good  friends  and  protectors 

ILLO. 

A  worthy  office!  Afler  with  our  blood 

We  have  wrested  this  Bohemia  fiom  the  SaiOD» 

To  be  swept  out  of  it  is  all  our  thanks. 

The  sole  reward  of  all  our  hard-won  victories. 

aUESTENllXRG. 

Unless  that  wrotched  land  be  doomed  to  sufler 

Only  a  change  of  evils,  it  must  be 

Freed  fiom  the  scourge  alike  of  fiiend  and  he. 

ILLO. 

What  f  T  was  a  favorable  year ;  the  boors 
Can  answer  fresh  demands  already. 

QUXSTKNBKRO. 

Nay, 
If  you  discourse  of  herds  and  meadow-grounds-^ 

I80LAN1. 

The  war  maintains  the  war.    Are  the  boors  ruin'd. 
The  Emperor  gains  so  many  more  new  soldiers. 

aUKSTKNBEBO. 

And  is  the  poorer  by  even  so  many  sulgecti. 

ISOLANL 

VtAi !  We  are  all  his  subjects. 

aUBBTENBKBO. 

Yet  with  a  difference,  General !  The  one  fills 

With  profitable  mdostiy  the  puree, 

The  others  are  well  skill'd  to  empty  it 

The  swoid  has  made  the  Emperor  poor;  the  pK>w 

Must  reinvigorate  his  resources. 

ISOLANL 

Sure! 
Times  are  not  yet  so  bad.    Methinks  I  see 

[Exaauning  with  hi»  eye  the  dreea  and  onamenU 

of  QonrnMBKio. 
Good  Btore  of  gold  thai  «ti01  i«ibb^  \in«»sC^ 
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OCTAVIO. 

I  mim  ventun  it 
Hwh !— Time  he  oouMi! 


SCENE  IV. 


Max.  Piccolomwi,  Octayio  PiccoLoimn, 

QUEBTKMBEXa. 


MAX. 

Ha!  there  he  »  himtelf.  Welcome,  my  father! 

[He  embracei  hU  fatMer.  As  he  iunu  romd,  he 

dmtrwM  QuMTENBUG,  ami  draws  ftocft  wA 

a  eddami  rfservcd  air. 
Tea  are  engaged,  I  wee,  I  'II  not  dkturb  you. 

OCTAVIO. 

How,  BAax.  f  Look  clowr  at  this  viiitor. 
Attentkn,  Max^^  an  old  fiiend  morii»— Reveience 
Bekngi  of  right  to  the  envoy  of  your  aovereign. 

MAX.  (firUy). 
Von  QuMtenberg !— Weloome--if  you  bring  with  you 
Aught  good  to  our  head*quarten. 

auxsTENBEmc  {trizing  his  hand). 

Nay,  draw  not 
Your  hand  away.  Count  Piccolomini ! 
Not  on  mine  own  account  alone  I  seised  it. 
And  nothing  common  will  I  say  therewith. 

[Taking  the  hindi  ffhaOu 
Octavio— Max.  Piccolomini ! 

0  savior  names,  and  full  of  happy  omen ! 
Ne'er  vriU  her  prosperous  genius  turn  from  Austria, 
Whfle  two  such  stan,  with  blessed  influencea 
Beaming  protection,  shine  above  her  hosts. 

MAX. 

Heh !— Noble  minister !  You  miss  your  pert 

You  came  not  here  to  act  a  panegyric. 

You're  sent,  I  know,  to  find  fault  and  to  scold  us — 

1  must  not  be  beibrehtand  with  my  comrades. 

OCTAVIO  {to  Max.)> 
He  cemes  from  court,  whcrr  people  are  not  quite 
So  well  contented  with  the  Duke,  as  here. 

MAX. 

What  now  have  they  contrived  to  find  out  in  him  ? 

That  he  alone  determines  fi>r  himself 

What  ho  himself  alone  doth  understand ! 

Well,  therein  he  does  right,  and  will  persist  in 't 

Heaven  never  meant  him  ibr  that  passive  thing 

That  can  bo  struck  and  homroer'd  out  to  suit 

Another's  taste  and  fancy.    lie  '11  not  dance 

To  every  tune  of  every  minister  t 

It  goes  against  his  nature — ^he  cv^  do  it 

He  is  possem'd  by  a  commanding  spirit. 

And  his  too  is  the  station  of  oommiuid. 

And  well  for  us  it  is  no !  There  exist 

Few  fit  to  rule  themselves,  but  few  that  use 

Their  intellects  intelligently. — ^llien 

Well  for  the  whole,  if  there  be  found  a  man. 

Who  makes  himself  what  nature  destined  him. 

The  pause,  the  central  point  to  thousand  thousands — 

Stands  fix'd  and  stately,  like  a  firm-built  column. 

Where  all  may  press  with  joy  and  confidence. 

Now  such  a  man  is  Wallenstein ;  and  if 

Another  better  suits  the  court — ^no  other 

But  such  a  one  as  he  can  serve  the  army 

QmarrENBEBo 
TTuf  army  f  Doubtlem  ! 


OCTAVIO  (fa  QmnENvna). 
Hush !  Supprea  it. 
Unless  mmse  end  were  anawer'd  by  the 
Of  Jam  there  you  11  make  nothing. 

MAX.  {coatuutmg^ 

Indieir 

They  call  a  spirit  up,  and  when  he  oomea, 
Straight  their  flesh  creeps  and  quiven^  and  they 

dread  him 
More  than  the  ills  for  which  they  call'd  him  upu 
The  unoommon,  the  suUime,  must  seem  and  be 
like  things  of  every  day< — ^But  in  the  field. 
Ay,  then  the  PrtmU  Being  makes  itself  61t 
Tlie  personal  must  command,  the  actual  eye 
Examine.    If  to  be  the  chiefloin  asks 
All  that  is  great  in  nature,  let  it  be 
Likewise  his  privilege  to  move  and  act 
In  all  the  correspondencies  of  greatness. 
The  oracle  within  him,  that  which  Ihet, 
He  must  invoke  and  question-HM>t  dead  hotter 
Not  ordinances,  not  mould-rotted  papers. 

OCTAVIO. 

My  son !  of  those  old  narrow  ordinances 
Let  us  not  hold  too  lightly.  They  are  weights 
Of  priceless  value,  which  oppiess'd  mankind 
'Hed  to  the  volatile  will  o£  their  oppressors. 
For  always  formidable  was  the  league 
And  partnenhip  of  free  power  with  free  wilL 
Tho  way  of  ancient  ordinance,  though  it  winds, 
Is  yet  no  devious  way.    Straight  fbrward  goes 
The  lightning's  path,  and  straight  the  feaiful  paik 
Of  the  cannon-ball.    Direct  it  flies  and  rapid. 
Shattering  that  it  awy  reach,  and  shattering  wktf  ii 

reaches. 
My  son  f  the  road,  the  human  being  travdi. 
That,  on  which  blessing  comes  and  goea,  doth  fiDow 
The  river's  course,  the  valley's  playful  windingik 
Curves  round  the  corn-field  and  tho  hill  of  vuMi; 
Honoring  tl|e  holy  bounds  of  property ! 
And  thus  secure,  though  late,  leads  to  its  end. 


QUK8TE.\BXRa 

O  hear  your  father,  noble  youth !  hear  Mr, 
Who  is  at  once  the  hero  and  the  man. 

OCTFAVIO. 

My  son,  the  nursling  of  the  camp  spoke  in  thee ! 
A  war  of  fifloen  years 
Hath  been  thy  education  and  thy  school. 
Peace  host  thou  never  witness'd !  Tliere  exists 
A  higher  than  tho  warrior's  excellence. 
In  war  itself  war  is  no  ultimate  purpoae.      « 
The  vast  and  suflden  dee<Is  of  violence. 
Adventures  wild,  and  wonder*  of  the  moment. 
These  are  not  they,  my  ion,  that  generate 
The  Calm,  tho  Blissful,  and  tho  enduring  Mighty ! 
Lo  there !  the  soldier,  rapid  architect ! 
Builds  his  light  town  of  canvas,  and  at  once 
The  whole  scene  moves  and  bnsdcs  momently. 
With  arms,  ond  neighing  stei^  and  mirth  and  quairsL 
The  motley  market  fills ;  the  roods,  the  streams 
Aro  crowded  with  new  freights,  trade  stirs  and  hurries! 
But  on  some  morrow  mom.  all  suddenly. 
The  tents  drop  down^  the  horde  renews  its  march 
Dreary,  and  solitary  as  a  church-yard 
The  meadow  and  down-trodden  seed-plot  lio 
\  And  xUe  vest'iYmntfld  Sa  ^<sQn  utterly 
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■nke  peace,  mf  fathetl 
d^  wmH  ^  8>^*  ^  bkiod-«tam'd  laurel 
kit  vialic*  of  die  leaflaai  apriiig, 

)  quiet  fields  wlieie  I  have  joumejr'd ! 


OCTAVIO. 

ff  What  n  novet^diee  all  at  oncet 


ro  I  ne'er  beheld  f  I  Aow  beheld  it 
I  come  hither:  O!  that  tight, 
befi»e  me,  like  aoine  landBcape 
a  diatance^— eome  delidous  landscape ! 
oQodoeted  me  thiough  oonntriet  where 
kaa  not  yet  reach'd.  Life,  life,  iny  fiuher— 
•able  frther,  life  haa  chanmi 
9  have  ne'er  experienced.   We  have  been 
ging  along  ils  barren  coafts, 
a  poor  ever-roaming  horde  of  pirates, 
nded  in  the  rank  and  nanow  ship, 
I  Hm  vnU  tea  with  wiU  nsagee, 
V  an^t  of  the  main  land,  bot  the  bays 
iftliest  dwy  may  venture  a  thieves'  landing. 
in  the  inland  dales  the  land  conceals 
id  exquuBte,  O!  nodiing,  nothing, 
iImU  of  that  in  our  rode  voyage. 

'ATio  (affenfnc,  ««ft  on  tq/pearance  of 


omr  jonney  baa  leveaTd  diis  to  you  t 


le  first  leisavB  of  ny  lift.   O  tell  me, 

the  meed  sod  parpoM  of  the  toil, 

Qlbl  imi,  which  nih*d  me  of  my  youth, 

a  heart  oimard  and  solitary, 

miinfcni'd,  nnornsmspted, 

«iiq>1i  stir  and  crowd  and  ceaseless  larum, 

hiog  wartase,  the  air^hattering  trumpet, 

vied,  still  retaining  hour  of  duty, 

command,  and  exercise  of  arms — 

Dodiing  here,  there 's  nothing  in  «11  this 

r  the  heart,  the  gasping  heart ! 

idiag  Dolbingnes^  where  the  soul  is  not— 

Dot  be  the  sole  felid^, 

mut  be  man's  best  and  only  pleasures! 

OCTAVIO. 

St  dMm  leamt,  my  son,  in  this  short  journey. 

MAX. 

hrice  lovely !  when  at  length  the  wldier 

home  into  life ;  when  he  becomes 

4Dan  among  his  fellow-men. 

n  are  unfurl'd,  the  cavalcade 

,  and  now  the  buxz  is  hush'd,  and  haik ! 

nA  peace-march  beats,  home,  brotheis,  home ! 

I  and  hefanets  are  oil  garlanded 

en  boughs,  the  lait  plundering  of  the  fields. 

gates  fly  open  of  themselves, 

sd  no  longer  the  petard  to  tear  them. 

paiH  are  all  fiU'd  with  men  and  women. 

lOsAd  Bsen  and  women,  that  send  onwards 

d  welccMnings  upcm  the  air, 

ley  make  brcesy  with  afiectionate  gestmes. 

the  towen  rings  out  the  meny  peal. 


iripoal, 

■  bte*|SB  L«bsw  gd>  kh  hkimit  Asatai 
9  MIS  VcikkMi,  dsf  der  Man  m  bffi^t. 
I  Ahftige  Pfsad  dtr  BMnrsdistftaB  JMik 
8 


llie  joyous  vespers  of  a  bkiody  day. 

0  happy  man,  O  I^Mtmate !  for  whom 

The  well-known  door,  the  fiulhful  amm  tat  open» 
The  fiuthful  tender  arms  with  mute  embracing. 
UlTlffTEifBiEO  (opparmily  emcft  ajbded). 

O!  that  you  diould  speak 
Of  such  a  distant,  distant  time,  and  not 
Of  the  to-morrow,  not  of  this  t»day. 

MAX  (iurmng  romd  to  kirn,  fwcft  and  vAewtaU). 
Where  lies  die  fitult  but  on  you  in  Vienna ! 

1  will  deal  openly  with  you,  Questenbeig. 
Juit  now,  as  first  I  aaw  you  standing  hen^ 
(1 11  own  it  to  you  fieely)  indignation 
Crowded  and  press'd  my  inmost  soul  together. 
Tis  ye  that  hinder  peace,  ye.'— and  the  warrior. 
It  is  the  warrior  that  must  force  it  from  you. 
Ye  fret  the  General's  life  out,  blacken  him, 
Hold  him  up  as  a  rebel,  and  Heaven  knows 
What  else  still  wotm,  because  he  spares  the  8axani» 
And  tries  to  awaken  confidence  in  the  enemy; 
Which  ]ret  's  the  only  way  to  peace :  for  if 

War  intermit  not  during  war,  hom  then 

And  whence  can  peace  comef— >Yoor  own  plagnea 

foil  ooyoa! 
Even  08  I  love  what  *s  virtuous,  hate  I  you. 
And  here  make  I  thii  vow,  here  pledge  myself; 
My  blood  shall  spurt  out  for  this  Wallenstein, 
And  my  heart  drain  ofi)  dn;>p  by  drop,  ere  ye 
Shall  revel  and  dance  jubilee  o'er  his  ruin.      [Exit 


SCENE  V. 
QuitrfjMiaao,  Ootavio  Piccolomini. 

dtJISTINnBO. 

Alai^alas!  and  stands  it  so  f 

[Then  in preMting and  mqutieMitome. 
What,  friend !  and  do  we  let  him  go  away 
In  this  deluskm — ^let  him  go  away  t 
Not  call  him  back  immediately,  not  open 
His  eyes  upon  the  spot  t 

OCT AVio  inecnering  kinuelf  tmtcf  a  deep  ttudy). 

He  has  now  open'd  mine. 
And  I  flee  more  than  pleases  me. 

QUBTEZCIEBfl. 

Whatisitf 

OOTAVia 

Cune  on  this  jouniey ! 

aUKSTENSKlO. 

But  why  sot  Whatiflit? 

\  OCTAVIO. 

Come,  come  alongi,4jt|end !  I  must  folbw  up 
Tbe  ominous  track  immediately.  liGne  eyes 
Are  open'd  now,  and  I  must  use  them.  Come! 

[thawt  QtnBTENBKRO  OR  with  him. 

auBtrnufBxack 
What  now t  Where  go  you  thenf 

OCTAVIO. 

ToherhenelC 
QUsnxNBXiba. 

OCTAVIO  {tntemtpling  Asm,  and  correcting  himafif). 
To  the  Duke.  Come,  let  us  go— Tis  done,  'tis  done, 
I  see  the  net  that  ii  thrown  over  him. 
Oh !  he  returns  not  to  me  as  he  went 

aUUTKMBXlWi. 

I  Nay,  but  explain  younelt 
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OOTAVIO. 

And  that  I  ihould  not 
ForaMe  it,  not  prevent  this  journey !  Wherefore 
Did  I  keep  it  fit>m  him  f — ^Yoa  were  in  the  right 
I  ■hould  have  WBm'd  him !  Now  it  a  too  late. 

auEsrrNBKKa. 
But  what  '■  too  late  f  Bethmk  youniolf,  my  fiiend, 
That  you  are  talking  absolute  riddlei  to  me. 

OCTAVIO  (more  ccUected). 
Come !  to  the  Duke's.   Tis  cIom  upon  the  hour, 
Which  ho  appointed  you  for  audience.    Come ! 
A  curw,  a  threefold  curte.  upon  this  journey ! 

[He  leads  Quxstkn  mo  cf 


SCENE  VI. 


Gkemges  to  a  tpaciouM  Chamber  in  the  Houm  tf  tke 
D^  of  PriedkmdL — SenxnUi  employoi  in  putting 
tke  tadea  and  chairt  in  order.  During  this  enters 
Seni,  like  an  old  Italian  doctor,  in  black  and  dolked 
somewhat  fantastically,  Ik  carries  a  wkiie  staff, 
mtk  which  ke  marks  out  tke  quarters  of  tke  keaven. 

riUT  BEaVANT. 

Come— to  it,  lads,  to  it !  Make  an  end  of  it  I  hoar 
the  sentry  call  out,  "  Stand  to  your  arms !"  They  will 
be  there  in  a  minute. 

BKCOND  SERVANT. 

Why  were  we  not  told  before  that  the  audience 
would  be  held  here  ?  Nothing  prepared — ^no  orden 
— no  instructiona — 

THiaD  lERVANT. 

Ay,  and  why  was  the  balcony-chamber  oounte^ 
mandcd,  that  with  the  great  worked  carpet  I — there 
one  can  look  about  one. 

FIRST  SERVANT. 

Nay,  that  3rou  must  ask  the  mathematician  there. 
He  says  it  is  an  unlucky  chamber. 

SECOND  SRRVA.VT. 

Poh !  stuff  and  nonsense !  That  *s  what  I  call  a  kum. 
A  chamber  is  a  charolwr ;  what  much  can  tlie  pUce 
signify  in  tlie  affair  f 

SENi  {with  gravity). 
My  son,  there's  nothing  insignificant 
Nothing  !  But  yet  in  every  earthly  thing 
Fifst  and  most  principal  is  place  and  time. 

FIRST  SERVANT  {to  the  second). 
Say  nothing  to  him,  Nat  The  Duke  himself  must 
let  him  have  his  own  will. 

8KNI  (.counts  tke  chairs,  half  in  a  loud,  half  in  a  low 

voice,  tUl  he  comes  to  eleven,  which  he  repeats). 
Eleven !  an  evil  number !  Set  twelve  chairs. 
Twelve !  twelve  signs  hath  the  zodiac :  five  and  seven, 
The  holy  numbers,  include  themselves  in  twelve. 

SECOND  SERVANT. 

And  what  may  3^u  have  to  object  against  eleven  f 
I  should  like  to  know  that  now. 

BENt 

Eleven  is  transgression ;  eleven  oversteps 
The  ten  oommandmentiL 

SECOND  SERVANT. 

That's  good!  and  why  do  you  call  five  a  holy 
number? 

BKSJ. 

Five  i»  the  aouJ  of  man ;  fi>r  even  a"  man 
/» nungletf  up  of  good  and  evil  w 


( 


Tlie  five  is  the  fiist  number  that's  iMde  up 
Of  even  and  odd. 

neCOND  BKRVAAT. 

The  foolish  old  coxcomb ! 

FIRST  SXRVAITT. 

Ey !  let  him  alone  though.    I  like  to 
there  is  more  in  his  words  than  can  be  seen  H 
sight 

THIRD  SERVANT. 

Ofil  they  come. 

SECOND  SERVANT. 

There !  at  the  side-door. 

[7^  hurry  of  Sent  foUows  dosdy.  A  l>p 
brings  tke  staff  of  command  on  a  red  aoM^: 
and  places  it  on  the  table  near  tke  DuiVsditt^ 
They  are  announced  from  wiikotd,  mi  Mt 
wings  of  the  doorfty  open. 


.\ 


SCENE  vn. 

Wallenstein,  Duchebi. 

wallenstein. 
You  went  then  through  Vienna,  were  pusenled 
To  the  Queen  of  Hungary  f 

DUCHESS. 

Yes;  and  to  the  Empfaa  Ib% 
And  by  both  Miyesties  were  we  admiited 
To  kiss  the  hand. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

And  how  was  it  received. 
That  I  had  sent  for  wife  and  daughter  hither 
To  the  campt  in  winter-time  f 

DUCHESS. 

I  did  even  that 
Which  you  oommission'd  me  to  da    I  told  them. 
You  had  determined  on  our  daughter's  marriage, 
And  wish'd,  ere  yet  you  went  into  the  field. 
To  show  the  elected  husband  his  betrothed. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

And  did  they  guess  the  choice  which  1  had  msde? 

DUCHESS. 

They  only  hoped  and  wish'd  it  may  have  &llen 
Upon  no  foreign  nor  yet  Lutheran  noble. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

And  you— what  do  you  wish,  Elizabeth  f 

DUCHESS. 

Your  will,  you  know,  was  always  mine. 

WALLENSTEIN  {after  a  pause). 

WeDthflBf 

And  in  all  else,  of  what  kind  and  complexioD 
Was  your  reception  at  the  court  f 

[TTie  Duchess  cojts  ker  eyes  on  tke  ground,  sad 
remains  silenL 
Hide  nothing  from  me.    How  were  yon  received  ? 

DUCHE88. 

O !  my  dear  Lord,  all  is  not  what  it  was. 
A  caidcer-worm.  my  Lord,  a  canker>worm 
Has  stolen  into  the  bud. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Ay !  is  it  80  f 
What  they  were  lax  f  they  fail'd  of  the  old  respect 

DUCHESS. 

Not  of  respect    No  honors  were  omitted. 
No  out\«-anl  courtesy  f  hut  in  the  place 
Of  coiv&vweTv&m^.,  I'cm^cTv^AaX  VundaeMi, 
FanuWar  a\\A  cM««LTavft,  ^Xvero  vi«>w  ^\-«iv\ofc 
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fwii  that  flolenin  eonrtety. 
Dvhich  WM  put  on, 
_i  §£  pity,  not  of  fiivor. 
I  wiS»,  Duke  Albrecht*i  princely  wife, 

i*0  noble  daughter,  should  not  m^^ 

■yfpAimM  die  have  heen  received. 

WAIXAfVTEIN. 

;  Ibej  have  ta*en  ofience.   My  latest  con- 


I  cannot  utter  it ! 


WAUUIinRIN. 

Proceed! 


WeU! 


'd  at  itr  no  doubt 

DUCHEM. 

O  that  they  had ! 
fffi  long  aocnitoin*d  to  defend  you, 
mi  pacify  distempered  ipirilB. 
ma  i«il*d  at  you.    They  virrappM  them  up, 
Q !  in  inch  oppreanve,  Bolemn  silence  !— 
10  evcfy-d^  misunderstanding, 
ient  pique,  no  cloud  that  passes  over : 
^  most  lucUeis,  oMist  unhealable, 
A  place.    The  Qaeen  of  Hungary 
■eily  to  call  me  her  dear  aunt, 
ir  at  departure  to  embrace  me— 

WALLINBTKIN. 

omitted  itf 
BW  {wiring  away  her  tears,  after  a  paute). 

She  dij  embrace  roe, 
I  flnt  when  I  had  already  taken 
■1  leave,  and  when  the  door  already 
led  upon  me,  then  did  die  eome  out 
,  as  she  had  suddenly  beAooght  horsolf. 
!n*d  me  to  her  bosom,  mora  with  anguish 
tndemess. 
AiXEMTBUr  (SKses  ktr  hand  iootJtingly). 

Nay,  now  collect  yourself, 
lat  of  Eggenberg  and  Lichtenstein, 
our  other  fiiends  there  f 

DcrcHns  {AaJang  her  head). 

I  saw  none. 

WAU.CN8TEIN. 

ituMiiliTr  from  Spain,  who  once  was  wont 
d  so  warmly  for  me  ? — 

DUCHI88. 

Silent,  silent! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

warn  then  are  eclipsed  for  us.    Henceforward 
le  roll  on,  our  own  fire,  our  own  light 

DUCHESS. 

>ere  it — ^were  it,  my  dear  Lord,  in  that 
moved  about  the  court  in  buzz  and  whisper, 
tfte  country  let  itself  be  heard 
-in  that  which  Father  Lamonnain 
diy  faints  and-       • 

WALLXNSTRiN  {fiagtrly), 

Lamonnain !  what  said  he  ? 

D17CHC88. 

roQ*re  accused  of  having  daringly 

vpp'd  the  powers  intrusted  to  you,  charged 

UtiioniQS  contempt  of  the  Emperor 

lb  supreme  behests.    The  proud  Bavarian, 

d  the  Spaniards  stand  up  3rour  accusers — 

lfaera*s  a  storm  collecting  over  you 

'  more  fearful  menace  than  that  former  one 

li  whiri'd  you  headlong  down  at  Rogensbuig. 

Mople  talk,  said  he,  of: ^Ah!— 

\StijUng  extreme  emoUm. 


Of  a  second' 


They  talk 

WALLXlfSTEUf. 
DUCHX8S. 

— (coteAes  Aer  voioe  oad  Aeidafes). 

WALUENSTKIN. 

Second 


DUOHOS. 


-DismimdoiL 


More  disgraceful 


.  WALLENSTEIN. 

Talk  they  f 
[Stridee  aerou  the  Chamber  in  vAemaU  agUatum. 
O !  they  force,  they  thrust  me 
With  violence  against  my  own  will,  onward ! 


DUCHESS  {preMtea  near  to  Aim,  in  entreaty). 
O!  if  there  yet  be  time,  my  husband !  if 
By  giving  way  and  by  submission,  this 
Can  be  averted — ^my  dear  Lord,  give  way! 
Win  down  your  proud  heart  to  it !  Tell  that  heart. 
It  is  your  sovereign  Lord,  your  Emperor, 
Before  whom  you  retreat   O  let  no  kmgor 
Low  tricking  malice  blacken  your  good  meaning 
With  venomous  grosses.    Stand  you  up 
Shielded  and  helm'd  and  weapon'd  with  the  truth. 
And  drive  before  you  into  uttermost  shame 
These  slanderous  liars!  Few  firm  friends  have  we— 
You  know  it ! — ^The  svrift  grovrth  of  our  good  fortune 
It  hath  but  set  us  up  a  mark  for  hatred. 
What  are  we,  if  the  sovereign's  grace  and  fiivor 
Stand  not  before  us  ? 


SCENE  vni. 


Enter  tie  Counteu  Teetbkt,  leading  in  her  hand  the 
PrincesM  Thekla,  ricMy  adorned  toilh  BriOiante. 

Countess,  Thekla,  Wallenbtbin,  Duchess. 

countess. 
How,  sister !   What,  already  upon  business ! 

[Obeerving  the  countenance  of  the  DucHESS. 
And  business  of  no  pleasing  kind  I  see. 
Ere  he  has  gladden'd  at  his  child.  The  firrt 
Moment  belongs  to  joy.    Here,  Friedland !  fiither ! 
This  is  thy  daughter. 

[Thekla  apjprooxhee  iot(A  a  thy  and  timid  otr,  and 
bendsherMlf  at  about  to  Jdss  kit  hand.  He  receives 
her  in  hit  arms,  and  remaint  standing  for  some 
time  lost  in  the  feding  of  her  presence. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Tes !  pure  and  bvely  hath  hope  risen  on  me : 
I  take  her  as  the  pledge  of  greater  fortune. 

DUCHESS. 

Twos  but  a  little  child  when  you  departed 
IV)  raise  up  that  great  army  for  the  Emperor : 
And  afler,  at  the  close  of  the  campaign. 
When  you  retum*d  home  out  of  Pomorania, 
Your  daughter  was  already  in  the  convent. 
Wherein  she  has  remam'd  till  now. 


WALLENSTEIN. 


WALLENSTtlK. 


Proceed!      \ 


COLERIDGE'S  POETICAL  WORKa 


We  in  die  field  here  fKTe  our  cam  and  toOe 
Td  make  her  great,  and  fight  her  a  free  way 
IV)  the  loftiest  earthlj  food;  lol  mother  Nature 
Within  the  peaoeiiil  alent  ooorant  walla 
Haa  done  her  part,  and  out  of  her  free  grace 
Hath  the  beatow'd  on  the  beloved  child 
Hie  godlike ;  and  now  leada  her  thui  adom*d 
To  meet  her  splendid  fortune,  and  my  hope. 

DUCHBB  (to  TOKKLA). 

Ihoa  woaldat  not  have  reoogniaed  thy  fitther, 
Wonldat  thou,  my  child  f  She  counted  scarce  eight 

years. 
When  last  she  saw  your  &ce. 

O  yea,  yes,  motiier! 
At  the  first  glance ! — ^My  fiither  is  not  alter'd. 
The  ibrm  that  stands  before  me  fidstfies 
No  feature  of  the  image  that  hath  lived 
So  long  within  me! 

WALUCN8TEIN. 

The  voice  of  my  child ! 

[Tken  qfler  a  pmue. 
I  was  indignant  at  my  destiny, 
That  it  denied  me  a  man-child  to  be 
Heir  of  my  name  and  of  my  prosperous  feitimet 
And  re-illume  my  soon  eztingiiish'd  being 
In  a  proud  line  of  princes. 
I  wrong'd  my  destiny.    Here  upon  this  head. 
So  lovely  in  its  maiden  Idoom.  will  I 
Let  fidl  the  garland  of  a  life  of  war, 
Nor  deem  it  kist,  if  only  I  can  wreath  it, 
Transmitted  to  a  regal  ornament, 
Around  these  beauteoua  brows. 

[He  datpi  hertnhii  arwu  a$  Piocolohimi  aiara. 


SCENE  IX. 


Enter  Max.  Piccolomini,  and  wme  time  after  Count 
Tertsky,  the  othen  remaining  as  before, 

COUNTESS. 

There  comes  the  Pftladin  who  protected  ua. 

WALLXNBTIIN. 

Max. !  Welcome,  ever  welcome !  Always  weit  thou 
Tlie  morning-star  of  my  best  joys ! 

MAX. 

My  General 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Tmi  now  it  was  the  Emperor  who  rewarded  thee, 
I  but  the  instrument    This  day  thou  hast  bound 
The  fiither  to  thee,  Max. !  the  fortunate  fiither, 
And  this  debt  Friedland*s  self  must  pay. 


My  prince! 
Tou  made  no  common  hurry  to  transfer  it 
I  come  with  shame :  yea,  not  without  a  pang ! 
For  scarce  have  I  arrived  here,  scarce  deliver'd 
The  mother  and  the  daughter  to  your  arms. 
But  there  is  brought  to  me  fiom  your  equeny 
A  splendid  richly-plated  hunting-dress 
So  to  remunerate  me  for  my  troublea— — 
Yes,  yes,  remunerate  me !  Since  a  troubla 
It  must  be,  a  mere  office,  not  a  fevor 
Which  I  leapt  ibrwaid  to  receive,  and  which 
I  came  already  with  full  heart  lo  thank  you  for. 


No!  't was  not  ao  intended,  diat  ny 
Should  be  my  hi^eat  beat  good^bctanel 

[TEKTaKT  oifflrs^mrf  deKeers  iMsreia  As  Dm 
WMKa  he  orealct  open  MUTyu^fiy* 

coimTBa  (to  Max.). 
Remunerate  your  tronUe!  Fbrhiajoy 
He  makea  3^ou  recompense.  Tis  not  mifitthig 
For  you.  Count  Bccokmuni,  to  feel 
So  tenderly — ^my  brother  it  beseems 
To  show  himself  for  ever  great  and  princely. 

TBEKLA. 

Then  I  too  must  have  acruples  of  his  love ; 
For  hii  munificent  hands  did  ornament  me 
Ere  yet  the  father's  heart  had  apoken  to  ma. 

MAX. 

Tea ;  'tis  Us  nature  ever  to  be  giving 
And  making  happy. 

[HegnuptthehandoftheUocBEmwiAiMi 
creasuig  wanatk. 

How  my  heart  poon  out 
Its  all  of  thanks  to  him!  O!  how  I  seem 
To  utter  all  things  in  the  dear  name  Friedland. 
While  I  shall  live,  so  long  will  I  remain 
The  captive  of  this  name :  in  it  shall  bloom 
My  every  fiirtune,  every  lovely  hope. 
Inextricably  as  in  some  magic  ring 
In  this  name  hath  my  destiny  chaim-bonnd  ma! 
couNTna  Mo  during  tkie  time  haa  beam  oariM 

uitttekiMg  the  DvEX,  and  reatarke  cAof  AsulBtfi 

thought  oaer  the  latere). 
My  brother  wishes  us  to  leave  hint    Coiner 
WALLENSTEIN  (tume  himtdf  round  quick,  edhcUim 
telft  and  ^eake  with  cheerfubteae  to  thelHjcam 
Once  more  I  bid  thee  welcome  to  die  canqk 
Thou  art  the  hostess  of  this  court    Tod,  Max^ 
Will  now  again  administer  your  old  office^ 
While  we  perform  the  sovereign's  bosineai  hem 

[Max.  Piccolomini  offert  the  Duchess  hie  arm ;  d 
Countess  accoatpanieM  the  Princesb. 
TERTSKY  {oaUiag  after  him). 
Max.,  we  depend  on  seeing  you  at  the  meetiog. 


SCENE  X. 


\ 


Wallenstein,  Count  Tbrthkt. 

WALLENSTEIN  (m  decp  thoughi  to  ktnuelfi. 
She  hath  seen  all  things  as  they  are— It  is  so^ 
And  squares  completely  with  my  odier  notices. 
They  have  determined  finally  in  Vienna, 
Have  given  me  my  succenor  already ; 
It  is  the  king  of  Hungary,  Ferdinand, 
The  Emperor's  delicate  son !  he's  now  their Mirior, 
He's  the  new  star  that's  rising  now !  Of  us 
They  think  themselves  already  foiriy  rid. 
And  as  we  were  deceased,  the  heir  already 
Is  entering  on  possewion— TTiewfiire    dispatch ! 
[Ashetumtround  he  obeerati  TunKT,  aaigpi* 
him  a  letter. 
Count  Altringer  will  have  himself  excoaed, 
And  Galas  too—I  like  not  this! 

TEMTttT. 

And  if 
Thou  loiterest  longer,  all  will  feU  away. 
One  following  the  other. 

WALLENSTEIM. 

lk]ttzinicm 


THE  FICCOLOIONL 


ISl 


ff«f  Itel^pMMt-    I  mint  fcithwitli 
■«  OM  l»  lani  tfait  iM  let  Dotui 
Miarii  urn  —  from  the  Milanmt 
iH  end  *■  «U  Sen,  tlMit  tndeol  tnder 

be 
^^efkli.    WhiU bfw ho 
lOBntThurt 


Tlie  Count  oommuxiicateBi 
imiid  4rat  die  Swedish  chancellor 
entadt.  where  the  ooayentkm*i  held, 
<i^  jenNre  tired  him  out,  and  that  hell  hare 
mdeelinga  with  yon. 

WALLKNemiff.  ' 

And  why  eof 


,  jon  are  never  in  eameaC  in  your  ipeechei ; 
a  deooy  the  Swedee— to  make  ibols  of  them; 
(He  yoonelf  with  Saxony  against  them, 
laat  make  yoonelf  a  nddance  of  them 
pdlry  Bom  <^  money. 

wALLSfarmr. 

So  then,  doubtlea, 
ihdem,  thia  nme  modest  Swede  expects 
imU  yield  him  some  lair  German  tract 
prey  and  booty,  that  ourwlYes  at  last 
own  soil  and  native  tenitoiy, 
no  longer  our  own  knds  and  masten ! 
silent  scheme!  Vo,  no!  lliey  most  be  ofi! 
eway !  toe  want  no  sodi  n<^;hbois. 


eld  fliem  op  Aat  dot,  Aat  speck  of  land— 
not fion your ponioa    Ifyonwin 
DUO,  what  Batten  it  to  you  who  pays  it? 


i  Aim,  eff!  Than  ukdosiand'st  not  this. 
IwU  it  be  said  of  me.  I  paiceU'd 
ve  land  away,  dimember'd  Germany, 
I  it  to  a  fiireigner,  in  order 
a  with  stealthy  tread,  and  filch  away 
1  share  of  the  plonder— Never !  never  I — 
ign  power  shall  strike  root  in  the  empire, 
flt  of  an.  these  Golhs!  these  hunger-wolyes ! 
nd  sneh  envious,  hot  and  greedy  glances 
s  &e  ocfa  blessings  of  our  German  lands! 
e  their  aid  to  cast  and  dmw  my  nets, 
a  single  £ak  of  all  the  draui^t 
Mfoonein  fiw. 

TKRTBKT. 

You  win  deal,  however, 
oiy  wi  A  the  Saxons  r  They  lose  patience 
rou  diift  ground  and  make  so  many  curves, 
what  purpose  all  these  masks  f  Your  friends 
aged  in  doubts,  baffled,  and  led  astray  in  you. 
lOxeustein,  there's  Amheim — neither  Imows 
e  should  think  of  your  procrastinatioos, 
Ae  end  I  prove  the  liar;  all 
Ihraagh^me.    I  have  not  even  your  hand- 
writing. 

WALLKRBTEm. 

live  my  handwriting ;  thou  knowect  it 

TEETSKY. 

7  can  it  be  known  that  you're  in  eemest, 

ct  loUows  not  upon  the  word  f 

■t  yourself  acknowledge,  that  in  all 

teroourses  hitherto  vrith  die  enemy, 

Sht  have  done  with  mfetytMyoa  Aatnt  done, 


Had  you  meant  nothing  further  than  to  gull  him 
For  the  Emperor's  service. 

WALLENBTEIN  (cf/ltr  c  pOMSS.  ^Mrtng  wkick  he 
looks  nammbf  on  Tiitbkt). 

And  finn  whenoe  dost  Aon  knoiw 
That  I'm  net  gulling  him  ftr  the  Emperar^s  aervieet 
Whence  knowest  thou  that  I'm  not  gdling  all  of  you  t 
Dost  thou  know  me  so  well  f  When  made  I  thee 
The  intendant  of  my  secret  purposes  t\ 
I  am  not  conscious  diat  I  ever  open'd 
My  inmost  thoughti  to  thee.  The  flmperor,  it  is  tiwe. 
Hath  dealt  with  me  amin ;  and  if  I  wouli, 
I  could  repay  him  with  usurious  interest 
For  the  evil  he  hath  done  me.    It  delighto  me 
To  know  my  power;  but  whedier  I  shall  use  it. 
Of  that,  I  slMuld  have  thought  that  thou  conldst 

speak 
No  wiselier  than  thy  ieHows. 

TiaTSKT. 

So  hast  thou  always  play'd  thy  game  with  us. 

[£kferlLLO. 


SCENE  XI. 

ILLO,  WALLXNSTEIlf,  TeETBKT. 
WALLENBTEIlf. 

How  Stand  affiun  widiout  t  Are  diey  preparadt 

ILLO. 

You'll  find  diem  in  die  very  mood  you  wish. 
They  know  about  the  Emperor's  requisitions, 
And  are  tumultuous. 

WALLENBTEIN. 

How  hath  Isolan 
Declared  himself  t 

ILLO. 

He's  youn,  both  soul  and  body. 
Since  you  buHt  up  again  his  Faro-bank. 

WALLENBTEIN. 

And  which  vny  doth  Kolatto  bend  f  Hast  thou 
Made  sure  of  'Tiefenbach  and  Deodate ! 

ILLO. 

What  Picoolomini  does,  that  they  do  too. 

WALLENBTEIN. 

You  mean,  then,  I  may  venture  somewhat  with  tbemf 

ILLO. 

— If  you  are  aanued  of  the  PicoolominL 

WALLENBTEIN. 

Not  more  assured  of  mine  own  self 

TEETSKT. 

And  yet 
I  would  you  trusted  not  so  much  to  Octavio^ 
The  fox! 

WALLENBTEIN. 

Thou  teachest  me  to  know  my  man  f 
Sixteen  campaigns  I  have  made  with  that  old  warrior 
Besides,  I  have  his  horoscope : 
We  bodi  are  bom  beneadi  like  staie-in  short, 

[WUh  an  air  if  myaUry 
To  diis  belongs  its  own  particular  aspect. 
If  dierelore  thou  canst  warrant  me  die  rest 

ILLO. 

Iliere  is  among  them  all  but  this  one  voice. 
You  siiliC  not  lay  down  the  command.    I  hear 
They  mean  to  aend  a  deputation  to  you. 


J 


If  I  'm  in  aught  to  bind  myself  to  them. 
They  too  must  bind  dMOMlxea  to  ha. 


m 
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ILLO. 

Of  oomw. 
wALumrmN. 
Their  wordi  of  honor  they  murt  give,  their  oathf, 
Give  them  in  wriiing  to  me,  promiong 
Devotion  to  my  wrvice  umxmditiomd. 

ILLO. 

Whynotf 

TKKT8KT. 

Devoti(m  unconditianalt 
The  exception  of  their  dutiea  towardi  Austria 
They'll  always  place  among  the  premises. 
With  this  reserve 

WALLKNBTBIN  («*a*4lt^  hu  AeOff). 

All  unconditiotiaL ! 


Of  each  man  with  the  whole.    He  who  to-day 
Forgets  himself,  forced  onward  vnth  the  stream. 
Will  become  sober,  seeing  but  himeeli; 
Feel  only  his  own  weakneM,  and  with  speed 
Will  lace  about,  and  march  oo  in  the  old 
High  road  of  duty,  the  old  broad  trodden  road, 
And  seek  but  lo  mako  shelter  in  good  pli^ 

WALUEZIBTBN. 

The  time  is  not  yet  come. 

TE11T8KT. 

So  you  sty  alw^a. 
But  whtn  will  it  be  timef 

WALXJENSTEIN. 

When  I  shall  say  it. 


No  premises,  no  reserves. 

ILLO. 

A  thought  has  struck  me. 
Does  not  Count  Tertsky  give  us  a  set  banquet 
This  evening  t 

TKRTSKY. 

Yes ;  and  all  the  Generals 
Havo  been  invited. 

ILLO  (to  Walunstein). 

Say,  will  ytju  horo  fully 
Commianon  me  to  use  my  ovm  discretion  \ 
I  '11  gain  for  you  the  Generals'  words  of  honor, 
Even  as  you  wish. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Gain  me  their  signatures! 
How  you  come  by  them,  that  is  yowr  concern. 

ILLO. 

And  if  I  bring  it  to  you,  black  on  white, 
That  all  the  leaders  who  are  present  hero 
Give  themselves  up  to  you,  without  condition ; 
Say,  will  you  ihnt—4hen  will  you  show  youwelf 
In  earnest,  and  with  some  decisive  action 
Make  trial  of  your  luck  7 

WALLENSTEIN. 

The  signatures! 
Gain  me  the  signatures. 

ILLO. 

Seize,  seize  the  hour. 
Ere  it  slips  from  you.    Seldom  comes  the  moment 
In  life,  which  is  indeed  Mublime  and  weighty. 
To  make  a  great  decision  posBiblc, 
O !  many  things,  all  transient  and  all  rapid. 
Must  meet  at  once  :  and,  haply,  they  thus  met 
May  by  that  confluence  be  enforced  to  pause 
Time  long  enough  for  wisdom,  though  too  «hort. 
Far,  far  loo  short  a  time  for  doubt  and  scruple ! 
This  is  that  moment     See,  our  army  chii'ftains. 
Our  best,  our  noblest,  are  assembled  oroiuid  you. 
Their  king-like  leader!  On  your  nod  llioy  wait 
The  smgle  threads,  which  here  your  prosperous  for- 
tune 
Hath  woven  together  in  one  potent  web 
Instinct  wilh  destiny,  O  let  them  not 
Unravel  of  ihemaelvcs.    If  you  permit 
These  chieft  to  lioparato,  so  unanimous 
Bring  you  them  not  a  scfoiid  lirae  together. 
T  is  the  high  lido  that  heaves  the  Ktrandod  ship. 
And  every  individual's  spirit  waxes 
In  the  great  stream  of  multitudes.    Behold 
They  are  still  here,  here  still !  But  soon  the  war 
Bunts  them  once  more  osuiidcr,  and  in  small 
Pkriicular  anxwtictt  and  int^'resls 
ScaUen  thoir  sfunt,  and  the  sympathy 


ILLO. 

Toull  wait  upon  the  stan,  and  on  their  haaxa, 
Till  the  earthly  hour  escapes  you.   O,  believe  WB, 
In  your  own  bosom  are  your  destiny's  slan. 
Confklence  in  yourself,  prompt  resolutioii. 
This  is  your  Venux !  and  the  soul  malignant. 
The  only  one  that  harmeth  you,  is  Doubt 

WALLEXSTEIN. 

Thou  speakest  as  thou  understand'sL    How  oft 
And  many  a  time  I  've  told  thee,  Jupiter, 
That  lustrous  god,  wns  sotting  at  thy  fairth. 
Thy  visual  power  subdues  no  mysteries ; 
Mole-eyed,  thou  mayest  but  burrow  in  the  etith. 
Blind  as  that  subterrestrial,  who  with  wan, 
Leod-color'd  shine  lighted  thee  into  life. 
The  common,  the  terrestrial,  thou  mayeat  see, 
With  serviceable  cunning  knit  together 
The  nearest  with  the  nearest ;  oxid  therein 
I  trust  thee  and  believe  thee !  but  whate'er 
FuU  of  mysterious  import  Nature  weaves 
And  fiishions  in  the  depths — the  spirit's  ladder, 
Tliat  from  this  gross  and  viidble  world  of  dial 
Even  to  the  starry  world,  with  thousand  rounds, 
Builds  itself  up;  on  which  the  unseen  powen 
Move  up  and  down  on  heavenly  ministries  ■' 
The  cintles  in  the  circles,  that  approach 
The  central  sun  with  ever-narrowing  orbit*- 
These  see  the  glance  alone,  the  unsealed  eye. 
Of  Jupiter's  glad  children  bom  in  histre. 

[Hb  walks  across  the  chamber,  then  rttums,  tad 
standing  stUU  proceeds. 
The  heavenly  constellations  make  not  merely 
The  day  and  nights,  summer  and  spring,  not  merrif 
Signify  to  the  husbandman  the  seasons 
Of  sowing  and  of  harvest    Human  action. 
That  is  tlie  seed  too  of  contingencies, 
Surow'd  on  the  dork  land  of  futurity 
In  hopes  to  reconcile  the  powen  of  late. 
Whence  it  behoves  us  to  st»ek  out  the  seed-time. 
To  wntrh  the  slaw,  select  their  proper  houn. 
And  trace  witli  searching  eye  the  heaveidy  houii^ 
Whether  the  enemy  of  growth  and  tliriving 
Hide  himself  not  malignant,  in  his  Cfumer. 
ITiercfore  pennit  me  my  own  time.     Meanwhile 
I>o  you  your  part     As  yet  I  cannot  say 
Whot  /  sliall  do-only,  give  way  I  will  not 
Depose  me  too  they  sliall  not     On  these  points 
You  may  rely. 

PACK  {entering). 
My  Lords,  the  Generals. 


\'LqI  ikQUv  com&  \xi. 


WALLEN8TEIN. 
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Tplixo. — Th  ihem  enter  Quxs- 
TATio  and  Mjuc.  Piocou>mini,  But- 
,  Makadas,  omI  (Aree  other  OeneraU. 
f  ■Mfiau  QuESTENBKRO,  u)ho  in  am- 
I  At  dkBT  dhreedy  oppotite  to  him;  the 
,  oma^ftii^  rt«w<e/pe<  according  to 
Tken  nignt  a  momentary  sHence, 

WALLEN8TKIN. 

od,  *tn  true,  the  mim  and  import 
ctkHM,  Queetenberg;    have  weigh*d 

final,  absolnte  resolve : 

dng,  that  the  Generalfl 

t  will  of  the  Emperor  fiom  your  mouth. 

VOL  then  to  open  your  commiBsion 

UeChiefiaina? 

aUUTKNlKSO. 

I  am  ready 
!mt  will  fint  entreat  your  Ilighneai, 
oUe  ChieilaiiM,  to  consider, 
ignity  and  sovereign  right 
'  mouth,  and  not  my  own  presumption. 

WALUUIRnN. 

pre&ce- 

atnormnna. 

When  ha  Majesty 
to  hia  ooungeoDB  amies 
le  peiaon  of  Duke  Friedland 
snoed  nd  renown'd  commander, 
■d  hope  and  confidence 
7  to  the  fiutune  of  the  war 
tspidoiB  diange.    The  onset 
to  his  royal  wishes, 
leliver^d  firom  the  Saxons, 
ireer  of  conquest  check'd !  These  lands 
breath  freely,  as  Duke  Friedhmd 
reams  of  Germany  forced  hither 
rmies  of  the  enemy ; 
.  as  round  one  magic  circle 
«,  Bomhard,  Banner,  Oxenstein, 
ieverK»nquer'd  King  himself; 
Bfore  the  eye  of  Niimberg, 
me  of  battle  to  decide. 

WALLENSTUN. 

tm,  to  the  point 

aUESTENBKRO. 

camp  the  Swedish  monarch  left 
[jiitzen's  plains  his  life.     But  who 
mded,  when  victorious  Friedland 
of  triumfdi,  this  proud  day, 
d  Bohemia  with  the  speed  of  flight, 
jom  the  theatre  of  war; 
ng  Weimar  hero  forced  his  way 
,  to  the  Danube,  like 
winter-stream,  which,  where  it  rushes, 
channel ;  with  such  sudden  speed 
id  now  at  once  'fore  Rogenspurg 
&igfat  of  all  good  Catholic  Christians, 
iria's  well-deser\'ing  IMnce 
lidance  in  his  extreme  need ; 
■ends  seven  horsemen  to  Duke  Fried- 


In  vain  his  suppUcation!  At  this  moment 
The  Duke  hears  only  his  old  hate  and  grudge. 
Barters  the  general'good  to  gratify 
Private  revenge— «nd  so  &Us  Regenspuig. 

WALLENSTEm. 

Max.,  to  what  period  of  the  war  alludea  he  t 
My  reooUectkm  fails  me  here ! 


He 
When  we  were  in  SQesia. 

WALLIN8TEXN. 


But  what  had  we  to  do  there  f 


Ay!  is  itnf 


To  beat  out 
The  Swedes  and  Saxons  from  the  province. 

WALLENSTEIN. 


Tme; 


In  that  description  which  the  MSnnter  gave 
I  seem'd  to  have  fi>rgotten  the  whole  war. 

[7b  QuiSTElfBEBa 

Well,  but  proceed  a  litde. 

QITXBTKNBnO. 

Yes ;  at  length 
Beside  the  river  Oder  did  the  Duke 
Assert  his  ancient  ftme.    Upon  thb  fielda 
Of  Steinau  did  the  Swedea  lay  down  their  aims. 
Subdued  without  a  Uow.    And  here,  with  otheii. 
The  righteousness  of  Heaven  to  his  avenger 
Delivered  that  long-practised  stirrer-up 
Of  insurrection,  that  cuiae-laden  torch 
And  kindler  of  this  war,  Matthias  Thur. 
But  he  had  fallen  into  magnanimous  hands ; 
Instead  of  punishment  he  found  reward. 
And  with  rich  presents  did  the  Duke  dismisi 
The  arch-foe  of  his  Emperor. 

WALLENSTEIN  (UiUghs). 

I.  know, 
I  know  you  had  already  in  Vienna 
Your  windows  and  balconies  all  fbrestall'd 
To  see  him  on  the  executioner's  cart 
I  might  have  lost  the  battle,  lost  it  too 
With  infamy,  and  still  retain'd  your  gracea— 
But,  to  have  cheated  them  of  *\  spectacle. 
Oh !  Ihai  the  good  folks  of  Vienna  never. 
No,  never  can  forgive  me ! 

QUEBTENBERO. 

So  SUesia 
Was  freed,  and  all  things  loudly  call'd  the  Duke 
Into  Bavaria,  now  preas'd  hard  on  all  sides. 
And  he  did  put  his  troops  in  motion :  slowly, 
Quite  at  his  ease,  and  by  the  longest  road 
He  traverses  Bohemia ;  but  ere  ever 
He  hath  once  seen  the  enemy,  faces  round. 
Breaks  up  the  march,  and  takes  to  winter-quarters. 


m  couriers  sends  he  with  the  entreaty: 
his  own,  and  supplicates 
wvemigB  ktd  he  can  crnnmnnd. 


WALLENSTEIN. 

The  troops  were  pitiably  destitute 
Of  every  necessary,  every  comfort 
The  winter  come.     AVhat  thinks  his  Majesty 
His  troops  are  made  off  A  n't  we  men!  suljectcd 
like  other  men  to  wet,  and  cold,  and  all 
The  circumstances  of  necessity  ? 
O  miserable  lot  of  the  poor  soldier! 
Wherever  ho  comes  in,  all  floe  before  hun, 
And  when  he  goes  away,  the  geiwwl  CTOifc 
j  FoUown  him  on  hia  nmtc.    AU  muaX  \m  levnd. 
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NoOung  ■  given  him.    And  eompell'd  to  leiie 
From  mmy  man,  he'i  eveiy  man's  abhorrence. 
Behold,  hero  stand  my  Geoerak.     Karafia! 
Coont  Deodate !  Butler!  TeU  thia  man 
How  long  the  soldien'  pay  is  in  aireaiB. 


Already  a  fuU  year. 


BUTLJa. 


WALLDnmiN. 

And  'tis  the  hire 
That  coutitatee  the  hireling's  name  and  duties. 
The  soldier's  pay  is  the  soldier's  covenant.* 

aOEBTEKBEaO. 

Ah !  this  is  a  fiur  other  tone  from  that. 

In  which  the  Duke  spoke  eight,  nine  years  ago. 

WALLENSTKIN. 

Tes!  'tis  my  fault,  I  know  it :  I  nqrself 
Have  spoilt  the  Emperor  by  indulging  him. 
Nine  years  ago,  during  the  Danish  Mriir, 
I  raised  him  up  a  Ibrce,  a  mighty  ibroe. 
Forty  or  fifty  thousand  men,  that  cost  him 
Of  his  own  purse  no  doit    Through  Saxony 
The  fury  goddess  of  the  war  march'd  on, 
£'en  to  the  sud^rocks  of  the  Baltic,  bearing 
The  terrors  of  his  mme.    That  wns  a  time ! 
In  the  whole  Imperial  realm  no  name  like  mine 
Honor'd  with  festival  and  celebration— 
And  Albrecht  Wallenstein,  it  was  the  tide 
Of  the  third  jewel  in  his  crown! 
But  at  the  Diet,  when  the  Princes  met 
At  Regensburg,  there,  there  the  whole  broke  ont, 
There  'twas  laid  open,  there  it  was  made  known. 
Out  of  what  money-bag  I  had  paid  the  host 
And  what  was  now  my  thank,  what  had  I  now, 
That  I,  a  feithAil  servant  of  the  Sovereign, 
Had  loaded  on  myself  the  people's  curses. 
And  let  the  Princes  of  the  empire  pay 
The  expenses  of  this  i^'ar,  that  aggrandises 
The  £mperor  alone — What  thanks  had  I  f 
What  f  I  was  ofibr'd  up  to  their  complaints, 
Dismiss'd,  degraded ! 

QUESTENBIRO. 

But  your  Highness  knows 
What  little  freedom  he  possees'd  of  action 
In  that  disastrous  Diet 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Death  and  hell! 
/  had  that  which  could  have  procured  him  freedom. 
No!  since  'twas  proved  so  inauspicious  to  me 
To  serve  the  Emperor  at  the  empire's  cost, 
I  have  been  taught  far  other  trains  of  thinking 
Of  the  empire,  and  the  diet  of  the  empire. 
From  the  Emperor,  doubtless,  I  received  this  stafl^ 
But  now  I  hold  it  as  the  empire's  general — 
For  the  common  weal,  the  univenud  interest, 
And  no  more  ibr  that  one  man's  aggrandizement ! 
But  to  the  point    What  is  it  that's  desired  of  me  T 

QUESTENBEHa. 

First,  his  Imperial  Majesty  hath  will'd 


*  The  orifftnal  is  not  trsnalatable  into  BriffUsh ; 

Und  sein  Sold 

MtMS  dem  SoUaUn  werd«n,  darnach  heisrt  «r. 


That  without  pretexts  of  delay  the  army 
Evacuate  Bohemia. 

WALLKN8TKIN. 

In  this  season! 
And  to  what  qnarter  wiDs  the  Eaapevoir 
That  we  direct  oar  coonef 

QDBRWBSao. 

Tothaeoeny* 
His  Majesty  resolves,  that  Regensburg 
Be  purified  from  the  enemy  ere  Earter, 
That  Lutheranism  may  be  no  longer  preadi'd 
In  that  cadiedral,  nor  heretical 
DefUemcnt  desecrate  the  celebration 
Of  that  pure  festival 

WALLENSTEnr. 

My  generab, 
Can  this  be  realised  f 

ILLO. 

Tis  not  possible. 

BUTLER. 

It  can't  be  reaKzed. 

aUESTENBERfl. 

The  Empenv 
Already  hath  commanded  Colonel  Suys 
To  advance  toward  Bavaria. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

What  did  Soys  r 

dUESTEMBKRO. 

That  which  his  duty  prompted.    He  advanesd ! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

What !  he  advanced  7  And  I,  his  genenl. 
Had  given  him  orders,  peremptory  ordenv 
Not  to  desert  his  station !  Stands  it  thus 
With  my  authority  f  Is  this  the  obedience 
Due  to  my  office,  which  being  thrown 
No  war  can  be  conducted  f  Chieftatna, 
You  be  the  judges,  generals!  What  d 
That  oflScer,  who  of  his  oath  neglectful 
Is  guilty  of  contempt  of  ordera  t 

ILLO. 

Death. 

WALLENSTEIN  {romng  kit  voice,  as  oS^  i«t  Illo,  > 

remained  eHent,  and  aeemingly  acnqmUmt)' 
Count  Piccolomini !  what  has  he  deaerved  f 

MAX.  nccoLOMiNi  (afler  a  Umg  patue). 
According  to  the  letter  of  the  law. 
Death. 

noLANi. 

Death. 

BUTLER. 

Death,  by  the  laws  of  war. 

[QuESTENBERG  rties  from  hu  teai,  WaixbVI 
faUowt ;  aU  the  reU  riae. 

\  wallenstein. 

To  this  die  law  condonms  him,  and  not  L 
And  if  I  show  him  favor,  'twill  arise 
From  the  reverence  that  I  owe  my  Emperor. 

QUESTENBERO. 

If  SO,  I  can  say  nothing  further    hen! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

I  accepted  the  command  but  on  conditions : 
And  this  the  first,  that  to  the  diminution 
Of  my  authority  no  human  being. 
Not  oven  the  Emperor's  self,  should  be  entitled 


It  might  periu^  have  been  thus  reoderad 

And  that  for  wliich  he  sold  his 

The  tuMier  mutt  roceire. 
But  c  AJhu  or  doubUbl  otymoloey  is  no  more  than  a  duQ  vun.\  U  1  itfkantl  v.tkrran!(&t  ot  ^«  ewert« 


\To  do  awL\^\v\,  Qt  \D  say  au<^t,  with  the  army. 
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and  my  head  in  pledge, 
1  bava  Ibll  mastery  in  all 
tema    What  lenider'd  this  Gustavus 
nd  ■Dconquer'd  upon  earth  f 
jba  wia  the  monarch  in  his  army ! 
mm  who  it  indeed  a  monarch, 
y«C  aobdiifld  but  by  his  equal 
to  Iha  point!  The  beat  is  yet  to  come. 
Att&td  avw,  genenda! 


aUBTZIfBESO. 

The  Prince  Cardinal 

__^ hii  loote  at  the  approach  of  spring 

Fiom  die  Bfikneae;  and  leads  a  t^ianish  anny 

ThiQQg^  Gennany  into  the  Netherlands. 

Tte  he  may  maieh  secme  and  unimpeded, 

Tb  ibm  Emperor's  will  yon  grant  him  a  detachment 

Of  eight  bone  legimenis  fiom  the  army  here. 

WALLxmrnuf. 
Tto,  yea !  I  mideistand !— Eight  regiments !  Well 
figbt  wan  concerted,  &ther  Lamormain! 
Eghttfaooand  horse!  Yea,  yes!  Tis  as  it  should  be! 
lisa  it  coming. 

QUnTENBERO. 

There  is  nothing  coming. 
AS  rim^  in  fifont :  die  counsel  of  state-prudenee, 
TVs  dietato  of  necessity! 


WAUJEBRDR. 

What  then  7 
What,  my  Lord  EnToy  7  May  I  not  be  sufier'd 
T»  understand,  that  fclks  an  tired  of  seeing 
The  sword's  hilt  in  aijr  gnsp:  and  that  3rour  court 
ftiatch  eagerly  at  this  pietenoe,  and  uae 
The  Spanish  title,  to  drain  off  my  fcrces. 
To  lead  faito  dha  empire  a  new  army 
Uontgected  to  my  controlf  To  throw  me 
damply  mMpj  -T  am  slill  too  powerful  ibr  jon 
1V>  Tsnture  that    My  stipulation  runs, 
Thtt  an  the  Imperial  Ibrces  shall  obey  me 
Where'er  the  German  is  the  native  language. 
Of  flpankh  troops  and  of  Prince  Cardinals 
Ihit  take  their  route,  as  visitors,  through  the  empire, 
thtn  stsnds  no  syllable  in  my  stipulatioiL 
Ke^Oafale !  And  so  the  politic  court 
SihAi  in  a  tiptoe,  and  creeps  round  behind  it ; 
Flat  aakea  me  weaker,  then  to  be  dispensed  with, 
T91  it  dsrae  strike  at  length  a  bolder  blow 
Aad  ndte  tkott  wmk  with  me. 
Wlat  need  <tf  all  diese  crooked  ways,  Lord  Envoy  t 
tenght  fefyiH,  man !  His  compact  with  me  pinches 
The  Enperor.    He  would  that  I  moved  off !•— 
WiQUIwiir gratify  him! 

[Are  Aere  commence*  an  agitatim  among  Ae 
Qeaenls,  uMdi  increoKs  continuaUy. 
^  irisfss  nw  finr  my  noble  officers'  sakes  ^'. 
^  ■»  not  yet,  fay  what  means  they  wiU  come  at 
"^W  Mneys  they  have  advanced,  or  how  obtain 
'^  wcompauae  their  services  demand. 
^  •  new  leader  brings  new  claimants  forward, 
jj|>^priar  metit  aoperannuates  quickly. 
*^  serve  bore  many  Ibreigneis  in  the  army, 
^  ^me  dw  man  in  all  else  brave  and  gtUant, 
^^ii  not  wont  to  make  nice  jcrutiny 
^  Us  pefip«e  or  catechism. 
^  irin  be  otherwke,  i'  the  time  to  come. 
^^  ■>  no  kmfer  it  ooncems.    [Hb  aeaU  Umatlf. 

T 


MAX.  PICCOLOHINI. 

Forbid  it  Heaven,  that  it  should  come  to  this! 
Our  troops  will  swell  in  dreadful  fermentation — 
The  Emperor  is  abused-*it  cannot  ba 

ISOLANl. 

It  cannot  be ;  all  goes  to  instant  wret^ 

WALLENBTEIN. 

Thou  hast  said  truly,  &ithful  Isolani ! 
What  tee  with  toil  and  foresight  have  built  up 
Will  go  to  wreck — all  go  to  instant  wreck. 
What  then  ?  another  chieftain  is  soon  found. 
Another  army  likewise  (who  dares  doubt  it  7) 
Will  flock  from  all  sides  to  the  Emperor, 
At  the  first  beat  of  his  recruiting  dirum. 

[Durtn^  ihu  speedk,  Isolani,  Tertskt,  Illo, 

and  Maradas  talk  confutedly  wUh  great 

agUiUion. 

MAX.  PiccoLOMiNi  {husSy  and  pastionatdy  going 
from  one  to  another^  and  soothing  them. 
Hear,  my  commander !  Hear  me,  generals ! 
Let  me  conjure  you,  Duko !  Determine  nothing. 
Till  we  have  met  and  represented  to  you 
Our  joint  remonstrances. — Nay,  calmer!  Friends! 
I  hope  all  may  bo  yet  set  right  again. 

TKRTSKT. 

Away !  let  us  away !  in  the  antechamber 
Find  we  the  others.  [7%ey  go. 

BirrLBR  (to  QuEB'i'Kwanto). 
If  good  counsel  gain 
Due  audience  fVom  yom  wisdom,  ray  Lord  Envoy ! 
You  will  be  cautious  how  you  show  yourself 
In  public  for  some  hours  to  come— or  hardly 
Will  that  gold  key  protoct  you  from  maltreatment 

[CommaUonB  heard  from  withouL 


WALLKNiTKIIir. 

A  salutary  counsel Thou,  Octavio ! 

Wilt  answer  for  the  safety  of  our  guest 
Farewell,  Von  Questenberg ! 

[QUKSTENBEBO  M  ohout  tO  ipcok 

Nay,  ijbt  a  word. 
Not  one  word  more  of  that  detested  subject! 
You  have  perform'd  your  duty — ^^^0  know  how 
To  separate  the  office  from  the  man. 

[As  QtTESTENBKiia  U  going  of  with  Octavio  ; 

GOKTZ,  TiEFENBACH,  KoLATTO,  prcU  in  ,* 

teveral  other  CteneraU  following  them. 

GOETZ. 

Where's  he  who  means  to  rob  us  of  our  general  ? 

TIEFENBACH  (flt  the  same  time). 
What  are  we  forced  to  hear?  That  thou  wilt  leave  us? 

KOLATTO  {fli  the  tame  time). 
Wo  win  live  with  thee,  wo  will  die  with  thee. 

WALLENBTEIN  {with  ftottUnesii  and  pointing  to  Illo). 
There !  the  Feld-Maishal  knows  our  will.         [Exit. 
[While  aB  are  going  of  the  Stage,  the  curtain 
drape. 


ACT  EL 

SCENE  I. 

Scene — A  email  Chamber. 

Illo  and  Teetskt. 

TERTSKT. 

Now  for  this  evening's  business !  How  intend  you 
TV>  manage  with  the  genan^  bX  thn  Vwdc^'^U 
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ILLO. 

Attend !  We  frame  a  formal  declaration. 

Wherein  we  to  the  Duke  conngn  ounelvea 

Collectively,  to  be  and  to  remain 

HU  both  with  life  and  limb,  and  not  to  spare 

The  last  drop  of  our  blood  for  him,  provided 

So  doing  we  infringe  no  oath  or  du^. 

We  may  be  under  to  the  Emperor. — ^Mark ! 

This  reservation  we  expressly  make 

In  a  particular  clause,  and  save  the  conscience. 

Now  hear !  This  formula  so  framed  and  worded 

Will  be  presented  to  them  for  perusal 

Before  the  banquet   No  one  will  find  in  it 

Cause  of  oflence  or  scruple.    Hear  now  further! 

After  the  feast,  when  now  the  vaporing  wine 

Opens  the  heart,  and  shuts  the  eyes,  we  let 

A  counterfeited  paper,  in  the  which 

This  one  particidar  clause  has  been  left  out. 

Go  round  for  signatures. 

TEKT8KT. 

How !  think  you  then 
That  they'll  believe  themselves  bound  by  an  oath. 
Which  we  had  trick'd  them  into  by  a  juggle  t 

ILLO. 

We  shall  have  caught  and  caged  them !  Let  them  then 
Beat  their  wings  bare  against  the  wires,  and  rave 
Loud  as  they  may  against  our  treachery ; 
At  court  their  signatures  will  be  believed 
Far  more  than  their  most  holy  affirmations. 
Traitors  they  are,  and  must  be ;  therefore  wisely 
Will  make  a  virtue  of  necessity. 

TKRTSKT. 

Well,  wen,  it  shall  content  me ;  let  but  somethixig 
Be  dime^  let  only  some  decisive  blow 
Set  us  in  motion. 

ILLO. 

Besides,  'tis  of  subordinate  importance 
How,  or  how  far,  wo  may  thereby  propel 
The  Generals.    Tis  enough  that  we  persuade 
The  Duke  that  they  ore  his — Let  him  but  act 
In  his  determined  mood,  as  if  he  had  them. 
And  he  will  have  them.    Whore  he  plunges  in. 
He  makes  a  whirlpool,  and  all  stream  down  to  it 

TERT8KT. 

His  policy  is  such  a  labyrinth, 
That  many  a  time  when  I  have  thought  myself 
Close  at  his  side,  he 's  gone  at  once,  and  left  me 
Ignorant  of  the  ground  where  I  was  standing. 
Ho  lends  the  enemy  his  ear,  permits  me 
To  write  to  them,  to  Amheim ;  to  Sesina 
Himself  comes  forward  blank  and  undi^uised ; 
Talks  with  us  by  the  hour  about  his  plans. 
And  when  I  think  I  have  him— off  at  once 
He  has  slipp'd  from  me,  and  appears  as  if 
He  had  no  scheme,  but  to  retain  his  place. 

ILLO. 

He  give  up  his  old  plans !  I  '11  tell  3rou,  friend ! 
His  soul  is  occupied  with  nothing  else. 
Even  in  his  sleep — ^They  are  his*thoughts,  his  dreams, 
That  day  by  day  he  questions  for  this  purpose 
The  motions  of  the  planets 

TERT8KY. 

Ay !  3rou  know 
This  night,  that  is  now  coming,  he  with  Skni 
Shuts  himself  up  in  the  astrological  tower 
To  nuAe  Joint  obeervatimu — for  I  hear, 


It  is  to  be  a  night  of  weight  and  crisis ; 

And  something  great,  and  of  long  expectation* 

Is  to  make  its  processixm  in  the  heaven. 

ILLO. 

Come !  be  we  bold  and  make  dispatch.    The  woik 
In  Uiis  next  day  or  two  must  thrive  and  grow 
More  than  it  has  for  jrears.    And  let  but  only 

Things  first  turn  up  auspicious  here  below 

Mark  what  I  say — the  right  stars  too  will  show  them- 
selves. 
Come,  to  the  Generals.    All  is  in  the  glow. 
And  must  be  beaten  while  'tis  malleable. 

TEKTSKT. 

Do  yon  go  thither,  lUa    I  must  stay. 
And  wait  here  for  the  countess  Tertsky.    Know. 
That  we  too  are  not  idle.   Break  one  string, 
A  second  is  in  readiness. 

ILLO. 

Yes!  Yes! 
I  saw  your  lady  smile  with  such  sly  meaning. 
What's  in  the  wind  7 

TEKTSKV. 

A  secret 


Hodi!  she 

[ExUluA 


SCENE  IL 


iThe  CoiTNTESS  deps  out  from  a  dotbCi. 
Count  awi  Countess  TErrsKT. 

TERTSKT. 

Well — is  she  coming  7— -I  can  keep  him  back 
No  longer. 

COUNTESS. 

She  will  be  there  instantly, 
You  only  send  him. 

TERTSKY. 

I  am  not  quite  certain, 
I  must  confess  it.  Countess,'  whether  or  not 
We  are  earning  Uie  Duke's  thanks  hereby.  You  know, 
No  ray  has  broke  out  from  him  on  this  point 
You  have  o'erruled  me.  and  yourself  know  bsst 
How  for  you  dare  proceed. 

COUNTESS. 

I  take  it  on  me. 
[TdkingtoheradftMlesheiMmivmidag. 
Here's  no  need  of  full  powers  and  ccNnmissioQB— 
My  cloudy  Duke !  we  understand  each  other— 
And  without  words.    What,  could  I  not  unriddle, ' 
Wherefore  the  daughter  should  be  sent  for  hither. 
Why  first  he^  and  no  other,  should  be  chosen 
To  fetch  her  hither?  This  sham  of  betrothing  her 
To  a  bridegroom,*  when  no  one  knows— No!  no! 
This  may  blind  others !  I  see  through  thee,  Biodier! 
But  it  beseems  thee  not,  to  draw  a  card 
At  such  a  game.    Not  yet ! — It  all  remains 

Mutely  deliver'd  up  to  my  finessing 

Well — thou  shalt  not  have  been  deceived,  Daks 

Friedland ! 
In  her  who  is  thy  sister. 

SERVANT  (alters). 

The  commanders! 
TERTSKT  (to  the  Countess). 
Take  care  3^u  heat  his  fancy  and  aflectkms  ■ 

•  In  Gsnnsny,  aftn  bononble  sddiMssi  hsve  besn  paM  aal 
fonuUy  aecspted.  the  loTtn  are  esUed  Bride  sad  Bridecrooa, 
vtm  though  the  BBsrrisisiboold  not  taks  plaes  liD  fsass  aAsf. 
wsids. 
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bim  widi  a  leverie,  and  send  him, 
Abwnt  and  Jiiiiiiigf,  to  the  hanquet;  that 
lie  wuKf  noi  boBI^®  ^  the  ngnature. 

COUNTK8B. 

l^ke  fDO  etn  of  ytnir  guests ! — Go,  send  him  hither. 

TUITSKY. 

An  iMli  upoo  his  undersigning. 

couimss  (uiierrupting  him). 
Go  to  joor  guests!  Go 

ILLO  {cornea  back). 

Where  art  stajring,  Tertsky  ? 
1^  iMNva  M  foil,  and  all  expecting  you. 

TERTBKT. 

Inrtuitly!  Instantly! 

[7b  the  CouNTBM. 
And  let  him  not 
Stoy  hero  too  long.    It  might  awake  suspicion 
In  the  old  man 

COUNTESS. 

A  truce  with  yoni  precautions ! 
[Exeunt  Tertbkt  and  Illo. 


SCENE  m. 

Coinmas,  Max.  Piocolominl 

MAX.  (pecipnv  >M  oa  Ike  ttage  thi^y). 
Aont  Tertsiky !  may  I  Tentun  f 

[AdvanceM  to  the  middU  tf  the  tiage,  and  looks 
arotmi  him  with  wmuineas. 

She 'snot  here! 
Where  is  she  ? 

OOUMI'IM. 

Look  bat  somewhat  narrowly 
In  yonder  eomer,  lest  peihaps  she  lie 
Ccoceal'd  behind  that  screen. 


There  lie  her  gloves ! 
[Smatdkt  at  them,  h¥t  the  Coumtxss  takes  them 
hersdf. 
Too  onUnd  Lady !  Yoo  refuse  me  this — 
Too  mdu  it  an  amosement  to  tcmnent  me. 

COUNTISS. 

And  dus  dte  diank  yon  give  me  for  my  trouble  ? 

MAX. 

O,  if  yoo  feh  the  oppression  at  my  heart! 
fluiea  we've  been  here,  so  to  constrain  myael^ 
With  nch  poor  stealth  to  hazard  words  and  glances— 
Theaa,  these  are  not  my  habits ! 

couirrxsa. 

Ton  have  still 
Many  new  habits  to  acquire,  young  friend ! 
Bat  oo  this  proof  of  your  obedient  temper 
I  mosC  caminue  to  insist ;  and  only 
On  this  condition  can  I  play  the  agent 
For  yoor  ooooenw. 

MAX. 

But  whereibre  comes  she  nOC  t 
Whereiiriiet 

C0UNTX8S. 

Into  my  hands  you  must  place  it 
WboU  and  entire.  Whom  could  you  find,  indeed, 
Mora  Makosly  afiected  to  your  interest  t 
No  sool  on  eaidi  most  know  it — not  your  iadier. 
He  most  not,  above  alL 

MAX. 

Ahu!  whMtdMDgeit 


Here  is  no  face  on  which  I  might  concentre 
All  tlio  enraptured  noul  Btirs  up  within  me. 

0  Lady !  tell  me.    Is  ail  changed  around  me  t 
Or  is  it  only  I  \ 

I  find  myself, 
As  among  stnmgcrB !  Not  a  trace  is  left 
Of  all  my  former  wishes,  former  joys. 
Where  has  it  vauibh'd  to  ?  There  was  a  time 
When  even,  mcthought,  with  such  a  worid  as  this 

1  was  not  discontented.    Now,  how  flat! 
How  stale !  No  hfe,  no  bloom,  no  flavor  in  it ! 
My  comrades  ore  intolerable  to  me. 

My  father — Even  to  him  I  can  say  nothing. 
My  arms,  my  military  duties— O ! 
They  are  such  weaiying  toys ! 

C0UNTI88. 

But,  gentle  friend ! 
I  must  entreat  it  of  your  condescension. 
You  would  be  plcasefl  to  sink  your  eye,  and  favor 
With  one  short  glance  or  two  this  poor  stale  world, 
Where  even  now  much,  and  of  much  moment, 
Is  on  the  eve  of  its  completion. 

MAX. 

Something, 
I  can't  but  know,  is  going  forward  round  me. 
I  see  it  gathering,  crowding,  driving  on. 
In  wild  uncustomary  movements.  Well, 
In  due  time,  doubtless,  it  will  reach  even  me. 
Where  think  you  I  have  been,  dear  lady  ?  Nay, 
No  raillery.    The  turmoil  of  the  camp, 
The  spring-tide  of  acquaintance  rolling  in, 
The  pointless  jest,  the  empty  conversation, 
Oppress'd  and  stiflen'd  me.    I  gasp'd  for  air— 
I  could  not  breathe — I  was  constrained  to  fly. 
To  seek  a  silence  out  for  my  full  heart; 
And  a  pure  spot  wherein  to  feel  my  happinen. 
No  smiling,  Countess !    In  the  church  was  I. 
There  is  a  cloistor  hero  to  the  heaven's  gate,* 
Thither  I  went,  there  found  myself  alone. 
0\'er  the  altar  hung  a  holy  mother ; 
A  wretehed  painting  'twas,  yet  'twas  the  friend 
That  I  was  seeking  in  this  moment    Ah, 
How  oft  have  I  beheld  that  glorious  form 
In  splendor,  'mid  ecstatic  worshippers ; 
Yet,  still  it  moved  me  not !  and  now  at  once 
Was  my  devotion  cloudless  as  my  love. 

00D.VTE88. 

Eojoy  yoxu  fortune  and  felicity ! 

Forget  the  world  around  you.    Meantime,  friendship 

Shall  keep  strict  vigils  for  you,  anxious,  active. 

Only  be  manageable  when  that  friendship 

Points  ]rou  the  road  to  full  accomplishment 

How  long  may  it  be  since  you  declared  your  passion  f 

MAX. 

This  morning  did  I  hazard  the  fint  word. 

COUNTESS. 

This  morning  the  first  time  in  twenty  days  ? 

MAX. 

Twas  at  that  hunting-cosde,  betwixt  here 

And  Nepomuck,  where  you  had  join'd  us,  and — 

That  was  the  last  relay  of  the  whole  journey ! 


•  1  sm  doabdhi  whstlMr  thii  be  the  dedication  oftfis  ek>i^. 
or  the  Dsme  of  one  of  Um  city  »•!••,  near  which  it  rtood.  I 
havo  tramlated  it  in  the  former  eenw ;  bat  ftarfU  of  harinff 
made  eome  Wunder.  1  add  tha  oiic»Mi.-Ea  in  «ia  Ktoitts  Wm 

sar  iltsisMMsrtt. 
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Id  a  balcony  we  were  atanding  mute. 

And  gasmg  out  upon  the  dreary  field : 

Before  m  the  dragoons  were  riding  onward, 

The  safeguard  which  the  Duke  had  sent  us — ^heavy 

Tlie  inquietude  of  parting  lay  upon  me» 

And  trembling  ventured  I  at  length  these  woidB: 

This  all  reminds  me,  noble  maiden,  that 

To^ay  I  must  take  leave  of  my  good  fortune. 

A  few  houjB  more,  and  you  will  find  a  fioher, 

Will  see  yourself  surrounded  by  new  firiends. 

And  I  henceforth  shall  be  but  as  a  stranger, 

Lost  in  the  many — **  Speak  with  my  aunt  Tertsky !" 

With  hunting  voice  she  interrupted  me. 

She  folter'd.    I  beheld  a  glowing  red 

Possess  her  beautiful  cheeks,  and  fimn  the  ground 

Raised  slowly  up,  her  eye  met  mine— no  longer 

Did  I  control  myselC 

[7%e  Princtu  Thikla  appeoan  at  the  door,  ami 

remainiitandingtoUenedbytheCoxnnwu, 

biUnUby  PiccoLOMUii. 

With  instant  boldness 
I  caught  her  in  my  arms,  my  mouth  touch'd  hers ; 
Tliere  was  a  rustling  in  the  room  close  by ; 
It  parted  us— T  was  yoiL  What  since  has  happen'd, 
You  know. 

oouiims  {after  a  pauae,  with  a  Mclm  glance 

atTHEKLA). 

And  is  it  your  excess  of  modesty ; 
Or  are  jaa  so  incurious,  that  you  do  not 
Ask  me  too  of  my  secret  f 

MAX. 

Of  your  secret? 

OOUNTISI. 

Why,  jres!  When  in  the  instant  after  you 
I  stepp'd  into  the  room,  and  found  my  niece  there, 
What  she  in  Uiis  fint  moment  of  ihe  heart 
Ta'en  with  surprise— 

MAX.  (with  eagemeu). 
Wen? 


SCENE  IV. 
Thxkla  (kttrrie»  forward),  ConNTXSS,  Max. 

PiCCOLOMINI. 

THXKLA  (to  the  Couimss). 

Spare  yourself  the  trouble : 
That  hears  he  better  from  myself 

MAX.  {atepping  backward). 

My  Princess! 
What  have  you  let  her  hear  me  say,  aunt  Tertsky  ? 

TBSKLA  (to  the  Countess). 
Has  he  been  here  long? 

00UNTC88. 

Tes ;  and  soon  must  ga 
Where  have  you  sta/d  so  long  ? 

THXKLA. 

Alas !  my  mother 
Wept  80  again !  and  I— I  see  her  sufler, 
Yet  cannot  keep  m3rBelf  from  being  happy. 


Now  once  again  I  have  courage  to  look  on  you. 
To-day  at  noon  I  could  not 
The  dazzle  of  the  jewels  that  play'd  round  yoa 
Hid  the  beloved  from  me. 

THXKLA. 

g^.^.  Then  you  saw  me 

mtt/oureye  on/jr— and  noi  with  your  heart? 


This  morning,  when  I  found  you  m  the  ciida 

Of  all  your  kindred,  in  your  fother's  arme»    - 

Beheld  myself  an  alien  in  this  circle, 

O !  what  an  impulse  felt  I  in  Uiat  "Mmnfftt 

To  fiill  upon  his  neck,  to  call  \am  father  ! 

But  his  stem  eye  o'erpower'd  the  swelling 

It  dared  not  but  be  silent    And  those  brillianis^ 

That  like  a  crown  of  stars  enwreathed  your  farowi, 

Theyscared  me  too!  O  wherefore,  wherefofeshoukl he 

At  the  first  meeting  spread  as  'twere  the  ban 

Of  excommunication  round  ytm, — wherefore 

Dress  up  the  angel  as  for  sacrifice. 

And  cast  upon  the  light  and  joyous  heart 

The  mournful  burthen  of  hie  station  ?  Fitly 

May  love  dare  woo  for  love ;  but  such  a  splendor 

Might  none  but  monarchs  venture  to  apptmcfa. 

THXKLA. 

Hush!  not  a  word  more  of  this  mummery; 
Tou  see  how  soon  the  burthen  is  thrown  off 

[To  the  CouMTBft 
He  is  not  in  spirits.    Wherefore  is  he  not  ? 
Tu  you,  aunt,  that  have  made  him  all  so  gkxMny! 
He  had  quite  another  nature  on  the  journey — 
So  calm,  so  bright,  so  jo3rous  eloquent 

[7b  Max. 
It  was  my  widi  to  see  you  always  so^ 
And  never  otherwise ! 

MAX. 

You  find  yourself 
In  your  great  fother's  arms,  beloved  lady ! 
All  in  a  new  world,  which  does  homage  to  yoo, 
And  which,  were't  only  by  iia  novelty, 
Delighia  your  eye. 


i 


Yes ;  I  confess  to  you 
That  many  things  delight  me  here :  this  camp^ 
This  motley  stage  of  warriors,  which  renews 
So  manifold  the  image  of  my  fancy. 
And  binds  to  Ufe,  binds  to  reality, 
What  hitherto  had  but  been  present  to  me 
As  a  sweet  dream ! 

MAX. 

Alas !  not  so  to  me. 
It  makes  a  dream  of  my  reality. 
Upon  some  island  in  the  ethereal  heights 
I  've  lived  for  these  last  days.    This  maai  of  HMD 
Forces  me  down  to  earth.    It  is  a  bridge 
That,  reconducting  to  my  fonner  life, 
Divides  me  and  my  heaven. 

THXKLA. 

The  game  of  lifo 
Looks  cheerful,  when  one  carries  in  one'b  heart 
The  unalienable  treasure.   "Tis  a  game. 
Which  having  once  review'd,  I  turn  more  joyous 
Back  to  my  deeper  and  appropriate  bliss. 

[Breaking  cff,  and  m  a  eporthe  lem 
In  this  short  time  that  I  've  been  present  here. 
What  new  unheard-of  things  have  I  not  seen ! 
And  yet  they  all  must  give  jdace  to  tiie  wooder 
Whidi  this  mysterious  castle  guards. 

couNTxas  (recoOeefuy). 

AndwlMt 
Can  this  be  then  ?  Metbought  I  was  aoquaiated 
\Wilk  aH  the  duAcv  cmiMmot  i&ua  bouae. 
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(nnling). 

1  flieRto  is  watch*d  by  tpirits : 
H  (rtand  Kntry  at  the  door. 

oouHTKBi  {laughs). 
I  tower! — ^How  happem  it 
■mctnary,  whose  acceai 
to  impmcticaUe, 
m  even  at  your  approach  ? 

TBXKLA. 

fiwm  with  a  fhendly  &oe 

e  hairs,  whose  gracious  services 

fint  sig^  open'd  me  the  doors. 


kfl*!  astrologer,  old  Seni. 

THKKLA. 

me  on  many  pmnts ;  for  instance, 
om,  what  month,  and  on  what  day, 
ly  or  in  die  nif^t 

oouMTias. 

He  wish*d 
n  for  your  horoscope. 


Lurks  in  the  legend  told  my  in&ut  yean 

Than  lies  upon  that  tmdi,  we  liye  to  leam. 

For  fable  is  Love's  world,  his  home,  his  birth-plaoe : 

Delightedly  dwells  he  'mong  foys  and  talismans, 

And  spirits ;  and  delightedly  believes 

Divinities,  being  himself  divine. 

The  intelligible  forms  of  ancient  poets, 

The  fair  hnmanities  of  old  religion. 

The  Power,  the  Beauty,  and  the  Majesty, 

That  had  her  haimta  in  dale,  or  piny  moantafai. 

Or  forest  by  abw  stream,  or  pebbly  spring. 

Or  chasms  and  vi^*ry  depths ;  all  these  have  vanishU 

They  hve  no  longer  in  Uie  foith  of  reason ! 

But  stOl  the  heart  doth  need  a  language,  still 

Doth  the  old  instinct  bring  back  the  old  names, 

And  to  yon  stany  vrorld  they  now  are  gone, 

Spirifii  or  gods,  that  used  to  share  this  eardi 

With  man  as  with  their  firiend  ;*  and  to  the  lover 

Yonder  tfaey  move,  fiom  yonder  visible  sky 

Shoot  influence  down :  and  even  at  this  day 

Tis  Jupiter  who  brings  whatever  is  great, 

And  Venus  who  brings  every  thing  tbnt's  fiur! 


0  exammed,  shook  his  head 

1  meaning,  and  the  lines,  methought, 
I  over-troly  with  his  wishes. 


I,  and  what  ftond  you  in  this  tower? 
ivilege  has  been  to  snatch 
, and  away! 


It  was  a  strange 
:  oame  o*er  me,  when  at  first 
id  sunshine  I  stepp'd  in ;  and  now 
g  line  of  day-light,  that  ran  ailer 
9or,  was  gone ;  and  all  about  me 
id  dusky  night,  with  many  shadows 
»st    Here  six  or  seven 
M,  and  all  kings,  stood  round  me 
9.    Each  one  in  his  hand 
9,  and  on  his  head  a  star ; 
arer  no  other  light  was  there 
B  stars :  all  seem'd  to  come  from  them, 
le  planets,"  said  that  low  old  man, 
1  worldly  fiites,  and  for  that  cause 
ere  as  kings.    He  farthest  from  you, 
cold,  an  old  man  melancholy, 
d  yellow  forehead,  he  is  Saturn, 
he  king  with  the  red  light, 
Q  for  the  battle,  that  is  Mars : 
■e  bring  but  little  luck  to  man." 
B  a  lovely  lady  stood, 
1  her  head  was  soft  and  bright, 
I  Venus,  the  bright  star  of  joy. 
ind,  lo !  Mercury,  with  wings, 
middle  glitter'd  silver  bright 
an,  and  with  a  monarch's  mien ; 
Jupiter,  my  fotber's  star ; 
le  I  saw  the  Sun  and  Moon. 

MAX. 

ly  will  I  blame  his  faith 

of  stars  and  angels !  Tia  not  merely 

jeing's  Pride  that  peoples  space 

1  mystical  predominance : 

e  for  the  stricken  heart  of  Love 

wtnre,  and  this  common  world, 

row;  jTBt,  m  deeper  import 


And  if  this  be  the  adenoe  of  the  stars, 

I  too,  with  glad  and  zealous  industry, 

Will  leam  acquaintance  with  thu  cheerfhl  foitk 

It  is  a  gentle  and  aflectionate  thought, 

That  in  immeasnnUe  heighla  above  oi^ 

At  our  first  birth,  the  wreath  of  love  wm  woren. 

With  spariding  stara  for  floweMi 

oouirms. 

Not  only  roses. 
But  thorns  too  hath  die  heayan;  and  weU  for  yoa 
Leave  they  your  wreadi  of  love  inviolate : 
What  VenoB  twined,  the  bearer  of  glad  fortune, 
The  sullen  orb  of  Man  soon  teaia  to  pieces. 


Soon  will  his  gloomy  empire  reach  its  dose. 
Blest  be  the  General's  seal :  into  the  laurel 
Will  he  inweave  the  olive-bianch,  presenting 
Peace  to  the  shouting  nations.    Theai  no  wish 
Will  have  remain'd  for  his  great  heart !  Enough 
Has  he  perform'd  for  gloiy,  and  can  now 
Live  for  himself  and  his.    To  his  domains 
Will  he  retire ;  he  has  a  stately  seat 
Of  ftirest  view  at  Gitschin ;  Raichenberg, 
And  Friedland  Casde,  both  lie  pleasantly — 
Even  to  the  foot  of  the  huge  mountains  here 
Stretches  the  chase  and  covers  of  his  forests : 
His  ruling  passion,  to  create  the  splendid. 
He  can  indulge  without  restraint ;  can  give 
A  princely  patronage  to  every  art. 
And  to  all  worth  a  sovereign's  protection. 
Can  build,  can  plant,  can  watch  the  starry  comsps 

OOUNTIBS. 

Yet  I  would  have  you  look,  and  look  again. 
Before  you  lay  aside  your  arms,  young  firiend ! 
A  gentle  bride,  as  she  is,  is  well  worth  it. 
That  you  should  woo  and  win  her  with  die  sword. 


O,  that  the  sword  could  win  her ! 

OOUNTXSS. 


What  waatfaitt 


•  No  mora  of  talk,  when  cod  Qc  ttiic«l  CQM^ 
Withmsii,aBWilhhlBfirandfsm^tti,^QM& 
To  sit  indalfsnl.  Parsiiss  lArt*  »•  ^ 
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Did  you  hear  nothing  ?  Seem'd,  as  if  I  heard 
Tumult  and  larum  in  the  banquet-room. 

[Exit  COUNTISS. 


SCENE  V. 

Thskla  and  Max.  PiccoLOiiiin. 

TBIKZ.4  (cu  toon  at  the  Countess  it  out  of  tight,  in  a 

quick  low  voice  to  PiccoLomNi). 
Don't  trust  them !  Tliey  are  false ! 


Impoarible ! 

THIKZJk. 

Trust  no  one  here  but  me.    I  saw  at  once, 
They  had  a  purpote, 

MAX. 

Purpose !  but  what  purpose  f 
And  how  can  we  be  instrumental  to  it  t 

THKKLA. 

I  know  no  more  than  you ;  but  yet  belieye  me : 
There  *s  some  design  in  this !  To  make  us  happy. 
To  realize  our  unicm — trust  me,  love ! 
They  but  pretend  to  wish  it 

MAX. 

But  theee  Teitskys 

Why  use  we  them  at  all f  Why  not  your  mother? 
Excellent  creature !  she  deserves  from  us 
A  full  and  filial  confidence. 

THXKLA. 

She  doth  love  you, 
Doth  rate  you  high  before  all  others — but.— 
But  such  a  secret— she  would  never  have 
The  courage  to  conceal  it  fnm  my  father. 
For  her  own  peace  of  mind  we  must  preserve  it 
A  secret  from  her  too. 

MAX. 

Why  any  secret  f 
I  love  not  secrets.     Mark,  what  I  will  do. 
Ill  throw  me  at  jrour  father's  feet — let  him 
Decide  upon  my  fortunes ! — ^He  is  true, 
He  wears  no  nusk — ^he  hates  all  crooked  way»— 
He  is  so  good,  so  noble ! 

THXKLA  (faUt  on  his  neck). 
That  are  you! 

MAX. 

Tou  knew  him  only  since  this  mom,  but  I 
Have  lived  ten  years  already  in  his  presence. 
And  who  knows  whether  in  this  veiy  moment 
He  is  not  merely  waiting  for  us  both 
To  own  our  loves,  in  order  to  unite  us  f 
You  are  silent  ? — — 

You  look  at  me  with  such  a  hopelessness ! 
What  have  3rou  to  object  against  3rour  father? 

THEKLA. 

I  ?  Nothing.    Only  he 's  so  occupied — 

He  has  no  leisure  time  to  think  about 

The  happiness  of  us  twa  [Taking  hit  hand  tenderly. 

Follow  me ! 
Let  us  not  place  too  great  a  faith  in  men. 
These  Tertsky*— we  will  still  be  grateful  to  them 
For  every  londness,  but  not  trust  them  further 
Than  they  deserve  f— and  in  all  else  rely — • 
On  our  own  hearts ! 

MAX. 

O!  shall  we  ^er  be  happiy  t 


THEKLA. 

Are  we  not  happy  now  7    Art  thou  not  mine  f 

Am  I  not  thine  i  There  lives  within  my  soul 

A  lofly  courage — 'tis  love  gives  it  me! 

I  ought  to  be  less  open — ought  to  hide 

My  heart  more  from  thee — so  decorum  ili^fitpt : 

But  where  in  this  place  couldst  thou  seek  for  trndi 

If  in  my  mouth  thou  didst  not  find  it  ? 


SCENE  VI. 


To  them  enter  t  the  Countett  TxRTonr. 

COUNTESS  (in  a  pretsing  manner). 

Come! 
My  husband  sends  me  for  you — ^It  is  now 
The  latest  moment 

[They  not  appearing  to  attend  to  what  the  tn/i 
tkettqtt  between  them. 
Part  3rou! 

THXKLA. 

O,  not  yet! 
It  has  been  scarce  a  moment 

COUNTESS. 

Ay!   Then  tone 


nieos! 


Flies  swifUy  with  your  Highness, 

MAX. 

There  is  no  hurry,  aunt 

COUNTESS. 

Away!  away! 
The  folks  begin  to  miss  you.  Twice  already 
His  father  has  ask'd  for  liim. 

THEKLA. 

Ha!  his&ther! 

COUNTESS. 

You  understand  that^  niece ! 

THEKLA. 

Why  needs  he 
To  go  at  all  to  that  society  ? 
Tis  not  his  proper  company.    They  may 
Be  worthy  men,  but  he 's  too  young  for  them. 
In  brief,  he  suits  not  such  society. 

COUNTESS. 

You  mean,  you'd  rather  keep  him  wholly  heiet 

THEKLA  (with  energy). 
Yes!  you  have  hit  it,  aunt !  That  is  my  meanmg. 
Leave  him  here  wholly !  Tell  the  company-— 

COUNTESS. 

What  ?  have  you  lost  your  senses,  niece  ? 

Count  you  remember  the  conditions.    Come ! 

MAX.  (to  Thekla). 
Lady,  I  must  obey.    Farewell,  dear  lady ! 
[Thekla  tumt  away  from  him  toith  a  quidt  motion. 
What  say  you  then,  dear  lady  ? 

THXKLA  {without  looking  at  him). 

Nothiii^.  Go! 

MAX. 

Can  I,  when  you  are  angry 

[He  drawt  up  to  her,  their  eye*  meet,  the  tktni 
tilent  a  moment^  then  throwt  hertdf  into  hi 
armt;  he  prettet  her  fatt  to  hit  heart. 

COUNTESS. 

Off!  Heavens !  if  any  one  should  come ! 

Hark !  What 's  that  noise !  it  comes  this  way. Off 

Max.  teart  himtdfaway  out  of  her  armt,andgoet 
Tht  CoxiKTEsa  accoti^amet  Am.   Thkklj 
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fiiHtmt  loB  wkk  her  eye$  at  frtt^  vxiUu  rut- 
the  room,  then  ttope,  and  remains 
J,  loaf  in  thought  A  guitar  Ue»  on  the 
tie  wazes  ittubya  tudden  emotion^  and 
efitf  ekt  hoM  played  a  whUe  an  irregular  and 
wKhmekoljf  eywqihony,  the  faUt  gradually  into 
^  wuuic,  and  tings. 


TBKKJJL  (plays  and  mngt). 
•  doad  doth  gather,  the  greenwood  roar, 
e  damael  paces  along  the  shore ; 
e  biUowB  they  tumble  with  might,  with  might ; 
d  ihe  flinga  oat  her  voice  to  the  darksome  ni^t ; 
Bcf  boaom  is  swelling  with  sorrow ; 
e  wotld  it  is  empty,  the  heart  will  die, 
0re*s  nothing  to  wish  fi>r  beneath  the  sky : 
Km  Holy  One,  oill  thy  child  away ! 
re  lived  and  loved,  and  that  was  to-day — 
Make  raady  my  grave^lothes  to-morrow.* 


SCENE  VQ. 
CouimaB  (retenu),  Thxkla. 


COURT! 

is,  lady  meoe !  to  throw  youiself  upon  him, 

iksa  poor  gift  to  one  who  cares  not  for  it, 

ad  so  must  be  flung  after  him !  For  you, 

ttke  Friedland*s  only  child,  I  diould  have  thou|^t, 

liad  been  more  beseeming  to  have  shown  jroonelf 

ore  chary  of  your  peiaoo. 

(riting). 
And  what  mean  you  t 


Ifband  it  sot  ia  sbj ptmer  to  tnnriste  this  Mmff  with  UtersI 
iGty,  imwiiin  mt  ths  Mme  time  the  Alcaic  MoTement ;  and 
^tberefefe  added  the  orifinel  with  mproeetraoilation.  Some 
•if  lisden  maj  be  oiorB  fi>rtanate. 

THSKLA  {spidl  und  tingf). 

Dar  EiehwaJd  braowt,  die  Wolkeo  soehn. 
Dee  Mcfdlein  wsndeh  an  Urera  Oriin, 
Ee  brieht  neh  die  Wdle  mil  Macht.  mit  Macht, 
Und  ae  ainft  hii»Da  in  die  finatre  Nacht, 

Daa  Aoffe  von  Weineo  getriibet : 
Daa  Hen  iat  geatorben.  die  Welt  iat  leer, 
Und  waiter  fiabt  aie  dem  Wnnache  nichti  i 
Da  Beifige,  rafe  defai  Kind  surikk. 
kh  babe  genoaeea  daa  irdiache  GlUck. 

Idh  hsbe  gdebt  and  geleibet 

LITERAL  TRANSLATION. 


iplayt  and  sings). 

Tit  oek-fcraal  bdlowa,  the  clouds  gather,  the  damaal  walks 
'ttd  fto  on  the  green  of  the  shore;  the  wave  breaks  with 
kk,  with  night,  and  she  sings  oat  mto  the  dark  night,  bet 
'•  diaeoloied  «nth  weeping :  the  heart  is  deed,  the  %rorid  is 
Wr.  and  Anther  givaa  it  noching  more  to  the  wish.  TboaHolf 
>•.  eaB  Iby  ehiU  borne.  I  have  enjoyed  the  bappinesa  of  this 
•rid.  I  haire  lived  and  have  loved. 

eannot  bat  add  here  an  imitation  of  this  aong.  with  which 
I  tathor  of  "The  Tale  of  Rosamond  Gray  and  Blind  Mar- 
■M**  baa  fkvored  me,  and  which  appeara  to  me  lo  have  eanght 

bappieat  maanw  of  our  old  ballads. 

T^  ehnida  are  bhekening.  the  storms  threa^ninf. 
The  eavevn  doth  matter,  the  greenwood  moaa; 

BiMowB  are  breaking,  the  damsel's  heart  aehiag, 
ThoB  io  the  dark  night  she  singeth  alooe, 
Her  ere  op  ward  roving: 

na  wodd  is  eesptjr.  the  heart  ia  dead  aovslr, 

la  tUs  woild  plainly  all  seemeth  amiai; 
Te  Ay  baatsB,  Holy  On»  lake  bmae  tikr  BUk  ens. 

Ihemepeieakm  ofaBevtb'e  bim. 


couNTxaa. 
I  mean,  niece,  that  ]rou  should  not  have  ibigotten 
Who  you  are,  and  who  he  is.    But  perchance 
That  never  once  occurred  to  you. 

THXKLA. 

What  then? 

0017NTE88. 

That  you're  the  daughter  of  the  Prince,  Duke 
Friedland. 

THKKUt. 

Wen— end  what  ftrther  f 

COtTNTESS 

IVhatf  a  pretty  question ! 

THXKUL. 

He  was  horn  that  which  we  have  but  lecome. 
He's  of  an  ancient  Lombard  fiunily, 
Son  of  a  reigning  princess. 

O0ITNTK8S. 

^  Are  you  dreaming  f 

Talking  in  sleep!  An  excellent  jest,  forsooth ! 
We  shall  no  doubt  right  courteously  entreat  him 
To  honor  with  his  himd  the  richest  heirass 
In  Europe: 

THXKLA. 

That  will  not  be  necessary. 

C0UNTK8B. 

Methinks  'twere  well  though  not  to  nm  the  hazaid. 

THXKLA. 

His  fiither  bves  him :  Count  Octavio 
Will  interpose  no  difficulty 


COI7NTX88. 


me! 


I 


Bit  fiuher !  Hts .'  but  yotua,  niece,  what  of  yours? 

TBXKLA. 

Why  I  begin  to  think  you  fear  his  &ther. 
So  anxiously  you  hide  it  from  the  man ! 
Hit  fiither,  hu,  I  mean. 

00UNTXB8  ilookt  at  her  ot  terutudzing), 
JPHece,  you  are  /dUe, 

THXKLA. 

Are  ytm  then  wounded  ?  O,  be  fiiends  with  me ! 

COtTNTXSS. 

You  hold  your  game  for  won  already.    Do  not 
Triumph  too  soon ! — 

THXKLA  {interrupting  her,  and  attempting  to  soothe 

her). 
Nay,  now,  be  friends  with  me 

00UNTE88. 

It  is  not  yet  so  ftr  gone. 

THXKLA. 

I  believe  you. 

OOI7NTX88. 

Did  3^u  suppose  your  fiither  had  laid  out 
EQs  most  important  life  in  toils  of  war. 
Denied  himself  each  quiet  earthly  bliss. 
Had  banish'd  slumber  from  his  tent,  devoted 
His  noble  head  to  care,  and  for  this  only. 
To  make  a  happier  pair  of  you?  At  length 
To  draw  you  from  your  convent,  and  c^iduct 

In  easy  triiuni^  ^^  3^^^^^  <^i™"  ^^  ^^'^ 

That  chanced  to  please  3^ur  eyes !  All  this,  methinks, 

He  might  have  purchased  at  a  cheaper  rate. 

THXKLA. 

That  which  he  did  not  plant  for  xda  mi%hl  '^l 
Bear  me  fair  fruitage  of  \\b  ovm  accAt^. 
And  if  my  friendly  and  affectaofOiXe  faXA, 
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Out  of  his  fearful  and  enoraious  being, 
Will  but  prepare  the  joyi  of  life  for 


COUNTESS. 

Thou  see'rt  it  with  a  lovelorn  maiden's  eyes. 
Cast  thine  eye  round,  bethink  thee  who  thou  art 
Into  no  house  of  jo}rance  host  thou  stcpp'd, 
For  no  espousals  dost  thou  find  the  walls 
Deck'd  out,  no  guests  the  nuptial  garland  wearing. 
Here  is  no  splendor  but  of  arms.    Or  think'st  thou 
That  all  these  thousands  are  hero  congregated 
To  lead  up  the  long  dances  at  thy  wedding! 
Thou  see'st  thy  father's  forehead  full  of  thought. 
Thy  mother's  eye  in  tears :  upon  the  balance 
lies  the  great  destiny  of  all  our  house. 
Leave  now  the  puny  wish,  the  girlish  feeling, 

0  thrust  it  fiur  behind  thee !  Give  thou  proof; 
Thou'rt  the  daughter  of  the  Mighty — hit 
Who  where  he  moves  creates  the  wonderfuL 
Not  to  herself  the  ^-oman  must  belong, 
Annex'd  and  bound  to  alien  destinies : 

But  she  performs  the  best  part,  she  the  wisest. 
Who  can  transmute  the  alien  into  self, 
Meet  and  disarm  necessity  by  choice ; 
And  what  must  be.  take  freely  to  her  heart. 
And  bear  and  foster  it  with  mother's  love. 

TlTEKlJi. 

Such  ever  was  my  lesson  in  the  convent 
J  had  no  loves,  no  wishes,  knew  myself 
Only  as  his— his  daughter,  his,  the  Mighty ! 
His  fame,  the  echo  of  whose  blast  drove  to  ma 
From  the  fiur  distance,  waken'd  in  my  soul 
No  other  thought  than  this — ^I  am  appointed 
To  ofier  up  myself  in  possiveness  to  liim. 

COUNTSSB. 

That  is  thy  fiite.    Mould  thou  thy  wishes  to  it 

1  and  thy  mother  gave  thee  the  example. 

THEKLA. 

My  fate  hath  shown  me  him,  to  whom  behoves  it 
That  I  should  offer  up  myself.     In  gladness 
Him  will  I  follow. 

COUNTESS 

Not  thy  fiite  hath  shown  him ! 
Thy  heart,  say  rather — 't  ysta  ihy  heart,  my  child ! 

TIIEKLA. 

Fate  hath  no  voice  but  the  heart's  impulses. 
I  am  all  his !  His  present — his  olone. 
Is  this  new  hfe,  which  lives  in  me  ?  He  hath 
A  right  to  liis  own  creature.     What  was  I 
Ere  his  fair  love  infused  a  soul  into  me  f 

COUNTESS. 

Thou  wouldst  oppose  thy  father  then,  should  ho 
Have  otherwise  determined  with  thy  person  ? 

[TiiEKiA  remains  sHenL    The  Countess  continues. 
I^iou  mean'st  to  force  him  to  thy  liking  ? — Child, 
His  name  is  Fziedlond. 

THEKLA. 

My  name  too  is  Friedland. 
He  shall  have  found  a  genuine  daughter  in  me. 

COUNTESS. 

Wlint !  ho  has  vanquish'd  all  impediment. 
And  in  the  wilful  mood  of  his  own  daughter 
Shall  a  now  struggle  rise  for  him  ?  Child !  child ! 
As  yet  thnu  hast  seen  thy  fiither's  smiles  alone ; 
The  eye  of  his  rage  thou  hast  not  seen.   Dear  child, 
/  will  not  frighten  thee.    To  that  extreme, 
/  trust,  it  ne'er  ahall  come.    Uia  will  is  yet 


Unknown  to  me :  'tis  possible  his  aims 
May  have  the  same  direction  as  thy 
But  th»  can  never,  never  be  his  ¥nll 
That  thou,  the  daughter  of  his  haughty  lortuiies, 
Sbould'st  e'er  demean  thee  as  a  love-sick  maiden ; 
And  like  some  poor  cost-nothing,  fling  ihyaalf 
Toward  the  man,  who,  if  that  hi|^  priaBO  ever 
Be  destined  to  await  him,  yet,  with  sacrifices 
The  hi^iest  love  can  bring,  must  pay  lor  it 


THEKLA  {who  during  the  last  speech  had  heen . 

evidently  lost  in  her  rejlectioiu). 
I  tfiank  thee  fi)r  the  hint     It  turns 
My  sad  presentiment  to  certainty. 
And  it  ii  so ! — Not  one  friend  have  we  here. 
Not  one  true  heart !  we've  nothing  bat  ouiselvti! 

0  she  said  rightly — no  auspicious  signs 
Beam  on  this  covenant  of  our  afifectioot. 
This  is  no  theatre,  where  hope  alndes : 
The  dull  thick  noise  of  war  alone  stirs  here ; 
And  Love  himself,  as  he  were  arm'd  in  steel. 
Steps  forth,  and  girds  him  for  the  strife  of  deatt. 

[Music  from  the  ian^MsC-rsoM  if  Aflsri- 
There's  a  daik  sinrit  walking  in  our  boose, 
And  swifUy  will  the  Destiny  close  on  v». 
It  drove  me  hitiier  from  my  calm  asylum* 
It  mocks  my  soul  with  charming  witdiery. 
It  lures  me  fi>rward  in  a  semph's  shapa  ;r 

1  see  it  near,  I  see  it  nearer  Aoating. 

It  draws,  it  pulls  me  with  a  godlike  power— 
And  lo !  the  abyss — and  thither  am  I  moving^— 
I  have  no  power  within  me  not  to  move ! 

[The  music  from  the  banquet-room  becomes  louitr. 
O  when  a  house  is  doom'd  in  fire  to  perish. 
Many  and  dark,  heaven  drives  his  donds  togetbo', 
Yea.  shoots  his  lightnings  down  from  sunny  hei|^ 
Flames  burst  from  out  the  subterraneous  chasoa, 
*And  fiends  and  angels  mingUng  in  their  fuiy. 
Sling  fire-brands  at  the  burning  edifice. 

[EniTBEKLL. 


SCENE  VUL 


A  large  Saloon  lights  up  with  festal  Sptender ;  is 
the  midst  of  ity  and  in  the  Centre  of  the  t^age,  a 
Tbble  richly  set  out,  at  u^ich  eight  Qtnerais  mt 
sitting,  among  whom  are  Octavio  PircoLOMun, 
Tertskv.  and  Maradas.  Right  and  left  cf  tkist 
but  farther  back,  two  other  ThUes,  at  oadk  cf  whuk 
six  Persons  are  placed.  The  Middle  Door,  vAttft 
i>  standing  open,  gives  to  the  Prospect  a  fourth 
Table,  with  the  same  Number  of  Persons.  More 
forward  stands  the  Sideboard,  The  whole  front  of 
the  Stage  is  kept  open  for  the  Pagesand  Servants  ta 
waiting.  All  is  in  motion.  The  Band  of  Music 
belonging  to  Tertskt's  Regiment  mardk  across  the 
Stage,  and  draw  up  round  the  TaHes.  Before  they 
are  quite  off  from  the  Front  of  the  Stage^  Max. 
PiccoLOMiNi  appears,  Tkrtskt  advances  towards 


*  There  are  fbw,  who  win  not  have  taste  enoogh  to  langh 
at  the  two  coochidinff  fines  of  this  soliloqnjr;  and  still  fewer.  I 
would  ftin  hope,  who  woold  not  have  been  more  disposed  to 
shudder,  had  I  giren  a  fsid^  traasiatioa.  For  the  rsaden 
of  Gtfmsn  I  have  added  the  origina!  * 

BUni-wUthend  eehleudert  selbet  der  Oott  dsr  Fksoda 
Pea  ?erihtoami  Wk  4tt  WrosMia  Gdbaade. 


THE  PICCOLOMUn. 


r.Jkobun.  Max.  Picoolohini- 

^■t  wa  Viva !  Why,  where  haat  bean  I 
«_qniek !  TeWky  hero  hu  given 
Mlid^  wine  up  to  bee  hootj. 
1 M  It  tb«  Hsidalberg  culle. 
hpBlntthabeO.     Tbey'ra  giving 
«  dual  crowM  in  ihiuw ; 
•n't  Undi  and  chaUeli  >ra  jnl  vp, 
o^i,  SlamU'*.  lichMntein'i, 
«U  Bdtanuan  bodalilieK 

■0  knowil  df—to  %  pl«c«!  qnick 
^! 

aird  toilet). 
Comu  Piocolomiiii ! 


TiMiET,  Nvnunt. 
-CEITIKT  (taelau  (o  NnntuiN  b 


a,  wB*lliei  ■■  'ti«  hare  ael  SiHh, 

■t^fiH  r>°-    Tbsf've  ill  niui  it, 

jja,  ftDd  meh  CCM  wiH  iDbacriha 


b  •■  ear  rapmae  Commander,  Ihe  iUns- 
of  I'kiedki^  '■ *"  "■ 


__.  a. Ba  which  he  hoi  receiv 

d  lui  deteraunBtkn  la  qnil  Ihe  Empe: 
nmnimoiu  mtnaly  hu  giacioiuly  c 
—in  itill  wiih  the  anny,  and  not  to  ; 
mat  OUT  appnibBtioii  thereof,  ■)  we,  i 
I  (odt  n  partiiailar,  in  (he  Mend  of  an  a 
ikap.  do  herebf  oblige  Dur»lve*— -li — 
I  homniily  and  failhruUy  la  hold,  and  in 
Mwver  fiomhimlo  port,  and  tDbereuly 
lii  mlenata  Ihe  luI  drop  of  our  blood,  sa 
,  M  imr  aali  lo  lie  Emperar  kCI  pcrmii. 
mmdt  on  npeeUd  by  laoLiHi.}  bl  leeti- 
ddt  we  lolaciibe  our  naniet." 

jaa  irilling  lo  nitacribe  Ibii  papar  t 


i-mx  (tadau  (o  NnntuiN  <t*B  u  wmbag  at  na 

>ito<a5t^a»JitqM/wBril  ■»!**>■»  to  ttagjffUjf 

*>*«■). 

ve  yon  Iba  copy  wilh  yen,  Neamunl   Ci««  it. 

Biy  be  chanca4  ta  the  odur! 

Ib**aoipadit 
Lftlar  by  latter,  lino  by  line ;  no  «y« 
Woidd  e'ar  diaoover  odier  diArenoei 

I  only  the  laiiiMJiiii  of  thai  daon. 

jtding  to  yntf  Eicelleocy^a  eider, 

Rigfal !  1^  it  yandai,  and  away  with  lW»-  ■ 
h  baa  perfbnn'd  ita  bnainoaa  ■  to  the  fire  with  il — 
[NinuMH  iaya  One  nf>y  aa  lit  (otic,  mi  ^* 

badsagaiiKtolSemdolaliU. 

SCENE  X. 

LO  [eoauf  out  frm  da  aacowl  ekoaiia-).  TBt-mr. 

aw  goea  il  with  ymng  Piccokmim  I 

AU  li^  I  iank.    Ha  haa  ataiUd  iw  olgacbao. 

He  >  the  only  ooe  1  ftar  abonl — 

lie  and  hi*  fi^thar.    Have  an  eye  on  boA ! 

HowlacfaitatyanTtablal  yoafbrgMDiX 
To  keep  Oan  waim  and  atitiingl 

O,  quite  eradial. 
'nisyareqmtoeoidialinlheicheiiw.  Wehavediem. 
And  'iB  aa  I  prodicled  too.     Already 
It  i)  Ihe  talk,  not  merely  to  mainnin 
'[lia  Dnke  in  ilation.  "  Since  we 're  cmee  fe  all 
'[bgeiher  and  luunimoua,  why  not," 
Say*  Montecnculi,  "  ay,  why  not  onward, 


There  in  hii  oi 

We  might  ba*a  apared  a 

3awga«*it  thaiet  Hnah! 


SCENE  XL 
n  enler  BorUB  /ran  & 


Don't  diMurb  yonneltca. 
r'ield  Manhal,  I  have  undenlood  yoa  perleclly. 
Good  luck  be  to  Ihe  acherae  j  and  ai  for  me, 

[Wili  an  air  qf  misery. 
depend  Dpon  roe. 

iLLiO  {mlA  wnonfy). 

May  wa.  Boiler  I 

Wilh  or  iritliant  the  daoae.  all  one  to  me  I 
ToaumiantaiidmeT   My  fidelity 


Yonumlentaiidmel   My  fidelity  . 

TTiB  Dnke  may  pot  to  any  pool— I'm  ^nSii  to»\ 
TVllhimao!  I'm  the  Empeio^atOew, 
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Ai  long  ai  *tis  his  pleasure  to  remain 

The  Emperor's  general !  and  Friedland's  servant, 

As  soon  as  it  shdl  please  him  to  become 

His  own  lord. 

TKRT8KT. 

You  would  make  a  good  ezchaage. 
No  stem  economist,  no  Ferdinand, 
Is  he  to  whom  you  plight  your  services. 

BUTLXR  {voitk  a  haughty  lock), 
I  do  not  put  up  my  fidelity 
TV)  sale.  Count  Tertsky!  Half  a  year  ago 
I  would  not  have  advued  you  to  have  made  me 
An  overture  to  that,  to  which  I  now 
Oflfor  myself  of  my  own  free  accord. — 
But  that  is  past!  and  to  the  Duke,  Field  Marshal, 
I  bring  myself  together  with  my  regiment 
And  mark  you,  'tis  my  humor  to  believe, 
Tlie  example  which  I  give  will  not  remain 
Without  an  influence. 

ILLO. 

Who  is  ignorant, 
Hiat  the  whole  army  look  to  Colonel  Butler, 
As  to  a  light  that  moves  before  them? 


BUTLEX. 


Eyt 


Then  I  repent  me  not  of  that  fidelity 
Which  for  the  length  of  forty  yean  I  held, 
If  in  my  sixtieth  year  my  old  good  name 
Can  purchase  for  me  a  revenge  so  full 
Start  not  at  what  I  say,  sir  Generals ! 
My  real  motives— they  concern  not  yoiL 
And  you  yourselves,  I  trust,  could  not  expeet 
That  this  your  game  had  crook'd  my  judgment— or 
That  fickleness,  quick  Mood,  or  such  like  cause. 
Has  driven  the  old  man  from  the  track  of  honor. 
Which  he  so  long  had  trodden. — Come,  my  friends! 
I'm  not  thereto  determined  with  less  firmness. 
Because  I  know  and  have  look'd  steadily 
At  that  on  which  I  have  determined. 


ILLO. 


Say, 


ILLO. 

AU  powerful  souls  have  kindred  with  each  other. 

BUTLER. 

This  is  an  awful  moment !  to  the  brave. 
To  the  determined,  an  auspicious  moment 
The  Prince  of  Weimar  arms,  upon  the  Maine 
To  found  a  mighty  dukedom.    He  of  Halberstadt 
That  Mansfeld,  wanted  but  a  longer  lifo 
To  have  mark'd  out  with  his  good  sword  a  lordship 
That  should  reward  his  courage.    Who  of  these 
Equals  our  Friedland  7  there  is  nothing,  nothing 
So  high,  Imt  he  may  set  the  ladder  to  it ! 

TERTSKY 

That's  spoken  like  a  man ! 

BUTLER. 

Do  you  secure  the  Spaniard  and  Italian — 
1 11  be  your  warrant  for  the  Scotchman  Lesly. 
Come,  to  the  company! 

TERTSKY. 

Where  is  the  master  of  the  cellar  f  Ho ! 

Let  the  best  wines  come  up.    Ho !  cheerly,  boy ! 

Luck  comes  Uxiay,  so  give  her  hearty  welcome. 

[Etamt,  eocA  to  his  taUt 


And  speak  roundly,  what  are  we  to  deem  you  f 

BUTLER. 

A  friend !  I  give  you  here  my  hand !  I  'm  your's 

With  all  I  have.  Not  only  men,  but  money 

Will  the  Duke  want — Go,  tell  him,  sin ! 

I've  eam'd  and  laid  up  somewhat  in  his  service. 

I  lend  it  him ;  and  is  he  my  survivor. 

It  has  been  already  long  ago  bequeaUi'd  him. 

He  u  my  heir.    For  me,  I  stand  alone 

Here  in  the  world ;  naught  know  I  of  the  feeling 

That  binds  the  husband  to  a  wife  and  children. 

My  name  dies  with  me,  my  existence  ends. 

ILLO. 

Tis  not  your  money  that  he  needs— a  heart 
Like  youn  weighs  tons  of  gold  down,  weighs  down 
millions! 

BUTLER. 

I  came  a  simple  soldier's  boy  from  Ireland 
IV)  Prague — and  with  a  master,  whom  I  buried. 
From  lowest  stable  duty  I  climb'd  up. 
Such  was  the  fote  of  war,  to  this  high  rank. 
The  plaything  of  a  whimsical  good  fortune. 
And  Walleagtein  too  ma  child  of  luck ; 
Hove  a  ibriune  timt  it  like  toy  owp. 


SCENE  xn. 


7^  Master  OF  THE  Cellar  ac2«ln•al^'1octA  Neumann, 
SenoanU  pasting  backtoards  and  forwardt. 

MASTER  OF  THE  CELLAR. 

The  best  wine !  O :  if  my  old  mistress,  his  lady 
modier,  could  but  see  these  wild  goings  on,  she  would 
turn  herwlf  round  in  her  grave.  Yes,  jree,  sir  officer! 
'tis  all  dovm  the  hill  with  this  noble  house !  no  end, 
no  moderation !  And  this  marriage  with  the  Duke's 
sister,  a  splendid  connexion,  a  very  splendid  connex- 
ion !  but  I  will  tell  y(Ai,  sir  officer,  it  looks  no  good. 

NEUMANN. 

Heaven  forbid!  Why,  at  this  very  moment  the 
whole  prospect  is  in  bud  and  blossom ! 

MASTER  OF  THE  CELLAR. 

Tou  think  so  7 — ^Well,  well !  much  may  be  said 
on  that  head. 

FIRST  SERVANT  (COmes). 

Burgundy  for  the  fourth  table. 

MASTER  OF  THE  CELLAR. 

Now,  sir  lieutenant,  if  this  an't  the  aeventielh 
flask— 

FIRST  SERVANT. 

Why,  the  reason  is,  that  German  lord,  Tiefen- 
bach,  sits  at  that  table. 

MASTER  OF  THE  CELLAR  (continuing  hu  diMCOWU 
to  Neumann). 

They  are  soaring  too  high.  They  would  rival 
kings  and  electon  in  their  pomp  and  splendor;  and 
wherever  the  Duke  leaps,  not  a  minute  does  my  gra- 
cious master,  the  count,  loiter  on  the  brink (to  lAt 

iSertxxnfs.)— What  do  you  stand  there  listening  for?  I 
will  let  you  know  you  have  legs  presently.  Ofl*!  see 
to  the  tables,  see  to  the  flasks !  Look  there !  Count 
Palfi  has  an  empty  glass  before  him ! 

RUNNER  {comes). 
The  great  service-cup  is  wanted,  sir;  that  rich 
gold  cup  with  the  Bohemian  arms  on  it  The  Count 
says  you  know  which  it  is. 

MASTER  OF  THE  CELLAR. 

\    Ay  I  lihaX  waa  made  for  Frederick's  coronation  by 
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the  artift  WiUiam — diere  was  not  rach  another  prize 
in  the  whole  booty  >t  Prague. 

KUNIOEK. 

The  aame !— -a  health  is  to  go  romid  in  him. 


MASTUi  OF  THE  CKLLLR  {tihaJdng  hit  head  whik  he 
fetches  and  rinees  the  cupe). 
This  will  be  something  for  the  tale-bearen— this 
goes  to  Vienna. 

NEUMINN. 

Permit  me  to  look  at  it — ^Well,  this  is  a  cup  in- 
deed! How  heavy!  as  well  as  it  may  be,  being  all 
goldw — And  what  neat  things  are  embossed  on  it! 
how  natural  and  elegant  they  look! — Tliere,  on 
Aat  fint  quarter,  let  me  see.  That  proud  Amazon 
there  on  homback,  she  that  is  taking  a  leap  over 
Hkb  crosier  and  mitres,  and  carries  <m  a  wand  a  hat 
together  with  a  banner,  on  vdiich  there 's  a  goblet 
leprasented.  Can  you  tell  me  what  all  this  signifies  f 

MASTER  OF  TBI  CKLLAX. 

TbiB  woman  whom  yon  see  here  on  hofMback,  is 
&e  FYee  Election  of  the  Bohemian  Crown.  That  is 
ffgmiMMl  by  the  rotmd  hat,  and  by  that  fiery  steed  on 
which  ihe  is  riding.  The  hat  is  the  pride  of  man; 
ftr  he  who  cannot  keep  his  hat  on  belbre  kings  and 
■npefowiano  free  man. 

NKWHAinC. 

But  what  is  the  cup  there  on  the  hannerf 

MASTEK  OF  THE  '^"t.a». 

Hie  cap  mgnifies  the  fieedom  of  the  Bohemian 
Ckar^,  as  it  was  in  oar  forefrffaen*  times.  Our  fiue- 
Mmis  in  the  wan  of  the  Hnaitei  forced  from  the 
Bipe  this  noUe  privilege :  for  the  Pope,  you  know, 
iriQ  not  grant  die  cup  to  any  layman.  Your  true 
MoKvian  values  nothhig  beyond  the  cup ;  it  is  his 
oQsdy  jewel,  and  has  cost  the  Bohemians  their  precious 
blood  in  many  and  many  a  battle. 

NIWMANN. 

And  what  says  that  chart  that  hangs  in  the  air 
tfwre,  over  it  all  f 

MASTER  OF  THE  CELLAR. 

T%at  signifies  the  Bohemian  letter-royal,  which  we 
forced  from  the  Emperor  Rudolph — a  precious,  never 
to  be  enough  valued  parchment,  that  secures  to  the 
new  diorch  the  old  privileges  of  free  ringing  and 
open  psalmody.  But  since  he  of  Steirmark  has  ruled 
over  OS,  that  is  at  an  end ;  and  after  ihe  battle  at 
Pkagoe,  m  wluch  Count  Palatine  Frederick  lost  crown 
and  empire,  our  foith  hangs  up(«  the  pulpit  and  the 
ahar — and  our  brethren  look  at  their  homes  over 
their  dkoalden;  but  the  letter-royal  the  Emperor 
hiBsdf  cot  to  pieces  with  his  sdssars. 

NEUMANN. 

Why,  my  good  master  of  the  cellar !  jaa  are  deep 
~  in  the  chronicles  of  your  countiy ! 

MASTER  OF  THE  CELLAR. 

80  were  my  forefothers,  and  for  that  reason  were 
die  minstrels,  and  served  under  Procopius  and  Ziska. 
-Peace  be  with  their  ashes!  Well,  well!  they  fought 
fcr  a  food  cause  though— -There !  carry  it  up! 

NEWMANN. 

81^!  let  me  but  look  at  this  second  quarter.  Look 
tkra/  That  is,  when  at  Prague  Castle  the  Imperial 
CoonseOoa,  Maitinitz  and  Stawata,  virere  hurled 
4own  head  over  heels.  Tis  even  so!  there  stands 
GooDt  Tkm,  who  oonmiands  it 
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MASTER  OF  THE  CELLAR. 

O  let  me  never  more  hear  of  that  day.  It  was  the 
&ree-and-twentieth  of  May,  in  the  year  of  our  Loitl 
one  thousand,  six  hundred,  and  eighteen.  It  seems 
to  me  as  it  were  but  yesterday — ton  that  unlucky 
day  it  all  began,  all  the  heartaches  of  the  country. 
Since  that  day  it  is  now  sixteen  years,  and  there  has 
never  once  been  peace  on  the  earth. 

[Health  drunk  aloud  at  the  tecond  table. 
The  Prince  of  Weimar!  Mum! 

[At  Ihe  thtrd  and  fourth  iahle. 
Long  live  Prince  William !  Long  Uve  Dvke  Bernard ! 
Hunra! 

[Music  strikes  up 

FIRST  SERVANT. 

Hear  'em !  Hear  'em !  What  an  upioar ! 

SECOND  SERVANT  (comcs  in  running). 
Did  3rou  hear?  They  have  drunk  the  prince  of 
Weimar's  health. 

THIRD  SERVANT. 

The  Swedish  Chief  Commander! 

FIRST  SERVANT  {speakoig  at  Ihe  same  time). 
The  Lutheran! 

SECOND  SERVANT. 

Just  before,  when  Count  Deodate  gave  out  the 
Emperor's  health,  they  were  all  as  mum  as  a  nibbling 
mouse. 

MASTER  OF  THE  CELLAR. 

Po,  po!  When  the  wine  goes  in,  strange  things 
come  out  A  good  servant  hears,  and  hears  not ! — 
You  should  be  nothing  but  eyes  and  feet,  except 
when  you  are  called  to. 

SECOND  SERVANT. 

[7b  the  Runner,  to  tohom  he  gives  seeredy  a  flask 

of  wine,  keeping  his  eye  on  the  Master  of  the 

CdJar,  standing  betvxen  him  and  the  Runner. 

Quick,  Thomas !  before  the  Master  of  the  Cellar 

runs  this  way — 'tis  a  flask  of  Frontignac ! — Snapped 

it  up  at  the  third  table — Canst  go  off  with  it  ? 

RUNNER  {hides  it  in  his  pocket). 
AU  right! 

[Exit  the  Second  Servant 
THIRD  SERVANT  (oside  io  the  Firsi). 
Be  on  the  hark.  Jack !  that  we  may  have  right 
plenty  to  tell  to  fother  Quivoga — ^He  will  give  us 
right  plen^  of  absolution  in  return  for  it 

FIRST  SERVANT. 

For  that  very  purpose  I  am  always  having  some- 
thing to  do  behind  Illo's  chair. — ^He  is  the  man  for 
speeches  to  make  you  stare  with ! 

MASTER  OF  THE  CELLAR  (to  NeUMANNX 

Who,  prey,  may  that  swarthy  man  be,  he  with  the 
cross,  that  is  chattmg  so  confidentially  vrith  Esterhats  7 

NEWMANN. 

Ay !  he  too  is  one  of  those  to  whom  ihey  confide 
too  much.  He  calls  himself  Maradas,  a  Spaniard  is 
he. 

MASTER  OF  THE  CELLAR  (impatiently). 

Spaniard!  Spaniard.' — I  tell  you,  friend,  nothing 
good  comes  of  those  Spaniards.  AU  these  outlandish 
fellows*  are  little  better  than  rogues. 

*  There  ii  m  bomor  in  tbs  orifinal  whieh  cannot  be  riven  in 
the  trtmlttioa.  **IKeFP«(MtaiaIle,"  etc.  which  word  in  clae- 
iieel  German  meant  the  /(oitoiu  alone ;  but  hi  ila  firrt  Mon, 
and  at  present  in  thaeulf  ar  vaa  of  \he  wovA,i^V6aalQit«Ki:MRa 
In  faoeraL   Oar  wo>d  walmtfa,  1  mppoaa>  maaaa  eaUaaaiM^ik 
BBtr-WalkB  nocaa,  fa  Qacman  ** WaMba  lil%sA?^  T. 
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'  ITKWllAJfN. 

Fy,  fy !  yon  ihoold  not  say  lo^  fiiend.  Then  are 
among  tliem  our  very  be«l  geneiab,  and  thow  on 
whom  the  Duke  at  thii  moment  relies  the 


mffRE  OF  THS  CKLLAK. 

[Taking  thsJUuk  out  qf  the  Runna^i  potktL 
Mf  son,  it  will  be  broken  to  pieces  in  yonr  pocket 
[Tk&TSKT  hMniu  in,  fddkes  away  the  pt^ter,  ami 
caBt  ioa  Servant  for  Pen  and  Ink,  andgoee  to 
the  hade  qf  the  &bage. 

mffRE  OF  THS  OELLAA  (to  the  Servants). 
Ilie  lieutenant-Genenl  stands  upL-*-Be  on  the 
watch.— Now !  They  break  up. — Ofl^  and  move  baok 
tiielbrmi. 

[They  rite  at  aa  the  tablee,  the  ServanU  harry  of 
thefnml  cf  the  Stage  to  the  taUee;  paH  rfthe 
guute  come  forward. 


SCENE  XHL 


oedenoe  here.    (Ootatio  rtms  over  the  Paper  wiA 
t^pparent  indi^jference,    Tutskt  toocdbec  him  at  saw  j 

GOiTZ  (to  Tkrtskt). 
NoUe  Count !  with  your  permissioQ— <sood  ni^ 

TKRT8KT. 

Where's  the  huny?  Come,  one  other  compoa^ 
draufl^  (7b  the  senniite)— Ho ! 

aOETZ. 

Excuse  me— an't  able. 

TKftTSKT* 

Adumble-fun! 

Gonz. 
Excuse  me. 

TiXFKNBACH  {siti  down}, 
I^udon  me,  nobles !— This  standing  does  not  agree 
with  me. 


OoTATio  PiccoLomNi  aitorf  into  eonveraatitm  with 
Mamadab,  and  both  place  thenudvee  quite  on  the 
edge  tf  the  Stage  on  one  tide  of  the  Proseemnm. 
On  the  ride  direcdy  cppodte.  Max.  Piccolomini,  hy 
kiwtadf,  lost  m  thotight,  and  taking  no  part  in  any 
thing  that  is  going  forward.  The  midd!e  tpace  be- 
tween hath,  bit  rUher  more  distant  from  the  edge  cf 
the  Stage,  is  filed  ^  by  Butler,  Ibolani,  Goetz, 

TlXFENBACH,  and  KOLATTO. 

nOLANi  (wkSe  the  Company  is  coming  forward). 
Good  nii^t,  good  night,  Kolatto !  Good  night,  lieu- 
tenanUSeneral ! — I  should  radier  say,  good  morning. 

GOITZ  (to  TiSFENBACB). 

NoUe  bioOier!  {wtaking  the  usual  oompUmmU  after 

metds), 

TIEFENBACR. 

Ay!  'twas  a  royal  feast  indeed. 

OOETZ. 

Tes,  my  Lady  Countess  undentands  these  matters. 
Her  mother4n-law,  Heaven  rest  her  soul,  taught  herf 
— ^Ah!  that  was  a  housewife  for  you ! 

TDEFENBAOH. 

There  was  not  her  like  in  all  Bohemia  fi>r  setting 
out  a  table. 

ocTAVio  (aside  to  Maeadas). 

Do  me  the  fitvor  to  talk  to  me — talk  of  what  you 
will-— or  of  nodiing.  Only  preserve  the  appearance 
at  least  of  talking.  I  would  not  wish  to  stand  by 
myself,  and  yet  I  conjecture  that  there  will  be  goings 
on  here  worthy  of  our  attentive  observation.  (His 
continues  to  fix  his  eye  on  the  whole  following  scene). 

IBOLANI  (on  the  point  qf  going). 
Lights!  lights! 

TEETSKT  (fldvanciTig  with  the  Paper  to  Isolani). 
Noble  brother;  two  minutes  longer! — Here  is 
something  to  subscribe. 

IBOLANI. 

Subscribe  as  much  as  you  like — but  you  must  ex- 
cuse me  from  reading  it 

TEETSKT. 

There  is  no  need.  It  is  the  oath,  which  you  have 
already  read.— Only  a  few  marics  of  your  pen ! 

(Ibolani  hands  over  the  Paper  to  Octavio  reqwol- 
fuUy. 

TKETBKr. 

^»r»  oayf  &et  come  £nt  serveds  There  is  no  pte-\ 


Consult  only  your  own  oonvenienoe,  General ! 

TIEFENBACB. 

Clear  at  head,  sound  in  stomacht— ooty  my  Isy 
W0Q*t  cany  mo  any  longer. 

IBOLANI  (pointing  at  his  corpulence), 
Pbor  legs!  how  should  they?  such  an  unmercifid 
load  !  (OcTAVio  subscribes  his  name,  and  reaches  eesr 
the  Paper  to  Teetskt,  io^  g^ees  it  to  Ibolajh;  ani 
he  goes  to  the  table  to  sign  his  name). 


TIEFENBACB. 

TwBB  that  war  in  Pomerania  diat  first  farougltf  it 
OD.  Out  in  all  weathers — ^ice  and  snow— no  help  fir 
it— I  shall  never  get  the  better  of  it  all  the  days  if 
mylile. 

aoBTE. 

Why,  in  simple  verity,  your  Swede  makes  no  nief' 
inquiries  about  the  season. 

TEETSKT  {observing  Isolani,  whose  hand  tremSks 
excessivdy,  so  thai  he  can  scarce  direct  his  pen).  Have 
3^u  had  that  ugly  complaint  long,  noble  Imtherf— 
Dispatch  it 

IBOLANI. 

The  sins  of  youth!  I  have  already  tried  die  cha- 
lybeate waters.    Well — I  must  bear  it 

[Teetskt  jrt«u  the  Paper  to  Maeadab  ;  Ae  ittpa 
to  the  tMe  to  subscribe. 

OCTAVIO  {advancing  to  Bdtlsb). 
You  are  not  over-food  of  the  orgies  of  BaodtOr 
Colonel !  I  have  observed  it    You  would,  I  think, 
find  3rouz8elf  more  to  your  liking  in  the  uproar  of  a 
battle,  than  of  a  feast 

BUTLEE.  « 

I  must  confess,  'tis  not  in  my  way. 

ocTAVio  (stepping  nearer  to  himfriendUly). 
Nor  in  mine  either,  I  can  assure  you ;  and  I  am 
not  a  little  glad,  my  much-honored  Colonel  Butler,  thst 
we  agree  so  well  in  our  opinions.  A  halfnlazen  good 
friends  at  most,  at  a  small  round  table,  a  glass  of 
genuine  Tokay,  open  hearts,  and  a  rational  oonvenar 
tkm — that's  my  taste ! 

BUTLEE. 

And  mine  too,  when  it  can  be  had. 
[The  paper  comes  to  Tiefenbach,  loJb  gfaM» 
aver  it  at  the  same  time  with  Goetx  and 
KoLATTO.  Maeadab  tn  the  mean  time  r^ 
turns  to  OcTAYio.  AU  this  takes  phte,  Ae 
conversation  with  Botlee  procesdi^  wt' 
inlemaftBd. 
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ino  (introiyemg  Maradab  to  Butlxr. 
blUuiau'  Ifaradas !  likewiw  a  man  of  our 
d  hoog  ago  your  admirer.      [Butler  bows, 

ocTATio  {continuing). 
e  a  stranger  here— 't  waa  but  yeaterday  j^u 
-yoa  are  ignorant  of  the  waya  and  means 
'  is  a  wretched  place — ^I  know,  at  our  ago, 
I  to  be  tnug  and  quiet — ^What  if  you  moved 
VBgif — Come,  be  my  viaitor.  (Butlkr  moAiM 
}).  Nay,  without  compliment  I — For  a  friend 
I  haye  atill  a  comer  remaining. 

aUTLEE  (coldly). 
obliged  humble  aervant,  my  Lord  lieu- 
meiml! 

pt^er  comes  to  Butler,  icAo  goes  to  tib  taiUe 
to  subscribe  it  The  front  of  the  stage  is  va- 
oaaf,  so  that  both  Ike  Piccolominis,  each  on 
fks  side  where  he  had  been  from  the  com' 
mauaemeid  of  the  scene,  rtmainalone. 
io  (after  having  some  time  watdned  his  son  in 
iomoes  somewhat  nearer  to  him).  You  were 
ttt  fiom  ua,  friend ! 


ngent 


now  thia  crowd  and  boatle  alwaya  makea 

• 

ocTAYio  (odooiicif^  iCiS  nearer). 

be  permitted  to  aak  what  the  buaineas  waa 

ained   you?     TWicty  knowa  it  without 

KAZ. 

doei  Teitdqr  knowt 

OCTAYIO. 

m  the  only  one  who  did  not  jsam  you. 

[who  has  been  attending  to  them  from  some 

distance,  steps  vp). 
leoe,  firther!  Rout  out  hia  baggage !    Beat 
aiteia!  there  ia  aomething  there  that  ihould 

TEETBKT  (101^  the  paper). 
«  none  wanting  f    Have  the  whole  aub- 

ocTAvia 


detained  me. 

OCTAVia 

obaerve,  you  are  itiU  afaeent ! 


(coining  aUmi). 
Tbo  anbacribet  t 

BUTLEE  (toTSETBKY). 

Ifafa  namea.  Tliere  ought  to  be  juat  thirty. 

TEETBKT. 

lacRMa. 

TDEVENBACH. 

!  my  maik. 

IIOLANI. 

moC  write  ;  but  hia  croai  ia  a  good  croas, 
Qored  by  Jewa  aa  well  aa  Chriatiana. 

OCTATIO  (presses  en  to  Max.). 
General !  let  ua  go.    It  ia  late. 

TEETBET. 

ooolon&Di  only  haa  ligned. 

noi^ANi  {poading  to  Max.). 
dMt  ia  your  man,  that  atatue  there,  who 
tiidier  eye,  ear,  nor  tongue  for  ua  the  whole 
dfaz.  Toeebies  the  paper  from  TEMTtKr, 

Eaufct  tBotnt  MittBilZwV 


SCENE  XIV. 

To  these  enter  Illo  from  the  inner  room.  He  has  in 
his  hand  the  golden  service-cup,  and  is  extreasdy 
distempered  with  drinking:  Goetz  and  Butlie 
foOow  him,  endeavoring  to  keep  him  badt, 

''     nxa 
What  do  you  want  ?  Let  me  go. 

aoETZ  and  butiai. 
Drink  no  more,  nio!  For  heaven*8  aake,  diink  no 
mora. 

iLLO  (goes  up  to  OcTAVio,  and  shakes  him  cordially 
by  the  hand,  and  then  drinks). 

Octavio !  I  bring  thia  to  you !  Let  all  grudge  be 
drowned  in  thia  firiendly  bowl !  I  know  well  enough, 
ye  never  loved  me — Devil  take  me  I — and  I  never 
loved  yovL  I — ^I  am  alwaya  even  with  people  in  that 
way !— Let  what  'a  past  be  paat-— that  ia,  you  under- 
■tand — ^forgotten !  I  esteem  you  infinitely.  (Em- 
bracing  him  repeatedly).  You  have  not  a  dearer 
friend  on  earth  than  I — ^but  that  you  know.  The 
fellow  that  criea  rogue  to  you  calls  me  villain— and 
I  '11  strangle  him  f — my  dear  friend ! 

TERT8KY  (whispering  to  him). 

Art  in  thy  senses  t  For  heaven*8  sake,  lUo,  Ainfc 
where  you  are ! 

iLLO  (aloud). 

What  do  you  mean  t— There  are  none  but  fiieiida 
here,  are  there  ?  (Looks  round  the  whole  drde  urith  a 
jolly  and  triun^iant  air.)  Not  a  sneaker  among  ua, 
thank  Heaven ! 

TEETBKT  (to  BuTLKE,  eagerly). 
Take  him  off  with  you,  force  him  ofl^  I  entreat 
you,  Buder! 

BUTLER  (to  IlLO). 

Field  Marshal !  a  word  with  you.  (Leads  him  to 
the  sid^oard.) 

ILLO  (cordially). 
A  thousand  for  one ;  Fill — F^  it  <mce  mora  up 
to  the  brim.— To  thia  gallant  man'a  health ! 
iBOLANi  (to  Max.,  who  all  the  whUe  has  been  staring 
on  the  paper  wttA  faced  hut  woonf  eyes). 
Slow  and  sure,  my  noble  brother  f^—Haat  parsed 
it  all  yet  f— Some  words  yet  to  go  through  Y— Ha ! 

MAX.  (waking  as  from  a  dream). 
IVhat  ami  to  do? 

TEETBKT,  ond  at  the  same  time  ibolanl 
Sign  your  name.  (Qctavio  directs  his  eyes  on  him 
with  intense  anxiely). 

MAX.  (returns  theptq^er). 
Let  it  stay  till  to-morrow.    It  is  businets    tevday  I 
am  no^  sufficiently  collected.    Send  it  to  me  to- 
morrow. 

TEETBKT. 

Nay,  collect  youiaelf  a  little. 

ibolanl 

Awake,  man !  awake ! — Come,  thy  signature,  and 
have  done  with  it!  What!  Thou  art  the  youngest 
in  the  whole  company,  and  wouldst  be  wiser  than 
all  of  ua  together  I  Look  then  I  thy  father  has 
signed — we  have  all  signed. 

TEETBKT  (to  OCTAVIO). 

Use  your  influence.    Instruct  him. 

OCTAVIO. 

My  son  is  at  the  age  of  diacretioii. 

ILLO  (leaves  the  servios-csip  on  Ae  sideboard^ 
Whit'B  thediBpotol 
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TERT8KY. 

lie  declines  sabecribing  the  paper. 

MAX. 

I  ny,  it  may  as  well  stay  till  to-morrow. 

ILLO. 

It  camiot  stay.  We  have  all  subscribed  to  it— 
and  BO  must  you. — You  must  subscribe. 

MAX. 

lUo,  good  night ! 

ILLO. 

No !  You  come  not  off  so !  The  Duke  shall  learn 
who  are  his  friends.  (All  collect  round  Uaa)  and 
Max.) 

MAX. 

What  my  sentiments  are  towards  the  Duke,  the 
Duke  knows,  every  one  knows— what  need  of  this 
wUd  stuff? 

ILLO. 

This  is  the  thanks  the  Duke  gets  for  his  partiality 
to  Italians  and  foreigners.rr-Us  Bohemians  he  hol<Li 
for  little  better  than  dullards — nothing  pleases  him 
but  what 's  outlandish. 

TKETSKY  (tn  extrttne  embamuitnent,  to  the  Command' 

ers,  who  at  Illo's  toords  give  a  tudden  Hart,  as 

preparijig  to  resent  them). 

It  is  the  wine  that  speaks,  and  not  his  roason. 
Attend  not  to  him,  I  entreat  you. 

isoLANi  (with  a  bitter  laugh). 

Wine  invents  nothing :  it  only  tatUet, 

ILLO. 

Ho  who  is  not  with  me  is  against  me.  Your  tender 
consciences  !  Unless  they  can  slip  out  by  a  back- 
door,  by  a  puny  proviso— 

TERT8KY  (interrupting  him). 
He  is  stark  mad — don't  listen  to  him ! 

ILLO  (raising  his  voice  to  the  highest  pitch). 
Unless  they  can  slip  out  by  a  proviso, — What  of 
the  proviso  ?  The  devil  take  this  proviso ! 

MAX.  (has  his  attention  roused,  and  looks  again  into  the 

paper). 
What  is  there  hero  then  of  such  perilous  import  f 
You  make  me  curious — I  must  look  closer  at  it 
TEKTSKY  (in  a  low  voice  to  Illo). 
What  are  you  doing,  Illo  ?  You  are  ruining  us. 

TIEFENBACII   (to  KOLATTO). 

Ay,  ay !  I  observed,  that  before  we  sat  down  to 
supper,  it  was  read  difierontly. 

OOETZ. 

Why,  I  seemed  to  think  so  too. 

ISOLANL 

What  do  I  care  for  that  ?  Where  there  stand  other 
names,  mine  can  stand  too. 

TICFKNBACH. 

Before  supper  there  was  a  certain  proviso  therein, 
or  short  clause  concerning  our  duties  to  the  Em- 
peror. 

BUTLER  (to  one  of  the  Commanders). 

For  shame,  for  shame !  Bethink  you.  What  is  the 
main  business  here  ?  The  question  now  is,  whether 
we  shall  keep  our  General,  or  let  him  retire.  One 
must  not  take  these  things  too  nicely  and  over^ecni- 
pulously. 

ISOLANI  (to  one  of  the  Oenerah). 

Did  the  Ihike  make  any  of  these  provisoes  when 
he  gave  you  your  regiment  ? 

TERT8KY  (to  GOKTZ). 

Or  when  be  gave  you  the  office  of  army>piai> 
yejrancer,  which  brings  you  in  yearly  a  thoTiiiiiwl 


UJLO. 


He  is  a  rascal  who  makes  us  out  to  be  rogues.  If 
there  be  any  one  that  wants  satisfaction,  let  him  sty 
BO, — ^I  am  his  man. 

TIEFENBACn. 

SofUy,  sofUy !  'T  was  but  a  woid  or  twa 
MAX.  (having  read  the  paper  gives  it  back). 
Till  to-moRow,  therefore ! 

ILLO  (stammering  with  rage  and  fury^  loses  aU  com- 
mand over  himsdf,  and  presents  the  paper  to  Ma^, 
with  one  hand,  and  his  sword  in  the  other). 

Subscribe — Judas  * 

ISOLANL 

Out  upon  you,  Illo ! 

OCTAVIO,  TERTSKY,  BUTLER  (oU  together). 

Down  with  the  sword ! 
MAX.  (ruAes  on  him  suddenly  and  disarms  him,  thm 

to  Count  Tertsky). 
Take  him  off  to  bed.  j 

[Max.  leaves  the  stage.  Illo  cursing  and  raving  u  j 
hdd  back  by  some  of  the  Officers,  and  amiid  ' 
a  universal  confusion  the  Curtain  drops. 
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ACTUL 

SCENE  I. 

A  Chamber  in  Piccolomin I'a  Mansiim. — h  is  N^ 

OcTAVio  Piccolominl    a  Valet  de  Chambre,  «A 

Lights. 

OCTAVIO. 

-And  when  ray  son  axnea  in,  omdiict  him  hitter 


JMStoJeaf 


What  is  the  hour? 

valit. 
Tis  on  the  point  of  mcniiinf. 

OCTAVIO. 

Set  down  the  light    We  mean  not  to  midiai. 

You  may  retire  to  sleep. 

[Exit  Valet    Octavio  paces,  musing,  across  A^ 
chamber  ;    Max.  Piccolomini  enters 
served,  and  looks  at  his  father  for 
ments  in  silence, 

MAX. 

Art  thou  ofiended  with  me  ?  Heaven  knows 
That  odious  business  was  no  fault  of  mine. 
T  is  true,  indeed,  I  saw  thy  signature. 
What  thou  hadst  sancdon'd,  should  not,  it  might  i 
Have  come  amiss  to  me.    But — *t  is  my  natme— 
Thou  know'st  that  in  such  matten  I  must  IbUow 
My  own  light,  not  another's. 

OCTAVIO  (goes  up  to  him,  and  embraces  him). 

Follow  it, 

0  follow  it  stiU  further,  my  best  son ! 
To-night,  dear  boy !  it  hath  more  faithfully 
Guided  thee  than  the  example  of  thy  (other. 

MAX. 

Declare  thyself  less  darkly. 

OCTAVIO. 

I  will  do  so. 
For  afier  what  has  taken  place  this  night, 
Tliere  must  remain  no  secrets  'twixt  us  twa 

[Both  seat 
Max.  Piccolomini !  what  thinkest  thou  of 
The  oath  that  was  sent  round  for  signatures  f 

MAX. 

1  hold  it  lor  a  thing  of  harmlets  import, 
Although  I  bve  not  diese  set  declarations. 
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OCTAVIO. 

o  Other  groaiid  bast  thou  refused 
ituie  they  Sun  had  wrested  from  thee  ? 

MAX. 

lerious  bosinesB 1  was  absent— 

r  itoelf  seem'd  not  so  urgent  to  me. 

OCTAVIO. 

Max.    Thoahadst  then  no  suspicion  t 

MAX. 

1 !  what  suspicion  t  Not  the  least 

OCTAVIO. 

y  good  Angel,  Piccolomini : 
thee  hadi  unconscious  from  the  abyss. 


0t  what  thoa  meanest 

OCTAVIO. 

IwOlteUthee. 
lid  they  have  extorted  from  thee,  son, 
>tian  of  thy  name  to  villany ; 
h  a  single  flourish  of  diy  pen, 
ee  iraiounce  thy  duty  and  thy  honor ! 

MAX  (rises). 

OCTAVIO. 

Faience !  Seat  youiself.    Much  yet 
u  to  hear  firom  me,  friend  J— hast  for  years 

incomprehensible  Qlusioa. 
bine  eyes  is  Treason  drawing  out 
L  a  web  as  e'er  was  span  fi>r  venom : 
r  of  hell  o'erckrods  thy  undentanding. 
o  longer  stand  in  silence—dare 
er  see  thee  wandering  on  in  darkness, 
ck  the  bandage  from  thine  eyes. 


My  fitther ! 
thoa  speakest,  a  moments  pause  of  thought! 
disclosures  should  appear  to  be 
lies  otdy — and  almost  I  fear 
ill  be  nothing  further— spare  them !  I 
in  that  collected  mood  at  present, 
xxM  listen  to  them  quietly. 

OCTAVIO. 

sper  cause  thou  hast  to  hate  this  light, 

fe  impatient  cause  have  I,  my  son, 

B  it  CD  thee.   T6  the  innocence 

idom  of  thy  heart  I  could  have  trusted  thee 

dm  aamrance^but  I  see  the  net 

i^— «nd  it  is  thy  heart  itself 

me  fiw  thine  innocence — that  secret, 

[Fixing  his  eye  tUdfastly  on  hia  9on*8face. 
thoa  ooncealest,  forces  ndne  from  me. 

Iax.  atiempU  to  answer^  hut  hemtaUa,  and  catti 
kit  eycM  to  the  ground  embarraued. 
OCTAVIO  (after  a  pause). 

then,  they  are  duping  thee! — a  most  foul 
game 

lee  and  virith  us  aU— nay,  hear  me  calmly— 

oke  even  now  is  playing.    He  assumes 

Mk,  as  if  he  would  forsake  the  army ; 

1  this  mommt  makes  he  preparations 

nny  from  the  Emperor  to  deal, 

tiry  it  over  to  the  enemy ! 

MAX. 

m  PHesf  8  legend  I  know  well,  but  did  not 
tlo hear  it  fiom  thy  mouth. 

OCTAVIO. 


From  which  thou  hearest  it  at  this  present  moment. 
Doth  warrant  thee  that  it  is  no  Priest's  legend. 


MAX. 

How  mere  a  maniac  they  supposed  the  Duke ! 
What  he  can  meditate  ? — the  Duke  ?— can  dream 
That  he  ean  lure  away  full  thirty  thousand 
Tried  troops  and  true,  all  honorable  soldiers. 
More  than  a  thousand  noblemen  among  them. 
From  oaths,  from  duty,  from  their  honor  luxe  them. 
And  make  them  all  unanimous  to  do 
A  deed  that  brands  them  scoundrels  ? 

OCTAVIO. 

Such  a  deed. 
With  such  a  front  of  infomy,  the  Duke 
Noways  desires — what  he  requires  of  us 
Bears  a  for  gentler  appellation.    Nothing 
He  vnshes,  but  to  give  the  Empire  peace. 
And  so,  because  the  Emperor  hates  this  peace, 
Therefore  the  Duke— the  Duke  will  force  him  to  it 
All  parts  of  the  empire  will  he  pacify. 
And  for  his  trouble  will  retain  in  payment 
(What  he  has  already  in  his  gripe)— Bohemia ! 

MAX. 

Has  he,  Octavio,  merited  of  us, 

'Pbat  we — ^that  we  should  think  so  vilely  of  him  t 

OCTAVIO. 

What  we  toouid  think  is  not  the  question  here. 
The  afl^  speaks  for  itself— and  clearest  proofr! 
Hear  me,  my  son— 'tis  not  unknown  to  thee. 
In  what  ill  credit  with  the  court  we  stand.  ^ 
But  Uttle  dost  thou  know,  or  guess,  what  tricks. 
What  base  intrigues,  what  lying  artifices. 
Have  been  emjdoy'd — ^for  tUs  sole  end — to  sow 
Mutiny  in  the  camp!  All  bands  are  loosed — 
Loosed  all  the  bands,  that  link  the  officer 
To  his  liege  Emperor,  all  that  bind  the  soldier 
Aflectiouately  to  the  citizen. 
Lawless  he  stands,  and  threateningly  beleaguers 
The  state  he's  bound  to  guard.   To  such  a  height 
Tis  swohi,  that  at  this  hour  the  Emperor 
Before  his  armies— his  ovm  armies — trembles ; 
Tea,  in  his  capital,  his  palace,  fears 
The  traitors'  poniards,  and  is  meditating 
To  hurry  off  and  hide  his  tender  oflspring 
Not  from  the  Swedes,  not  from  the  lAitherans— 
No !  from  his  own  troops  hide  and  hurry  diem ! 


MAX. 


Cease,  cease !  thou  torturest  shatterest  me. 
That  oft  we  tremble  at  an  empty  terror; 
But  the  folse  phantasm  brings  a  real  misery. 

OCTAVIO. 

It  is  no  phantasm.    An  intestine  virar. 
Of  all  the  most  unnatural  and  cruel. 
Will  burst  out  into  flames,  if  instantly 
We  do  not  fly  and  stifle  it    The  Generahi 
Are  many  of  them  long  ago  won  over; 
The  subalterns  are  vacillating — whole 
Regiments  and  garrisons  are  vacillating. 
To  foreigners  our  strong-holds  are  intrusted ; 
To  that  suspected  Schtd^tch  is  the  whole 
Force  of  Silesia  given  up :  to  Tertsky 
Five  regiments,  foot  and  horse— to  Isolani, 
To  nio,  Kinsky,  Butler,  the  best  troops. 


I  know 


MAX. 


to  both  of  ua- 


\W 
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OOTAVIO. 

Becaufle  the  Duke 
Belieret  he  hai  ■ecured  us— meani  to  lure  u» 
Still  iiuther  on  by  tplendid  pronuMi. 
*]>>  me  he  portions  ibrth  the  princedomi,  Glats 
And  Sagan ;  and  too  plain  I  aee  the  angel 
l^th  which  he  doubts  not  to  catch  tkee. 


MAX. 


No!  no! 


IteU 


MAX. 

He  is  passioiiate : 
The  Court  has  stung  him— he  is  sore  all  over 
With  injuries  and  affironts ;  and  in  a  moment 
Of  irritation,  what  if  he,  fi>r  once. 
Forgot  himself!  He's  an  impetoous 


OOTAYIO. 

O  open  yet  thine  ejres ! 
And  to  what  purpose  think'st  diou  he  has  call'd  ns 
ffither  to  Pilsenf  to  ayail  himself 
Of  our  advice  f— O  when  did  Friedland  ever 
Need  our  advice  f— Be  calm,  and  listen  to  me. 
TV>  sell  ourselves  are  we  called  hither,  and 
Decline  we  that— to  be  his  hostages. 
Therefore  doth  noble  Galas  stand  aloof; 
Thy  &ther,  too,  thou  wouldst  not  have  seen  here, 
If  higher  duties  had  not  held  him  fetter'd. 

MAX. 

He  makes  no  secret  of  it— needs  make  none— 
That  we  're  called  hiiher  for  his  sake — he  owns  it 
He  needs  our  aidance  to  maintain  himself— 
He  did  so  much  for  us ;  and  'tis  but  fair 
Hiat  we  too  should  do  somewhat  now  for  him. 

OOTAVIO. 

And  know'st  thou  what  it  is  which  we  must  do  t 
That  Illo's  drunken  mood  betray'd  it  to  thee. 
Bethink  thyself— what  hast  thou  heard,  what  seen  ? 
The  oounteifoited  paper — the  omission 
Of  that  particular  ckuse,  so  full  of  meaning; 
Does  it  not  prove,  that  they  would  bind  ns  down 
To  nodiing  good  r 

MAX. 

That  counterfeited  paper 
Appears  to  me  no  other  than  a  trick 
Of  Illo's  own  device.    These  underhand 
Traders  in  great  men's  interests  ever  use 
To  urge  and  hurry  all  things  to  the  ex&reme. 
They  see  the  Duke  at  variance  with  the  court, 
And  fondly  think  to  serve  him,  when  they  widen 
The  breach  irreparably.  Trust  me,  father, 
The  Duke  knows  nothing  of  all  this. 

OCTAVIO. 

It  grieves  me 
That  I  must  dash  to  earth,  that  I  must  shatter 
A  fiuth  so  specious !  but  I  may  not  spare  thee ! 
For  this  is  not  a  time  for  tenderness. 
Thou  must  take  measures,  speedy  ones — ^must  act. 
I  therefore  will  confess  to  thee,  that  all 
Which  I've  intrusted  to  thee  now — ^that  all 
Which  seems  to  thee  so  unbelievable, 
Thai— yes,  I  will  tell  thee— (a  pause)— -Ma. !  I  had 

itaU 
From  his  own  mouth— >fiom  the  Duke's  mouth  I  had  it 

MAX.  (ta  exceuioe  agitatUm). 
No!— no!— never! 

OCTAVIO. 

Himself  confided  to  me 
What  I,  'tis  true,  had  long  before  discovered 
By  other  meane— himself  confided  to  me, 
That  'twas  his  settled  plan  to  join  the  Swedes ; 

And,  at  the  head  of  the  muted  aimies. 

Compel  the  Emperoi'-^ 


OCTAVIO. 

Nay,  in  cold  bikxKl  he  did  confess  diis  to  me : 
And  having  construed  my  astonishment 
Into  a  scruple  of  his  power,  he  shoved  me 
His  written  evidence*— show'd  me  letten. 
Both  fiom  the  Saion  and  the  Swede,  that  gave 
Pwmiiin  of  aidance,  and  defined  the  amount 

MAX. 

It  cannot  be !— can  nof  be !— oni  not  be! 
Dost  thou  not  see,  it  cannot  t 
Thou  vrouldst  of  necessity  have  shown  him 
Such  horror,  such  deep  lothing — that  or  ha 
Had  taken  thee  for  his  better  genius,  or 
Thou  stood'st  not  now  a  living  man  before 


OCJTAVIO. 

I  have  laid  open  my  objections  to  him. 
Dissuaded  him  vrith  pressing  earnestness ; 
But  my  abhorrenctt  the  full  sentiment 
Of  my  whde  heart— that  I  have  still  kept  sacred 
To  my  own  consciousness. 

MAX. 

And  ckoH  hast  been 
So  treacherous  f  That  looks  not  like  my  father! 
I  trusted  not  thy  words,  when  thou  di<bt  tell  me 
Evil  of  him !  much  less  can  I  noio  do  it. 
That  Uiou  calumniatest  thy  own  self 

OCTAVIO. 

I  did  not  thrust  myself  into  his  secrecy. 


Uprightness  merited  his  confidence. 

OCTAVIO. 

He  was  no  longer  worthy  of  sincerity. 

MAX. 

Dissimulation,  sure,  was  still  less  worthy 
Of  thee,  Octavio ! 

OCTAVIO. 

Gave  I  him  a  cause 
To  entertain  a  scruple  of  my  honor  f 

MAX. 

That  he  did  not,  evinced  his  confidence. 

OCTAVIO. 

Dear  son,  it  is  not  always  possible . 
Still  to  preserve  that  infant  purity 
Which  the  voice  teaches  in  our  inmost  heart. 
Still  in  alarum,  for  ever  on  the  watch 
Against  the  wiles  of  wicked  men :  e'en  Virtue 
Will  sometimes  bear  away  her  outward  robes 
Soil'd  in  the  wrestle  with  Iniquiry. 
This  is  the  curse  of  every  evU  deed, 
That,  propagating  still,  it  brings  forth  evil. 
I  do  not  cheat  my  better  soul  with  sophisms : 
I  but  perform  my  orders ;  the  Emperor 
Prescribes  my  conduct  to  me.    Dearest  boy, 
Fa^  better  were  it,  doubtless,  if  we  all 
Obejr'd  the  heart  at  all  times ;  but  so  doing. 
In  this  our  present  scgoum  with  bad  men. 
We  must  abandon  many  an  honest  ol^ect 
Tis  now  our  call  to  serve  the  Emperor; 
By  what  means  he  can  best  be  served — ^ihe  heart 
May  wYwpai  whaX  ix  ^nUt— this  is.our  call ! 
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■  a  flung  cppointed,  diat  to-day 
1  not  compnlicDd,  not  undentend  tfaee. 
ikt,  thon  mftit,  did  honestly  ponr  out 
It  to  tfaoe,  but  for  an  evil  porpoie ; 
on  dkbonMtly  haat  cheated  him 
ood  poipoM  \  Silence,  I  entreat  thee— 
ad,  tlioa  itoaleet  not  from  me— 
noCloM  my  lather! 

OOTATW  {mppnuing  ntaiimenii. 
dMm  know'at  not  aU,  my  Km.   I  have 
wwliat  10  diKloae  lo  diee.        [After  a 

Duke  Friedland 
lade  hia  praparatiooa.    He  leliea 
m  atan.   He  deems  ns  unprovided, 
inka  lo  &U  upon  ua  by  surpriae. 
hia  dream  of  hope,  he  grasps  already 
Iden  circle  in  hia  hand.    He  env. 
)  have  been  in  action— he  but  grasps 
1  ftte,  moat  evil,  moat  mysterious! 


ooTAVio  (inct  the  patent). 


Mai.! 


[A 
this  diadoaure  place  I  in  thy  hands 
mpire's  welfare  and  thy  father's  life. 
»  fliy  inmost  heart  is  Wallenstein  : 
wful  tie  of  love,  of  veneration, 
mit  diee  lo  him  fiom  thy  earlieat  youth, 
noorisheat  the  loia/U-O  let  me  still 
pate  diy  kniering  confidence ! 
ope  diou  nourishest  lo  knit  thyself 
oserto 


ing  rash,  my  sire!  By  all  Aat's  good 
t  invoke  Qkoe—no  precipitation ! 

0OT4TI0. 

^  tread  slok  he  oa  his  evil  way, 
l^t  tread  hath  Vengeance  stole  on  aiVer  him. 
I  she  stands  already,  dark  behind  himr— 
B  atep  more — ^he  shudders  in  her  grasp ! 
last  seen  Queatenbeig  with  me.    As  yet 
□Qow'st  but  his  oalenaible  oommisBion : 
Night  widi  him  a /wtssfe  one,  my  son! 
lat  waa  ftr  me  only. 

KAZ. 

May  I  know  it? 


OCTAVIO. 

O  my  son! 
i  thy  heart  undoubtingly.    But  am  I 
If  sura  of  diy  collectedness  I 
hott  be  able,  with  calm  coontenance. 
Iter  this  man's  presence,  when  that  I 
InMed  to  thee  hia  whole  fiOe  f 

MAX. 

According 
w  doat  tmat  me,  fioher,  with  his  crime. 
[Oor AVID  takee  a  paper  out  <f  kit  eecritoire,  and 
gtses  tf  to  ffua. 


t  bowf  a  fhn  Imperial  patent! 

OOTAVIO. 

Saadit 

MAX.  (Jtut  glaneei  on  it). 
fmUnd  aantanced  and  oondemo'd  I 


OOTAVIO. 

Evenao^ 
MAX.  {tkro¥)$  down  ikeptper). 
O  this  ia  loo  much!  O  unhappy  error! 

OCTAVIO. 

Read  on.    Collect  tfayaelf 

MAX.  {oflar  he  ha$  readfwiker,  widk  a  looft  cf  ^flrighi 
and  agtonukment  on  Jde  father. 

How!  what!  Hwu!  tiMm! 

OCTAVIO. 

But  for  the  prcaent  moment,  till  the  King 
Of  Hungary  may  aafely  join  the  army. 
Is  die  command  aangn'd  to  me. 


And  ddnk*st  thou. 
Dost  thou  believe,  that  thou  wilt  tear  it  fiom  him  f 
O  never  hope  it !— Fadier !  &ther !  ladier ! 
An  inauspidons  office  is  eigoiin'd  thee. 
This  paper  here— this!  and  wilt  thou  enfeioe  itf 
The  mighty  in  the  middle  of  his  host, 
Snnonnded  by  his  dwosands,  him  wouldst  thou 
Disarm— degrade!  Tbou  art  kist,  bodi  tbouandall 
of  m. 

OCTAVIO. 

What  haard  I  incur  diereby,  I  know. 
In  the  great  hand  of  God  I  atand.  Hie  Almighty 
Will  cover  with  his  shield  die  Imperial  house. 
And  shatter,  in  his  wradi,  die  work  of  darkness. 
The  Emperor  hath  true  servants  still ;  and  even 
Here  in  the  camp,  there  are  enough  brave  men 
Who  for  the  good  cauae  will  fight  gallandy. 
Hie  faidiful  have  been  wam'd — the  dangeroua 
Are  cloaely  watch'd.    I  wait  but  die  fiiat  atep. 
And  then  immediately— 

MAX. 

What!  on  suspidoa? 
Immediately  f 

OCTAVIO. 

The  Emperor  is  no  tjrrant 
Tlie  deed  alone  he'll  punish,  not  the  vnsh. 
Ilie  Duke  hadi  ]ret  his  destiny  in  his  power. 
Let  him  but  leave  the  treaaon  uncompleted. 
He  vnll  be  ailently  disfdaced  fiom  office. 
And  make  way  to  hia  Emperor's  nynl  mm. 
An  honorable  exile  to  his  casdes 
Will  be  a  bene&ction  to  him  rather 
Than  punishmenL    But  the  first  open  ste[ 


What  callest  thou  such  a  step  f  A  wicked  step 
Ne'er  will  he  take ;  but  thou  mightest  oaoly. 
Yea,  thou  bast  done  it,  miainteiprst  him. 

OCTAVIO. 

Nay,  howsoever  punishable  were 

Duke  Friedland's  purposes,  jret  still  the  steps 

Which  he  hath  taken  openly,  permit 

A  mild  construction.    It  is  my  intention 

To  leave  this  paper  wholly  unenforced 

TiQ  some  act  is  committed  which  convicts  him 

Of  a  high-treason,  without  doubt  or  plea. 

And  that  shall  sentence  hhn. 


TliyBelf 


But  who  die  judge  f 

OCTAVIO. 

MAX. 


For  ever,  dieo,  dua  pa^w  ^NiSL>i%  S^. 


i 
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.OCTATIO. 

TVk>  noo,  I  fear,  its  powers  must  all  be  proved. 
After  the  counter-pronuM  of  this  evening, 
It  cannot  be  but  he  must  deem  himself 
Secure  of  the  migority  with  u» ; 
And  of  the  army*s  general  sentiment 
He  hath  a  pleasing  proof  in  that  petitko 
Which  thou  delivered'st  to  him  from  the  regimaUa. 
Add  this  too— I  have  letters  that  the  Rhinegmye 
Hath  changed  his  route,  and  travels  by  forced  marfhea 
To  die  Bohemian  Forests.    What  this  purports, 
Remains  unknown ;  and,  to  confirm  sus]ucion, 
This  night  a  Swedish  nobleman  arrived  here. 

MAX. 

I  have  thy  word.  Thou 'It  not  proceed  to  action 
Befon  tbou  hast  convinced  me— me  myself. 

OCTAVIO. 

Is  it  possiblef  Still,  after  all  thou  know'st, 
Canst  thou  believe  still  in  his  innocence  t 

MAX.  (wUk  aUhukum). 
Thy  judgment  may  mistake ;  my  heart  can  not 

[Moderatet  Ida  voice  and  mtumtr. 
Theae  reasons  might  expound  thy  spirit  or  mine ; 
But  they  expound  not  Friedland— I  have  &ith : 
For  as  he  knits  his  fortunes  to  the  stars. 
Even  so  doth  he  resemble  them  in  secret. 
Wonderful,  still  inexplicaUe  courses ! 
Trust  me,  they  do  him  vnong.    All  vnll  be  solved. 
These  ■aokes  at  once  will  Idndle  into  flame— 
The  edges  of  dus  Uack  and  stormy  cloud 
Will  bitten  suddenly,  and  we  shall  view 
Th»  unapproachable  glide  out  in  splendor. 


OCTAVIO. 


I  will  await  it 


SCENE  n. 


OcTAVio  and  Max.  a»  before.  To  them  the  Valkt  of 

THB  Chambks. 

OCTAVIO. 

How  now,  then  f 

VALXT. 

A  dispatch  is  at  the  door. 

OCTAVIO. 

So  early  t  From  whom  comes  he  then  f  Who  is  it  f 

VALET. 

That  he  reftised  to  tell  me. 

OCTAVIO. 

Lead  him  in: 
And,  hark  you— let  it  not  transpire. 

[Exit  Valkt  ;  the  Cornxt  stepi  in. 

OCTAVIO. 

Ha!  Comet— ii  it  you?  and  from  Count  Galas? 
Give  me  your  letters. 

CORNET. 

The  Lieutenant-Oreneral 
Trusted  It  not  to  letters. 

OCTAVIO 

And  what  is  it  ? 

CORNET. 

He  bade  me  tell  you— Dare  I  speak  openly  here  ? 

OCTAVIO. 

My  son  knows  all. 

CORNET. 

We  have  hittL 


OCTAVIO. 


CORNET. 


Whom! 


Tlieold  negotiator. 

OCTAVIO  (fiogeriif). 
And  yon  have  him  ? 

CORNET. 

In  the  Bohemian  Forest  Captain  Mohrbiand 
Found  and  secured  him  jrester^noming  early : 
He  was  proceeding  then  tt>  Regensburg, 
And  on  him  wero  dispatches  for  the  Swede. 

OCTAVIO. 

And  the  dispatches 

CORNET. 

The  lieutenantGeoMBl 
Sent  them  that  instant  to  Vienna,  and 
Hie  prisoner  with  them. 

OCTAVIO. 

This  is,  indeed,  a  tiding! 
That  fellow  is  a  precious  casket  to  us. 
Inclosing  weighty  diings. — Was  much  found  on  him? 

CORNET. 

I  think,  six  packets,  with  Count  Teitiky's  anna. 

OCTAVIO. 

None  in  the  Duke's  own  hand  ? 


AndoldSesiiia? 


CORNET. 


OCTAVIO. 


NotOttl 


CORNET. 

He  viras  sorely  firigfaten'd. 
When  it  was  told  him  he  must  to  Vienna. 
But  the  Count  Altringer  bade  him  take  heart. 
Would  he  but  make  a  fuU  and  free  conftsskm. 

OCTAVIO. 

b  Altringer  then  veith  your  Lord  ?  I  heard 
That  he  lay  sick  at  lime. 

CORNET. 

These  three  days  past 
He's  with  my  master,  the  Iieutenant<}enend, 
At  Freuenbeig.    Already  have  they  sixty 
Small  companies  together,  chosen  men ; 
Respectfully  they  greet  you  with  assurances. 
That  they  are  only  waiting  your  commands. 

OCTAVIO. 

In  a  few  days  may  great  events  take  place. 
And  when  must  you  return  f 

CORNET. 

I  wait  your  orders. 

OCTAVIO. 

Remain  till  evening. 

[Cornet  iignifieshu  assent  and  obnsance,  am 

No  one  saw  you— ha  t 

cornet. 
No  living  creature.    Through  the  cloister  wicket 
The  Capuchins,  as  usual,  let  me  in. 

OCTAVIO. 

Go,  rest  your  limbs,  and  keep  yourself  coooeal'd. 
I  hold  it  probable,  that  jret  ere  evening 
I  shall  dispatch  you.  The  development 
Of  this  affitir  approaches :  era  die  day. 
That  even  now  is  dawning  in  the  heaven, 
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Ero  this  eyentlnl  dqr  Iwdi  Mt,  the  lot 

Thst  must  decade  our  ibrtunee  inU  be  drawn. 

[Exit  COENXT. 


SCENE  nL 
OcTATXO  and  Max.  Piooolomini. 

OCTATIO. 

Well— «Dd  what  now,  ■our  All  will  toon  be  dear; 
For  an,  I'm  certain,  went  through  that  Seaina. 

MAX.  (^ko  Antigk  Ike  wkde  cf  ike  far^omg  teem 
kuhK»mavuieHtamivi$aUatnigglecffeaing$, 

at  kngtk  tknit  as  one  retohut). 
I  win  piocnre  me  light  a  thorter  way. 
FoivweU. 

OCTAVIO. 

Where  now  I — ^Remain  here. 


To  die  Dnke. 


With  frantic  enterpriie,  annihilatee 
My  toiLMime  labon  and  ■tate-pdicy. 


OCTAVXO  (abrmei). 
What 


MAX,  {retunuMg). 
If  thoa  hMt  believed  that  I  riiall  act 

Aptftmdiiethyplay 

Tbon  hMt  miacalcnlaled  on  me  grieroody. 

Bfy  way  mut  be  ftraii^  on.  True  with  the  tongue, 

Fkbe  with  the  heart — ^1  may  not,  can  not  be : 

Mor  ean  I  euffer  that  a  mm  ■hoold  trust  me — 

As  bii  inend  trust  me— and  thai  hill  my  conscience 

With  such  low  pleas  as  these  »—^  I  ask'd  him 

He  did  it  all  at  his  own  hamid— and 

My  mmuk  faai  never  lied  to  Um."— ^o,  no! 

What  a  fiieod  takes  me  fir,  that  I  most  be. 

— Ill  to  the  Dake;  eie  yet  diis  day  is  ended, 

Will  I  demand  of  him  that  he  do  nve 

Hii  good  name  fiom  the  worid,  and  with  one  stride 

Braak  through  and  rend  diis  fine«pun  web  of  yours. 

He  can,  he  will! — distill  am  his  believer. 

Tet  in  not  pledge  myseli;  but  that  those  letters 

Bfay  fuimsh  you,  perdiance,  with  proofs  against  him. 
How  frr  may  not  diis  Terttky  have  proceeded — 
What  may  not  he  hnnself  too  have  permitted 
Hinself  to  do,  to  snare  the  enemy, 
The  laws  of  war  excodngf  Nothing,  nve 

llii  own  nwudi,  diall  convict  him-HMthinglesi! 

And  free  to  face  will  I  go  question  him. 


Ay — this  state-policy !  O  how  I  curse  it ! 
You  will,  some  time,  with  your  state-policy 
Compel  him  to  the  measure :  it  may  happen. 
Because  you  are  determmed  that  he  is  godlty. 
Guilty  ye '11  maJce  him.     All  retreat  cut  ofl^ 
You  close  up  eveiy  outlet,  hem  him  in 
Narrower  and  narrower,  till  at  length  ye  force  him 
Yes,  yet — ^ye  force  him,  in  his  desperation, 
To  set  fire  to  his  prison.    Father !  ftther ! 
That  never  can  end  well — it  can  not — will  not ! 
And  let  it  be  decided  ss  it  may, 
I  see  with  booing  heart  the  near  approach 
Of  an  ill-starr'd,  unblest  catastrophe. 
For  this  great  MonardHqpirit,  if  he  611, 
Will  drag  a  world  into  the  ruin  with  him. 
And  ss  a  ship  (that  midway  on  the  ocean 
Takes  fire)  at  once,  and  with  a  thunder^nust 
Explodes,  and  with  itself  shoots  out  its  crew 
In  smoke  and  ruin  betwixt  sea  and  heaven ; 
So  will  he,  Ailing,  draw  down  in  his  &11 
All  us,  who  *ro  fix'd  and  mortised  to  his  fortune. 
Deem  of  it  what  thou  wilt ;  but  pardon  me, 
That  1  must  bear  me  on  in  my  own  way. 
All  must  remain  pure  betwixt  him  and  me ; 
And,  ere  the  daylight  dawns,  it  must  be  known 
Which  I  must  hjse    my  fiither,  or  my  friend. 

[Durvng  his  exit  Ae  eurtaim  drepe. 


ThoBwilt? 


OCTAVIO. 
MAX. 

I  wiU,  m  sure  as  this  heart  beats. 


OCTAVIO. 

1  bate,  indeed,  miscalculated  on  thee. 

1  cskdated  on  a  prudent  son. 

Whs  woidd  have  blest  die  hand  beneficent 

Thit  pfaiek'd  him  back  from  the  abya»— and  lo! 
A  ft">iTiafgd  being  I  discover, 
Vlma  ha  two  eyes  befool,  whom  psasion  wilders, 
^^f^tn  not  die  broadest  light  of  noon  can  heal, 
^qnestian  him!— Be  mwl  enough,  I  pray  thee. 
*^  parpose  of  thy  fiither,  of  thy  Emperor, 
^give  it  up  fiee  booty : — ^Force  me,  drive  me 
"^n  spMi  breach  before  the  time.    And  now, 
'^  Att  a  miracle  of  heaven  had  guarded    • 
^.>WNt  parpose  even  to  this  hour, 
^  Isid  tosiosp  8iMpicion*s  piercing  eyes, 
*"     '  ~  to  see  that  mine  own  soo, 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  L 

Scene,  a  Room  fUed  up  for  attrdogiad  labor i,  tmd 
provided  wiA  cdettial  Charte,  with  Globee,  TVb- 
ecopes,  QuadranU,  and  other  mathematical  InHru- 
mente.-'Seven  Ccloeeal  Figuree,  repreaenUng  Ae 
Planet*,  each  with  a  tran^mrent  Star  of  a  different 
Color  on  Us  head,  Hand  in  a  aemictrde  in  the  Back- 
grotmd,  90  that  Man  and  Satmn  are  neareet  the 
Eye^-^The  Remainder  of  the  Scene,  and  iU  Di^po- 
ntion,  ie  given  m  the  Fourth  Scene  of  the  Second 
AcL— There  mutt  be  a  Curtain  over  the  Figures, 
which  wuy  be  dropped,  and  conceal  them  on  occasions, 

[In  the  Fifth  Scene  tf  this  Act  Umust  bedropped;  but 
in  the  Seventh  Scene,  it  must  be  again  drawn  up 
whdUy  or  in  part] 

Wallknstein  at  a  black  TaUe,  on  which  a  Speculum 
Astrologicum  is  described  with  Chalk.  &KNiistaking 
Observations  through  a  Window, 

WALLKNSTKIN. 

All  well— and  now  let  it  be  ended,  Seni. — Come, 
The  dawn  commences,  end  Man  rules  the  hour. 
We  must  give  o'er  the  operation.    Come, 
We  know  enough. 

SENI. 

Your  Highness  must  permit  me 
Just  to  contemplate  Venus.    She's  now  rising : 
like  m  a  sun,  so  diines  she  in  the  east. 

WALUENSTBIN. 

She  is  at  present  in  her  perigee, 

And  shoots  down  now  her  strongest  influences. 

[CoaleiiqJoting  the  f  gwre  oa  tka  >s«*- 
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Auapiciovtt  atpect !  frteful  in  ooiqiiiictkiii. 
At  length  the  mi^^ty  three  corndiate ; 
And  the  two  itan  of  blening,  Jupiter 
And  Vemw,  take  between  them  the  malignant 
Slyly-malidooa  Man,  and  thus  compel 
Into  my  service  that  old  miachief-founder : 
For  long  he  view'd  mehotdlely,  and  ever 
With  beam  oblique,  or  perpendicular, 
Now  in  the  QnartUe,  now  in  the  Secundan, 
Shot  hia  red  lightningi  at  my  itan,  disturbing 
Tlieir  blened  influences  and  sweet  aspects. 
Now  they  have  oonquer*d  die  old  enemy, 
And  bring  him  in  the  heavens  a  prisoner  to  me. 


axNi  («iAo  kcu  come  down  from  the  window). 
And  in  a  comer  house,  your  Highness — think  of  that! 
Tliat  makes  each  influence  of  double  strength. 

wALLxmrmN. 
And  sun  and  moon,  too,  in  the  Sextile  aspect. 
The  soft  light  with  the  vehement — so  I  love  it. 
Sol  is  die  heart,  Luna  the  head  of  heaven. 
Bold  be  the  plan,  fiery  the  execution. 

BENI. 

And  both  the  mighty  Lumina  by  no 
Maleficus  affronted.  Lo !  Satumus, 
Innocuous,  powerless,  in  cadente  Dchoo. 

WALLSNflTSIN. 

The  empire  of  Satumus  is  gone  by ; 

Lord  of  the  secret  birth  of  things  is  he ; 

Within  the  lap  of  earth,  and  in  the  depths 

Of  the  imagination  dominates ; 

And  his  are  all  things  that  esdiew  the  light. 

The  time  is  o'er  of  brooding  and  contrivance. 

For  Jupiter,  the  lustrous,  kmledi  now. 

And  the  dark  work,  complete  of  preparation. 

He  draws  by  force  into  the  realm  of  light 

Now  must  we  hasten  on  to  action,  ere 

The  scheme,  and  most  auspicious  posture 

Piuls  o'er  my  head,  and  takes  once  more  its  flight ; 

For  the  heavens  journey  still,  and  sojourn  not 

[TTtere  are  htoeka  at  the  door. 
niere's  some  one  knocking  there.    See  who  it  is. 

TKKTBKT  (/rOlfl  without). 

Open,  and  let  me  in. 

WALLKIfSTBIN. 

Ay— 'tis  Tertaky. 
What  is  diere  of  such  uiigence  f  We  are  busy. 

TKRTSKY  (/rom  wUkoui). 
Lay  all  aside  at  present,  I  entreat  you. 
It  sufieri  no  delaying. 

WALLKNSmN. 

Open,  Seni! 
[WhUe  Seni  operu  the  door  for  Tertskt,  Wallkn- 
BTEIN  draws  the  curtain  over  the  figures. 

TKRT8KT  {enters). 
Hast  thou  already  heard  it  ?  lie  is  taken. 
Galas  has  given  him  up  to  the  Emperor. 

[Seni  draws  cff  the  black  tahUt  and  exit 


Negotiation  with  the  Swede  and  Saxoot 
Throu|^  whose  hands  all  and  everything  has 

WALLENSTEIN  {drawing  hadH). 
Nay,  not  Sesina  I — Say,  No !  I  entreat  thee. 

TERTSKT. 

An  on  his  road  for  Regensborg  to  the  Swede 
He  was  plunged  down  upon  l^  GaW  agent. 
Who  had  been  long  in  ambush  lurking  for  him. 
There  must  have  been  found  on  him  my  whole  packet 
To  Thur,  to  Kinsky,  to  Qxenstiem,  to  Amheim : 
All  this  is  jn  their  hands ;  they  have  now  an  insight 
Into  the  whole— our  measures,  and  our  moliTea. 


SCENE  m. 

To  them  enters  Illo. 

ILLO  {to  Teetsky). 


Has  he  heard  it  f 

He  has  heard  it 

iLLO  (to  Wallenstein). 

TUnkest  thou  still 
To  make  thy  peace  i^ith  the  Elmperor,  to  regain 
His  confidence  t — ^E'en  were  it  now  Ay 
To  abandon  all  thy  plans,  yet  still  they 
What  thou  hast  wish'd;  then  forwards  tfaoa  wumt 

press; 
Retreat  is  now  no  longer  in  thy  pownr. 

TEETnT. 

Tliey  have  documenla  against  ns^  and  in  bmds^ 
Which  show  heyond  all  power  of  oontmdictMO— 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Of  my  handwriting — no  iota.    Tliee 
I  punish  for  diy  liea. 

ILLO. 

And  diou  believest. 
That  what  this  man,  that  what  thy  sister's  hnsband. 
Did  in  thy  name,  will  not  stand  on  thy  reck'ningf 
His  word  must  pass  for  thy  word  with  the  Swede, 
And  not  with  those  that  hate  thee  at  Vienna. 

TERTSKY. 

In  writing  thou  gavest  nothing — But  bethink  fliee, 
How  lar  thou  ventured'st  by  word  of  mouth 
With  this  Sesina!  And  will  he  besUentf 
If  he  can  save  himself  by  yielding  up 
Thy  secret  purposes,  will  he  retain  them  f 

ILLO. 

Thj^self  dost  not  conceive  it  possible ; 
And  since  they  now  have  evidence  authentic 
How  far  thou  hast  already  gone,  speak ! — ^tell  us. 
What  art  thou  waiting  for  7  thou  canst  no  longer 
Keep  thy  command ;  and  beyond  hope  of  rescue 
Thou'rt  lost,  if  thou  redgn'st  it 

WALLENSTEIN. 

In  the  anny 
Lies  my  security.    The  army  will  not 
Abandon  me.    Whatever  they  may  know. 
The  power  is  mine,  and  they  must  gulp  it  down— > 
And  substitute  I  caution  for  my  fealty. 
They  must  be  satisfied,  at  least  appear  so. 

ILLO. 

The  army,  Duke,  is  thine  now — for  this  momenl— 
Tis  thine :  but  think  with  terror  on  the  sknv, 

I  The  quiet  power  of  time.    From  open  violence 
Tlie  attachment  of  thy  soldiery  secures  thee 
To-day — to-morrow;  but  grant'st  thou  them  a  respite 

16< 


SCENE  n. 


WALLENSTEIN,  CoUNT  TeRTBKY. 
WALLENSTEIN  (to  TeRTSEY). 

Who  has  been  taken  f — ^Who  is  given  up  7 
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Unheard,  mmtea,  diey  11  nndeniiiiie  diat  love 
€kk  winch  tboa  now  doit  feel  eo  finn  a  footing, 
With  wfly  theft  will  draw  away  fiom  diee 
Oheafker  the 


WALLBN8TEIN. 

Til  a  oomd  accident! 

ILLO. 

Oh!  I  win  call  it  a  mart  UeHed  one, 
If  It  work  on  thee  at  it  ought  to  do, 
Bnny  thee  on  to  action — to  dedson— 
The  Swediah  Geneial— « 

WALLBIfBTUN. 

He'sarriyed!  Know'itthoa 
What  hb  commiMrion  ia 

ILLO. 

To  thee  alone 
Win  he  intniit  the  porpooe  of  hta  coming. 

WALLBNSniN. 

A  caned,  coned  accident !  Tes,  yei, 

knowa  loo  much,  and  won't  be  ailent 


He 'a  a  Bohemian  lugitiTe  and  rebel 

Hn  aaek  ia  ferfeit   Can  he  Mve  himaelf 

At  thy  eoal,  think  yon  he  witt  ecraple  it  f 

And  if  they  pat  him  lo  die  lovtare,  will  he, 

Wffl  Ae,  that  daatardling,  hate  itrsngth  enough— - 

WALLSicrrKn  (M  ta  Utoughfy 
Timr  confidence  is  lort    inepambiy ! 
And  I  may  act  what  way  I  wil,  I  ihall 
Be  and  remain  for  ever  in  thdr  thought 
A  traitor  tt>  my  oooatiy.    How  ancerely 
Soever  I  rstnni  back  lo  aqr  duty. 
It  will  no  longer  help  me  ■■  - 

ILLO. 

Rnin  thee, 
IW  it  win  do!  Not  thy  fidelity, 
TV  waaknes  will  be  deem'd  the  aole  occasion— 

WALLUramN  (padmg  itp  and  down  in  extreme 
agiiation). 
Whst!  I  most  realise  it  now  in  earnest, 
Becaate  I  toy'd  too  fieely  with  the  thought  f 
Aecaiied  he  who  dallies  with  a  devil ! 
And  must  I — ^I  ancst  realize  it  now — 
K«w,  while  I  have  the  power,  it  must  take  place ! 

ILLO. 

Now  now    ere  they  can  ward  and  parry  it! 

WALLBCBTiiN  {locking  at  the  Tpttper  of  signatures). 
I  btve  the  General's  word — a  written  promise ! 
Uu.  PicookNnini  stands  not  here — ^how  's  that  f 

TEKTSKT 

kwM      he  fancied 

ILLO. 

Mere  self-wiUedness. 
^W  needed  no  such  thing  'twixt  him  and  you. 

WALLKNSTCIN. 

Hs  u  quite  right — there  needeth  no  such  thing. 
"M  isgiments,  too,  deny  to  march  for  Flanders — 
mvs  not  me  in  a  paper  of  remonstrance, 
^  openly  resist  the  Imperial  orders. 
"^  fint  step  to  revolt 's  already  taken. 

|J^>«va  me,  thoa  wilt  find  it  fiv  more  easy 
Ji  ^  them  over  to  die  enemy 


WALLENSTmff. 

I  wiU  hear,  however. 
What  the  Swede  has  lo  say  to  me. 

ILLO  (eagerly  to  TsETrer). 

Go,  caUhim! 
He  stands  widiout  the  door  in  waiting. 

WALLENSniN. 

Stay! 
Stay  yet  a  little.    It  hath  taken  me 
All  l^  surprise, — it  came  too  quick  upon  me ; 
Tis  wholly  novel,  that  an  accident, 
With  its  dark  lordship,  and  blind  agency, 
Should  force  me  on  with  it 

ILLO. 

Fint  hear  him  only. 
And  after  weigh  it.        [Exeunt  Teethet  and  Illo 


SCENE  IV. 


WALLBNarziN  (ta  soKZojvy). 

Is  it  poaible  f 
b't  so?  I  can  no  longer  what  I  wouldt 
No  longer  drew  back  at  my  liking  f  I 
Must  do  the  deed,  because  I  thought  of  it, 
And  fed  this  heart  here  widi  a  dream?  Because 
I  did  not  scowl  temptation  fiom  my  presence. 
Dallied  with  thoughts  of  possible  ftilfilment. 
Commenced  no  movement,  left  all  time  uncertain. 
And  only  kept  the  road,  the  access  open  ? 
By  the  great  God  of  Heayen !  It  was  not 
My  serious  meaning,  it  was  ne*er  resolve. 
I  but  amused  myself  with  thinking  of  it 
The  free-will  tempted  me,  the  power  to  do 
Ornot  to  do  it — Was  it  criminal 
To  make  the  fancy  minister  to  hope. 
To  fill  the  air  with  pretty  toys  of  air. 
And  clutch  fimtastic  sceptres  moving  f  ward  me ! 
Was  not  the  world  kept  free  ?  Beheld  I  not 
The  rood  of  duty  close  beside  me — but 
One  little  step,  and  once  more  I  was  in  it ! 
Where  am  I  ?  Whither  have  I  been  transported  ? 
No  road,  no  track  behind  me,  but  a  wall. 
Impenetrable,  insurmountable. 
Rises  obedient  to  the  spells  I  muttered 
And  meant  not— my  own  doings  tower  behind  me. 

[Pauaes  and  remaina  in  deep  thought 
A  punishable  man  I  seem ;  the  guilt. 
Try  what  I  will,  I  cannot  roll  off  from  me ; 
The  equivocal  demeanor  of  my  life 
Bears  witness  on  my  prosecutor's  party. 
And  even  my  purest  acts  from  purest  motives 
Suspicion  poisons  with  malicious  gloss. 
Were  I  that  thing  for  which  I  pass,  that  traitor, 
A  goodly  outside  I  had  sure  reserved, 
Had  drawn  the  coverings  thick  and  double  round  me 
Been  calm  and  chary  of  my  utterance ; 
But  being  conscious  of  the  innocence 
Of  my  intent,  my  uncomipted  will, 
I  gave  way  to  my  humors,  to  my  passion  : 
Bold  were  my  words,  because  my  deeds  were  not. 
Now  every  planless  measure,  chance  event, 
The  threat  of  rage,  the  vaunt  of  joy  and  triumph. 
And  all  the  May-games  of  a  heart  o'erflowing. 
Win  they  connect,  and  weave  them  aU  together 
Into  one  web  of  treason;  a\\  wiW\»  \^xv. 
My  eye  ne'er  abaent  bom  tbA  Cba^  toa^^ 
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Step  tncing itep,  eaofa  ■topa  politic  progrMi ; 
And  oat  of  all  thejr  11  fabricate  a  charge 
So  ipecioiii,  that  I  muat  mywlf  itaiid  dumb.  • 
I  am  caught  in  my  own  net,  and  only  fince, 
Nai^ht  iHit  a  sudden  rent  can  liberate  me. 

[Pau$a  again. 
How  else !  nnce  &at  the  heart's  unbiaas'd  instinct 
Impell'd  me  to  the  daring  deed,  which  now 
Necessity,  aelf-preservation,  orders. 
Stem  is  the  On-look  of  Neoeaity, 
Not  without  shudder  may  a  human  hand 
Grvp  the  mysterious  um  of  destiny. 
My  deed  was  mine,  remaining  in  my  bosom : 
Once  sufler'd  to  escape  fiom  its  safe  comer 
Within  the  heart,  its  nunery  and  birth-phu», 
Sent  fcrth  into  the  Foreign,  it  belongs 
For  eyer  to  those  sly  malidons  powers 
Whom  never  art  of  man  conciliated. 
[Paces  tfi  agiUUum  tkroMgh  Ike  chamber,  (kenpamaei, 

and,  qfkr  1k$  pauae,  Invaka  out  again  into 

aniille  toUloqmy, 
What  is  thy  enterprise  7  thy  aim  ?  thy  olgect  ? 
Hast  honestly  confess'd  it  to  thyself  f 
Power  seated  on  a  quiet  throne  thou'dst  shake, 
Power  on  an  ancient  consecrated  dirone. 
Strong  in  possession,  founded  in  old  custom ; 
Power  by  a  thousand  tough  and  stringy  roots 
Fix'd  to  the  people's  pious  nunery-iaith. 
This,  this  wUl  he  no  strife  of  strength  with  strength. 
That  feared  I  not    I  brave  each  combatant, 
Whom  I  can  look  on,  fixing  eye  to  eye, 
Who,  full  himself  of  courage,  kindles  ooomge 
In  me  too.    Tie  a  foe  invisible. 
The  which  I  fear— a  fearful  enemy, 
Which  in  the  human  heart  opposes  me. 
By  its  coward  fear  akme  made  fearful  to  me. 
Not  that,  which  ftill  of  life,  instinct  with  power, 
Makes  koiown  its  present  bemg ;  that  is  not 
The  trae,  the  perilously  fornudable. 
O  no!  it  is  the  common,  the  quite  common, 
The  thing  of  an  eternal  yesterday. 
What  ever  was,  and  evermore  returns. 
Sterling  to-morrow,  for  to-day  'twas  sterling ! 
For  of  the  wholly  common  is  man  made. 
And  custom  is  hu  nurse !  Woe  then  to  them, 
Who  lay  irreverent  hands  upon  his  old 
House  furniture,  the  dear  inheritance 
From  his  forefethers !  For  time  consecrates ; 
And  what  is  gray  with  age  becomes  religion. 
Be  in  possession,  and  thou  hast  the  right. 
And  sacred  will  the  many  guard  it  for  thee ! 

[7b  Ike  Page,  who  here  enters. 
The  Swedish  officer?—- Well,  let  him  enter. 

[7^  Paoi  exit,  Wallcnbtun/sm  his  eye  in  deq^ 
tkought  on  the  door. 
Yet  is  it  pure — as  yet !  the  crime  has  come 
Not  o'er  this  threshold  yet — so  slender  is 
The  boundary  that  divideth  life's  two  paths. 


WftANGKL. 

Gusiave  Wranigel,  Geneid 
Of  the  Sadfinnutan  Blues. 

WALLKNBTKIN. 

It  was  a  Wrangel 
Who  iiguied  me  materially  at  Strakund, 
And  by  his  brave  resistance  was  the  cause 
Of  the  opposition  which  that  aea-poit  made. 

WEANGEL. 

It  was  the  doing  of  the  element 
With  which  you  fought,  my  Lord !  and  not  my  merit 
The  Baltic  Neptune  did  assert  his  fieedom : 
Tlie  sea  and  land,  it  seem'd,  were  not  to  eerve 
One  and  the  same. 


WAiJJ09WTEis{mdkestkenu)lion/arhimtoiaheassBi, 
and  seals  himsdf). 

And  where  are  yoar  credeoiiabf 
Come  you  provided  with  full  powers.  Sir  Geoeial  ? 

WRANOEL. 

There  are  so  many  scruples  yet  to  sdve- 


SCENE  V. 

WALLimmuf  and  Wrangkl. 

WAixDCBTBiN  (after  hming  fixed  a  Sfomhing  look  on 

him), 
your  name  is  Wrangel  t 


WALLENSTTEIN  (Aovtii^  read  Ike  endentiais). 
An  able  letter ! — Ay — he  b  a  prudent 
Intelligent  master,  whom  you  serve.  Sir  Genenl ! 
The  Chancellor  writes  me,  that  he  but  iulfilB 
His  late  departed  Sovereign's  own  idee 
In  helping  me  to  the  Bohemian  crown. 

WKAMGKL. 

He  says  die  troth.   Our  great  King,  now  in  heaven. 

Did  ever  deem  most  highly  of  your  Grace's 

Pre-eminent  sense  and  military  genius ; 

And  always  the  commanding  Intellect, 

He  said,  should  have  command,  and  be  the  King. 

WALLKNrmN. 

Tes,  he  might  say  it  safely.— General  Wrsngel, 

[Taking  his  hand  aJMonately 
Come,  feir  and  open. — ^Trust  me,  I  was  tdways 
A  Swede  at  heart    Ey !  that  did  you  experience 
Both  in  Silesia  and  at  Nuremburg ; 

I  had  you  often  in  my  power,  and  let  yon 
Always  slip  out  by  some  back-door  or  other. 

'TIS  this  ht  which  the  Court  can  ne'er  forgive  me. 
Which  drives  me  to  this  present  step :  and  since 
Our  interests  so  run  in  one  direction. 
E'en  let  us  have  a  thorough  confidence 
Each  in  the  other. 

WRANGEL. 

Confidence  wiU  come 
Has  each  but  only  first  security. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

The  Chancellor  still,  I  see,  does  not  quite  trust  me ; 
And,  I  confess — the  game  does  not  lie  wholly 
To  my  advantage — Without  doubt  he  diinks^ 
If  I  can  play  false  with  the  Emperor, 
Who  is  my  Sov'reign,  I  can  do  the  like 
With  the  enemy,  and  that  the  one  too  were 
Sooner  to  be  forgiven  me  than  the  other. 
Is  not  this  your  opinion  too,  Sir  General  7 

WRANGEL. 

I  have  hera  an  office  merely,  no  opinion. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

The  Emperor  hath  urged  me  to  the  uttermost  • 
I  can  no  longer  honorably  ser\*e  him. 
For  my  security,  in  selfdefence, 

I I  take  ihia  Yiaid  ite^  which  my  conscience  Uames. 

V5»^ 
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ieliev«u    80  fitf  would  DO  one  go 
IS  not  Ibroed  to  it  [Af^  o  paum. 

What  may  have  impell'd 
nctHj  Higfanen  m  this  wise  to  act 
your  So^reign  Lord  and  Emperor, 
I  not  us  to  expound  or  criticise, 
ede  is  fleeting  fiur  his  good  old  cause, 
I  good  sword  and  oonscience.    This  concur- 
rence, 
inrtunity,  is  in  our  fiivor, 
advantages  in  war  are  lawful. 
}  what  oflers  without  questioning ; 
■n  haye  its  due  and  just  proportiomk— — 

WALLEirSTKUr. 

t  then  are  ye  doubling  f  Of  my  will  f 
ty  power?  I  pledged  me  to  the  Chancellor, 
be  trust  aie  with  sixteen  thousand  men, 
noold  instantly  go  over  to  them 
^ilaen  thousand  of  the  Emperor's  troops. 

WKAMGKL. 

noe  is  known  to  be  a  mighty  war-chie^ 
i  seoQod  Attila  and  I^rnhus. 
k'd  of  still  with  fiesh  astonishment, 
ne  3reais  pest,  beyond  all  human  fiuth, 
Q'd  an  anny  ftcdi,  hkB  a  creation : 


wAUJonmR. 
Botyett 


Bat  siffl  die  Chancellor  thinks, 
It  yet  be  an  easier  dang  fiom  nothing 
I  finth  axi^  thousand  men  of  battle, 

0  pumiadfl  one  sixtielh  part  of  them — 

WALUDfSniN. 

lowf  Oiitwidiit,fiiendr 

WSANOXL. 

To  break  their  oaths. 
WALLEN8TEIN. 

1  dunks  so  Y— He  judges  like  a  Swede, 
»  a  PM>teslant.    You  Lutherans 
K  your  BiUe.    You  are  interested 
die  cause ;  and  with  your  kearU  you  follow 
umenk — Among  you,  whoe'er  deserti 
enemy,  hath  Ixoken  covenant 
wo  Lords  at  one  time. — We  've  no  such  &n- 


WRANOEL. 

•od  in  Heaven !  Have  then  the  people  here 
ae  and  home,  no  fire-side,  no  altar  7 

WALLEN8TEIN. 
ixplain  diat  to  you,  how  it  stands  >— 
istrian  has  a  country,  ay,  and  loves  it, 
a  good  cause  to  love  it — but  this  army, 
dls  itself  the  Imperial,  this  that  houses 
i  Bohemia,  this  has  none — no  country ; 
an  outcast  of  all  foreign  lands, 
a'd  by  town  or  tribe,  to  whom  belongs 
{,  except  the  univenal  sun. 

WRANGKL. 

n  die  Nobles  and  the  Officers  T 
deserdoo,  such  a  felony, 
dioot  example,  my  Lord  Duke, 
nofld*s  lustoiy. 

WALLXNBTKIN. 

They  are  all  mine— 
noooditknany— mine  on  aD  lenm. 


I 


Not  me,  your  own  eym  you  must  trust 

[He  gvoe$  him  the  popn  eontaimng  tka  writtem 
oat*.  WRANaKLreadsttf&roii;&,aiid,Aaetflg 
nod  U,  lays  itimtks  tabU,  remaimi^  sOenL 

Sodienf 
Now  oompr^end  youf 

WRANOKL. 

Comprehend  who  can ! 
My  Lord  Duke ;  I  will  let  the  mask  drop— yes ! 
I  've  full  powen  for  a  final  settlement 
The  Rhinegrave  stands  but  four  days'  mardi  fiom 

here 
Widi  fifteen  thousand  men,  and  only  waits 
For  orders  to  proceed  and  join  your  army. 
Those  orden  /  give  out,  immediately 
We're  compromised. 

WALLKNSTEtN. 

What  asks  the  Chancellor  t 

WRANOKL  (eofiJtderafe^y). 
Twelve  regiments,  every  man  a  Swede — iny  bead 
The  virananty— and  all  might  prove  at  lasl 
Only  folse  play 

WALLKNBTEIN  {tkUting). 

Sir  Swede ! 

WRANGKL  {cahdy  proceeding). 

Am  therefore  foioed 
'Fmsist  thereon,  that  he  do  formally. 
Irrevocably  break  with  the  Emperor, 
Else  not  a  Swede  is  trusted  to  Duke  Friedland. 

WALLKNSTKUff. 

Come,  brieC  and  open !  What  is  the  demand  t 

WRANGKL. 

That  he  forthwith  disarm  the  Spanish  regiments 
Attach'd  to  the  Emperor,  that  he  sei»  iSngue, 
And  to  the  Swedes  give  up  that  dty,  widi 
The  strong  pass  Egra. 

WALLXN8TKIN. 
That  ii  much  indeed ! 
Prague !~ Egra 's  granted — But-^but  Prague.^— 

T  won't  da 
I  give  you  every  security 
Which  you  may  ask  of  me  in  oommon  reason-^ 
But  Prague — ^Bohemia— 4heBe,  Sir  General, 
I  can  myself  protect 

WRANGKL. 

We  doubt  it  not 
But  'tis  not  the  protection  that  is  now 
Our  sole  concern.    We  want  security. 
That  we  shall  not  expend  our  men  and  money 
All  to  no  purpose. 

WALLKN8TKIN. 

Tis  but  ressonable. 

WRANGKL. 

And  till  we  are  indemnified,  so  long 
Stays  Prague  in  pledge. 

WALLEN8TKIN. 

Then  trust  you  us  so  little  ? 

WRANGKL  {rising). 
The  Swede,  if  he  would  treat  well  widi  the  German, 
Must  keep  a  sharp  look-out    We  have  been  call'd 
Over  the  Baldc,  we  have  saved  the  empire 
From  ruin— widi  our  best  blood  have  we  seal'd 
The  liberty  of  fiiidi,  and  gospel  trudi. 
But  now  already  ia  the  beneftction 

No  kmger  felt,  the  load  alone  ia  fe\% 

Ye  look  askance  with  evil  eye  upon  us. 
As  foreigners,  intrudeia  in  tihe  t(ia\M«> 

\^1 
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And  would  &m  Mod  m,  with  tomm  pdlij  mm 
Of  woauty,  borne  sgun  to  our  old  farwti 
No,  no!  Bf  Lnd  Duke !  no! — it  norer  wat 
For  Jodao'  pay,  tot  dunkn^  gold  and  mbnr. 
That  wo  (fid  leave  our  King  by  the  Great  Stone.* 
No»  not  tor  gold  and  silver  have  there  bled 
So  many  of  our  Swedidi  NoUeo — oeidier 
Will  we,  with  empty  lanrela  ibr  our  pajrment, 
Hoiot  flail  Ibr  our  own  country.  CiHamt 
Wm  we  remain  upon  die  loil,  die  which 
Ow  Bfooaich  cooquar'd  ibr  himaeli;  and 


WALLKNSTBUf. 

Help  10  keep  down  the  common  enemy, 
And  die  fiur  bolde^land  muat  needfl  be  yooia. 

WKANGKI* 

But  when  the  common  enemy  liea  vanquidi'd, 
Who  knita  together  our  new  ftienddiip  then? 
Weknow,Duke  Friedland!  though  perhaps  the  Swede 
Ought  not  t'have  known  it,  that  yon  cany  on 
Seoet  negotiatkNM  with  the  SaiXMis. 
Who  is  our  warranty,  that  we  are  not 
The  lacrificea  in  those  articles 
Which  'tis  thought  needfiil  to  conceal  fiom  us? 

WALLKNBTBIN  (rtMf). 

Think  you  of  something  better,  Gustavo  Wrangel! 
Of  Fh^ue  no  more. 

WKANOKL. 

Here  my  comnusskNH  ends. 

WALLKNITKIll. 

Surrender  up  to  you  my  capital! 

Far  liever  would  I  &ce  about,  and  step 

Back  10  my  Emperor. 

WIANGEL. 

If  time  yet  pannilB 

wALUQimajf. 
That  lies  with  me,  even  now,  at  any  hour. 

WRANGBL. 

Some  days  ago,  perhaps.  To^y,  no  longer; 
No  longer  since  Sesina's  been  a  {Hrisoner. 

[WAij,KN8TCiN  if  whruckj  ond  tHaietd. 
My  Lord  Duke,  hear  me— We  believe  diat  you 
At  present  do  mean  honorably  by  us. 
Since  yesterday  we're  sure  of  that— and  now 
This  paper  warrants  ibr  the  troops,  there's  nothing 
Stands  in  the  way  of  our  full  confidence. 
Prague  shall  not  part  us.    Hear!  The  Chancellor 
Contents  himself  with  Albstadt ;  to  your  Grace 
He  gives  up  RatMhin  and  the  narrow  aide. 
But  Egra  above  all  must  open  to  us» 
Ere  we  can  think  of  any  junction. 

WALLKN8TIXN. 

You, 
Tou  thereibre  must  I  trust,  and  you  not  me  f 
I  will  consider  of  your  proposition. 

WBANOEL. 

I  must  entreat,  diat  your  consideration 
Occupy  not  too  long  a  time.   Already 
Has  diis  negodatkm,  my  Lord  Duke! 
Crept  on  into  the  second  year.    If  noddng 
Is  settled  this  time,  wiU  ttie  ChanceUor 
Consider  it  as  broken  off  for  ever. 


•  A  groat  MOM  ossr  LUtarn,  liDee  celled  the  Bwede*e  Stone, 
iAebodr  or  their  grut  king  kMwing  beta  tivdlLthitooi^iL 


Te  prsas  me  haid.    A  measure,  sndi  aa 
Ouf^  to  be  Ihought  o£ 

WBAHGBL. 

Ay!  but  think  of  dtt 
lliat  8udd«i  action  only  can  procure  it 
Sucoess— think  first  of  thM,  your  Higfaneas. 

WiU 


SCENE  VI. 
WALLBimsDf ,  Tdltskt,  and  Ixxo  (i 


ILLO. 


Is'taU  right! 


Are  you  compromised  f 

ILLO. 

ThkSwi 
Went  smiling  fiom  you.    Yes!  you're  oompra 

WALLENSTEUf. 

As  yet  is  nothing  settled :  and  (well  wei^'d) 
I  feel  myself  inclined  to  leave  it  so. 

TEKT8KT. 

Howl  What  was  that? 

WALLKNSTEIlf. 

Come  on  me  what  may 
The  doing  evil  to  avoid  an  evil 
Can  not  be  good ! 


Nay,  but  bethink  you,  Doke. 

WALLENSTEUf. 

To  live  upon  the  mercy  of  theae  Swedes! 
Of  theae  pnud-heaited  Swedes.*— I  couU  not  I 

ILLO. 

Goest  thou  aa  fugitive,  as  mendicantf 
Bringest  thou  not  more  to  them  than  thou  rece 


SCENE  vn. 


To  them  enter  the  Countebb  Teetikt. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Who  sent  for  you  ?  There  is  no  business  hero 
For  women. 

COUNTESS. 

I  am  come  to  bid  you  joy. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Use  thy  authority,  Terteky ;  bid  her  go. 

C0DNTE88. 

Come  I  perhaps  too  early  ?  I  hope  not 

WALUNSTEXN. 

Set  not  this  tongue  upon  me,  I  entreat  you : 
You  know  it  is  the  weapon  that  destroys  me. 
I  am  rooted,  if  a  woman  but  attack  me : 
I  cannot  traffic  in  the  trade  of  words 
Wiih  diat  unreasoning  sex. 

CX>UNTES8. 

I  had  already 
Given  the  Bohemians  a  king. 

WALLSN8TB1N  («arcasfu»Sy). 

They  have  one, 
In  conieciuence,  no  doubt 

COUNTESS  {to  the  OOUT^, 

Ha !  what  new  scro] 


The  Duke  wiikVwA. 


\^ 
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He  wiB  not  what  he  mmM  I 

ILLO. 

ti  jroa  now.  Try.  For  I  am  nlenced, 
9  begm  to  talk  lo  me  of  cooMdence, 
idity. 

COUIITBS. 

How  ?  then,  when  all 
>  tu-dS  dialance,  when  the  road 
vaX  befiNre  thine  eyes  interminablyt 
It  thou  oourage  and  reaolve ;  and  now, 
die  dream  ia  being  realised. 
Me  ripe,  the  iMue  aaceitain'd, 
begin  to  play  the  dastard  now  ? 
lerely,  *tia  a  conunon  felony; 
ih'd,  an  immortal  undertaking : 
■ncce«  oomea  pardon  hand  in  hand ; 
ant  ia  God*fl  arbitrement. 

SKEVANT  (eiilera). 
lal  Ficoolomim. 

couimsB  (JkaalHy), 

— ^Muat  wait 


M  him  now.    Anodier  time. 


«  mimitea  he  entnafti  an  audience : 
■t  urgent  natnre'ia  hia  baaneaB. 


WB  what  he  way  hriqgai!  I  will  hear  him. 

r  hffl^  00  doobc;  out  thou  mayeat  wait 

wallersthn. 
;f 

C0UJITU8. 

IVm  riialt  be  inibrm'd  hereafter. 
16  Swede  and  thee  be  compromiaed. 

[Exit  SXSVART. 
WALLUVrEllff. 

rere  yet  a  choice !  if  yet  some  milder 

Kape  were  poaible — I  still 

le  it,  and  avoid  the  last  extreme. 

COUNTESB. 

ion  nothing  further  ?  Such  a  way 

lefixe  thee.    Send  this  Wrangel  ofl[ 

lU  thy  old  hopes,  cast  far  away 

at  life ;  determine  to  commence 

e.    Virtue  hath  her  heroes  too, 

I  Fame  and  Fortune.— To  Vienna— 

» the  Emperor— knee]  before  the  throne ; 

U  oofler  widi  thee— say  aloud, 

t  bat  wish  to  prove  thy  fealty ; 

B  intention  but  to  dupe  the  Swede. 

ILLO. 

10  tisloohite.   They  know  too  much : 
but  bear  his  own  head  to  the  block. 

comcnn. 
that   They  have  not  evidence 
him  legally,  and  they  avoid 
al  of  an  arbitrary  power. 
<  the  Duke  resign  without  disturbance, 
an  will  end.   The  King  of  Hungiiy 
appearance,  and  'twill  of  itself 
lood,  that  then  the  Duke  retires, 
1  not  want  a  formal  declaration : 
\  kimr  wiU  adminuter  the  oatb 
Tie  umv;  and  m  aU  retunm 

W 


To  the  old  positioii.   Oil  aome  moirow  moning 

The  Duke  depaiti;  and  now  tie  stir  and  buatla 

Within  his  CMtles.  He  vnll  hunt,  and  buihl ; 

Superintend  his  hones'  padigreea, 

Createa  himaelf  a  oourt,  givea  go&den  keys. 

And  intioduoeth  atrictest  oeremooy 

In  fine  piopottiGos,  and  nioe  etiquette ; 

Keeps  open  table  with  high  cheer;  in  brief; 

Conimenceth  mighty  King— in  miniature. 

And  while  he  prudently  demeans  himaelf 

And  gives  himself  no  actual  impoilanoe. 

He  will  be  let  appear  whate'er  he  likes : 

And  who  dares  doubt,  that  Friedland  will  appear 

A  mighty  Prince  to  hk  last  dying  hour? 

Well  now,  what  then!  Duke  Friedknd  is  m  oAan, 

A  fire-new  Noble,  whom  the  war  hath  raised 

To  price  and  currency,  a  Jonah'a  gourd. 

An  overnight  creation  of  oourt-fkvor, 

Which  with  an  undistinguishable  ease 

BCakea  Baron  or  makes  Prince. 

WALLKNBTKIN  (tn  esfresM  agUaUtm). 

Take  her  away. 
Let  in  the  young  Count  Pioooloouni. 

oouimaB. 
Art  thou  in  eamestf  I  entrsat  diee!  Cant  tboa 
Conaent  to  bear  thyself  to  thy  own  grava 
So  ignominioosly  to  be  dried  up? 
Thy  life,  that  amgaied  such  a  height. 
To  end  in  such  a  nothing !  To  be  nothing. 
When  one  waa  always  nothing,  ia  an  evil 
That  asks  no  stretdi  of  patience,  a  light  evil ; 
But  to  become  a  nothing,  having  been 

WALLKNBTEIN  {ttoHt  ftp  m  vioUtU  ogUoiiim). 
Show  me  a  way  out  of  this  stifling  crowd. 
Ye  Pbwen  of  Aidanoe !  Show  me  such  a  way 
As  /  am  capable  of  goings — ^I 
Am  no  tongue-hero,  no  fbe  virtue-prattler; 
I  cannot  warm  by  thinking ;  cannot  say 
To  the  good  luck  that  tuma  her  back  upon  me. 
Magnanimously;  "Go;  I  need  thee  not" 
Cease  I  to  woiIl,  I  am  annihilated. 
Dangers  nor  sacrifices  vrill  I  shun. 
If  so  I  may  avoid  the  last  extreme ; 
But  ere  I  sink  down  into  nothingness. 
Leave  off  so  little,  who  began  so  great. 
Ere  that  die  worid  confiues  me  with  those 
Poor  wretches,  whom  a  day  creates  and  crumUea, 
This  age  and  afier  agea*  speak  my  name 
With  hate  and  dread ;  and  Friedland  be  redemption 
For  each  accursed  deed ! 

couirrjUH. 

What  is  there  here,  then. 
So  against  nature  ?  Help  me  to  perceive  it ! 
O  let  not  Superstition's  nightly  goblins 
Subdue  thy  clear  bright  spirit !  Art  thou  bid 
To  murder  t— vnth  abhorr'd  accuraed  poniard. 
To  violate  the  breasti  that  nourish'd  thee  f 
That  were  against  our  nature,  that  might  apdy 
Make  iky  fleah  shudder,  and  thy  whole  heart  sicken.t 


*  CoaU  I  havs  hsnidsd  raeh  a  Gsrmsoim,  u  the  nss  of 
the  woid  sfter-worid,  fbr  poiteritF.— **  Ei  ipreche  Weh  and 
jyscJhpritnwineaNamea"  light  have  beai  randered  with 
Kteitl  fidelity  ^-Lstwerid  sad  aftsfwerldipsak  oat  SMf 


I 


1 1  have  act  TSBland  to  sfftoai  thafMUnasdsliMAf^C 
ste  frith  ths  Misial  tnadatUm  at  ikftalM, 


\^ 
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Tet  not  a  few,  and  for  a  meaner  otgect, 
Have  yentured  even  this,  ay,  and  perfoim'd  it 
What  is  there  in  tbcy  case  so  black  and  namtioiiif 
lliou  ait  accused  of  treason— whether  widi 
Or  without  justice  is  not  now  die  questioift— 
Thou  art  lost  if  thou  dost  not  avail  thee  quickly 
Of  the  power  which  thou  ponesseslr^Fiiedland !  Dtikei 
Tell  me,  where  lives  that  thing  so  meek  and  tame, 
That  doth  not  all  his  living  faculties 
Put  forth  in  preservatioa  of  his  life ! 
What  deed  so  daring,  which  necessity 
And  despexation  will  not  sanctify  7 

WALLEN8TEIN. 

Onoe  was  this  Ferdinand  so  gracious  to  me : 
He  loved  me ;  he  esteem*d  me ;  I  was  placed 
The  nearest  to  his  heart    Full  many  a  time 
We,  like  ftmiliar  fiiends,  both  at  one  table. 
Have  banqueted  together.    He  and  I — 
And  the  young  kings  themselves  held  me  the  baan 
Wherewith  to  wash  me— end  is't  come  to  this? 

COUNTESS. 

So  &ithiuUy  preservest  thou  each  small  fovor, 
'  And  hast  no  memory  for  contumelies  7 
Must  I  remind  thee,  how  at  Regensbuig 
This  man  repaid  thy  ftithful  services  ? 
All  ranks  and  all  conditions  in  the  empire 
T*hou  hadst  wrong'd,  to  make  him  greatr-hadst 

loaded  on  thee. 
On  thee,  die  hate,  the  curse  of  the  whole  world. 
No  friend  existed  for  thee  in  all  Germany, 
And  why !  because  thou  hadst  existed  only 
For  the  £mperor.    To  the  Emperor  alone 
Clung  Friedland  in  that  stonn  which  gathered  round 

him 
At  Regensburg  in  the  Diet— end  he  dropp'd  ttee ! 
He  let  tbee  fall !  He  let  thee  fidl  a  victim 
To  the  Bavarian,  to  that  insolent ! 
Deposed,  stript  bare  of  all  thy  dignity 
And  power,  amid  the  taunting  of  thy  foes. 
Thou  wert  let  drop  into  obscurity.— 
Say  not,  the  restoration  of  thy  honor 
Has  made  atonement  for  that  dnX  injustice. 
No  honest  good-will  was  it  that  replaced  thee ; 
The  law  of  hard  necessity  replaced  thee. 
Which  they  had  fain  opposed,  but  that  they  could  not 

WALLENSTKIN. 

Not  to  their  good  wishes,  that  is  certain. 
Nor  yet  to  his  affection,  I  *m  indebted 
For  this  high  office ;  and  if  I  abuse  it, 
I  shall  therein  abuse  no  confidence. 

COUNTZSa. 

Affection !  confidence ! — ^They  needed  thee. 
Necessity,  impetuous  remonstrant ! 
Who  not  with  empty  names,  or  shows  of  proiy, 
Is  served,  who  11  have  the  thing  and  not  the  sjrmbol, 
Ever  seeks  out  the  greatest  and  the  best. 
And  at  the  rudder  places  Atm,  e'en  though 
She  had  been  forced  to  take  him  from  the  rabble — 
She,  this  Necessity,  it  was  that  placed  thee 
In  diis  high  office ;  it  was  she  that  gave  thee 
Thy  letters-patent  of  inauguration. 
For,  to  the  uttermost  moment  that  they  can. 
This  race  still  help  themselves  at  cheapest  rate 
With  slavish  souls,  with  puppets !  At  ^e  approach 
Of  extreme  peril,  when  a  hollow  image 
le  /bund  a  hollow  image  and  no  more, 
Then  /alia  the  power  into  the  mighty  hands 


Of  Nature,  of  the  spirit  fpant-hom. 
Who  linepa  only  to  himself;  knows  nothing 
Of  stipnlatiGna,  duties,  reverences. 
And,  like  the  emancipated  force  of  fire, 
Unmaster*d  scorches,  ere  it  reaches  them« 
Hieir  finespun  webs,  their  artificial  policy. 

WALLENSTKIN. 

Tis  true !  diey  saw  me  always  as  I  am — 
Always !  I  did  not  cheat  them  in  the  baigain. 
I  never  held  it  worth  my  pains  to  hide 
The  bold  all-grasping  habit  of  my  aoul. 

COUNTESS. 

Nay  rathei^-thou  hast  ever  shown  thyself 
A  formidable  man,  without  restraint ; 
Hast  exercised  die  full  prerogatives 
Of  thy  impetuous  nature,  which  had  been 
Once  granted  to  thee.    Therefore,  Duke,  not  thoa, 
Who  hast  still  reroain'd  consistent  with  thyself; 
But  they  are  in  the  wrong,  who  fearing  diee. 
Intrusted  such  a  power  in  hands  they  fear'd. 
For,  by  the  laws  of  Spirit,  in  the  right 
Is  every  individual  character 
That  acts  in  strict  consistence  with  itself 
Selfcontradiction  is  the  only  wrong. 
Wert  thou  another  being,  then,  when  thou 
Eight  yeazs  ago  pursuedst  thy  march  with  fire 
And  sword,  and  desolation,  through  the  Cixvlea 
Of  Germany,  the  universal  scourge, 
Didst  mock  all  ordinances  of  die  empire, 
The  fearful  rights  of  strength  alone  exertedat, 
Trampledst  to  earth  each  rank,  each  magistracy. 
An  to  extend  thy  Sultan's  dominaticm  ? 
Hien  was  ike  time  to  break  thee  in,  to  curb 
Thy  haughty  will,  to  teach  thee  ordinance. 
But  no,  the  Emperor  felt  no  touch  of  conscience: 
What  served  him  pleased  him,  and  without  a  mumor 
He  stamp'd  his  broad  seal  on  these  lawlesB  deeds. 
What  at  that  time  was  right,  because  thou  didst  it 
For  him,  to-day  is  all  at  once  become 
Opprobrious,  foul,  because  it  is  directed 
Again^  him. — O  most  flimsy  superstition ! 

WALLENSTEIN  (risingy. 
I  never  saw  it  in  this  light  before. 
Ti»  even  so.    The  Emperor  perpetrated 
Deeds  through  my  arm,  deeds  most  unorderly. 
And  even  this  prince's  mantle,  which  I  wear, 
I  owe  to  what  were  services  to  him, 
But  most  high  misdemeanors  'gainst  the  empire. 

COUNTESS. 

Then  betwixt  thee  and  him  (confess  it,  Friedland !) 
The  point  can  be  no  more  of  right  and  duty, 
Only  of  power  and  the  opportunity. 
That  opportunity,  lo !  it  comes  yonder 
Approaching  with  swifl  steeds;  then  with  a  swing 
Throw  thyself  up  into  the  charioteeat. 
Seize  with  firm  hand  the  reins,  ere  thy  opponent 
Anticipate  thee,  and  himself  make  conquest 
Of  the  now  empty  seat    The  moment  comes ; 
It  is  already  here,  when  thou  must  write 
The  absolute  total  of  thy  life's  vast  sum. 
The  constellations  stand  victorious  o'er  thee. 
The  planets  shoot  good  fortune  in  fair  junctions, 
And  tell  thee,  **  Now's  the  time !"  The  stany  couiaei 
Hast  thou  thy  life-long  measured  to  no  purpose? 
T\ie  quadtvnl  asd.  the  circle,  were  they  playthingit 
\  \^PobitiiigioOiadAfeTtiA<Jk^ccUva(Ae 
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%  die  foOing  orbi  of  heaven, 

red  ontfaete  walle,  and  all  aimmd  tliee 

iNreboding  ■jrmbob  hast  thou  placed 

tn  preading  Lorda  <^  Deetiny — 

\m  all  this  preparation  Dothing  7 

» marrow  in  this  hollow  art, 

to  diyielf  it  doth  avail 

ad  hai  no  influence  over  thee 

it  moment  of  decision  f 

an  dimring  tkU  hut  MpeetH  walks  up  and 

(&  Mapord  ttTuggUs^  laboring  with  pauian  ,* 

ddady,  tUmds  ttiU,  then  inUrrypting  Ike 

»). 

igel  lo  me— I  will  imlantly 

uee  counen 

ILLO  {htrrying  ovfy. 

God  in  heaven  be  praiaed ! 

WALUENBTKIN. 

flgenhit  and  mtae. 

smnaf  It  chaatiaea  kim 

M,  die  inatrument  of  hia  ambition ; 

wt  DO  leas,  than  that  Revenge 

m  whetting  far  mg  bteaat  the  poniard. 

the  aerpenl'a  tee&,  let  him  not  hope 

joyona  harveat   Every  crime 

I  moment  of  ill  perpetration, 

eoging  angel— dark  mi^ving, 

laainlaQg  at  the  mnoat  heart 

longer  tmat  me    Tlien  no  longer 
aat    ao  oome  that  which  moat  come.^- 
ly  preacnrea  ita  doe  lelationa : 

within  IB  k  in  abaointe 
t. 

[TbTUTSKT. 

Go,  eoodnct  yoa  Guatave  Wrangel 
0-cafaiDet^— Myaelf  will  apeak  to 
jra. — And  diapiuch  immediately 
tor  Octavio  Picoolomim. 
^OONTESB,  who  oarmat  conctaL  her  fruoapA. 
ioo!  woman,  triumph  not! 
I  are  the  Powera  of  Deatiny. 
ore,  and  dumta  ere  victory, 
ipon  their  righta  and  privilegea. 
e  aeed,  and  they  the  growth  determine, 
ile  Ae  U  making  hu exUt  ike  cuHmadrcpB. 


ACTV. 

SCENE  I. 

Seewe^  OMtmike  preceding  Act 

LLnnTKiN,  Octavio  Piccolominl 

wncm  (coming  forward  in  comteriaticn). 
DO  word  from  linx,  that  he  liea  aick ; 
aure  intelligence,  diat  he 
maelf  at  Frauenbeig  with  Galaa. 
m  both,  and  send  them  to  me  hither. 
,  thou  takest  on  thee  the  command 
une  Spaniah  regiments,— conatandy 
aimtioo,  and  be  never  ready ; 
y  uige  thee  to  draw  out  againat  me, 
iT  Tif,  and  atand  aa  thou  wert  fettered. 
It  it  ia  doing  thee  a  service 
lae  out  of  action  in  thia  buaineaa. 
H  to  linger  on  in  lair  appeanmcet; 


Stepa  of  extremity  are  not  thy  province, 
Therefi>re  have  I  aoogfat  out  thia  part  lor  thee. 
Thou  wilt  thia  time  be  of  moat  aervice  lo  me 
By  thy  inertneaa.    The  mean  time,  if  fortune 
Deckue  itself  on  my  aide,  tbou  wih  know 
What  is  to  da 

Enter  Max.  PicooLomNL 
Now  go,  Octavio. 
Thia  night  muat  thou  be  off:  take  my  own  horaea : 
Him  hera  I  keep  with  m»— make  ehoit  &reweU— 
Truat  me,  I  think  *we  all  shall  meet  again 
In  joy  and  thriving  fortunea. 

OCTAVIO  {to  hie  mm), 

lahallaeeyon 
Yet  ere  I  go. 


SCENE  n. 


WALLnnTiur,  Max.  Piocolomini. 

MAX.  {admneee  lo  kim), 
MyGenend! 

WALLXNBITOr. 

That  am  I  no  longer,  if 
Thou  atyleat  diyaelf  die  Emperor'a  officer. 


llien  thou  wilt  leave  die  anny,  General  t 

WALUDffTKIN. 

I  have  renounced  the  aervice  of  the  Emperor. 


And  thou  wilt  leave  the  annyf 

WALLBNffl'Kllf. 

Rather  hope  I 
To  bind  it  nearer  adll  and  faster  to  me. 

[H0  SBOtf  Atsiae!^ 
Tea,  Max.,  I  have  delay'd  to  open  it  to  thee, 
Even  dll  the  hour  of  acting  'gina  to  atrike. 
Youth's  fortunate  feeling  doth  seise  easily 
The  abaolute  right,  jrea,  and  a  joy  it  ia 
To  exerdae  the  ainj^e  apprehenaion 
Where  the  auma  aquare  in  proof; 
But  where  it  happena,  that  of  two  aure  evila 
One  muat  be  taken,  when  the  heart  not  wholly 
Bringa  itself  back  fiom  out  the  atrife  of  dutiea. 
There  *tia  a  bleaaing  to  have  no  election. 
And  blank  neceaaity  ia  grace  and  favor. 
— ^Thia  ia  now  preaent :  do  not  look  behind  thee/— 
It  can  no  more  avail  thee.   Look  thou  fbrwarda ! 
Think  not!  judge  not!  prepare  thyaelf  to  act ! 
The  Court— it  hath  detomdned  on  my  ruin. 
Therefore  I  will  to  be  beforehand  widi  them. 
We'll  join  die  Swedea— right  gallant  feUows  are 

diey. 
And  our  good  firienda. 

[He  ttopM  kimtdf,  expeOing  Piooolomini's  oaMoer. 
I  have  ta'en  thee  l^  aurpriae.   Answer  me  not 
I  grant  thee  time  to  recollect  thyaelf 

{He  rieet,  and  retiree  to  tke  badk  of  tke  ttage. 
Max.  reemne  for  a  long  time  motumiese, 
in  a  trance  of  excessive  angnisk.  At  kis 
first  motion  Wallxnstein  returns^  and 
places  kimsdf  before  kim. 

MAX. 

My  General,  diis  day  thou  makeat  me 
Of  age  to  apeak  in  my  own  right  and  peraon. 
For  till  this  day  I  have  been  spared  the  trauhla 
To  find  out  my  ovmioad.  'TVMa^iaN^l^i^ii^ 


im 
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VnAi  mott  tnplicit  nnoooditiofua  ikidi. 
Sura  of  the  right  path  if  I  foUow^d  diee. 
TcMky,  ftr  the  fint  thne,  doit  Ifaoo  raftr 
Me  to  myweU,  and  fineaat  me  to  make 
Electioo  between  diee  and  my  own  heait 

WALLUfSTKIN, 

Soft  cradled  diee  thy  Fortune  till  to^ ; 
Hiy  dnties  thou  oooldat  ezeidae  in  sport, 
Indolge  all  lovely  imtinclB,  act  tor  ever 
With  nndivided  heart.   It  can  ramain 
No  longer  thna.    like  enemiee,  the  roada 
Start  firam  each  other.    Dutiet  strive  with  dnttea. 
ThoQ  must  needa  choose  diy  party  in  the  war 
Which  is  now  kindling  'twixt  thy  friend  and  him 
Who  is  thy  Emperor. 

MAX. 

War !  is  that  the  name  t 
War  is  aa  frightful  as  heaven*8  pestOence. 
Yet  it  is  good,  is  it  heaven*s  will  as  that  is. 
Is  that  a  good  war,  which  against  the  Emperor 
Thou  wagest  with  the  Emperor's  own  aimy  f 
O  God  of  heaven !  what  a  change  is  this ! 
Beseems  it  me  lo  ofier  such  penuaaion 
To  thee,  who  like  the  fiz*d  star  of  the  pole 
Wert  all  I  gaaed  at  on  life's  trackless  oceanf 
O!  what  a  rent  dion  makest  in  my  heart ! 
The  ingrain'd  instinct  of  old  reverence, 
The  holy  habit  of  obediency, 
Most  I  pluck  live  asunder  from  thy  name  ? 
Nay,  do  not  turn  thy  countenance  upon  me- 
lt always  was  as  a  god  looking  at  me ! 
Duke  Wallenstein,  its  power  is  not  departed : 
The  senses  still  are  in  thy  bonds,  although. 
Bleeding,  ^o  'ovl  hath  freed  itsdC 


WALLXifarvnt. 


Max-  hear  me. 


MAX. 

O !  do  it  not,  I  pray  thee,  do  it  not ! 
There  ist  a  pure  and  noble  soul  within  thee. 
Knows  not  of  this  unblest,  unlucky  doing. 
Thy  will  is  chaste,  it  is  thy  fancy  only 
Which  hath  polluted  thee — and  innocence, 
It  will  not  let  itself  be  driven  away 
From  that  world-awing  aspect    lliou  wilt  not. 
Thou  canst  not,  end  in  this.    It  would  reduce 
All  human  creatures  to  disloyalty 
Against  the  nobleness  of  their  own  nature. 
"Twill  justify  the  vulgar  misbelief. 
Which  holdeth  nothing  noble  in  fiee-will. 
And  trusts  itself  to  impotence  alone. 
Made  powerful  only  in  an  unknown  power. 

WALLXNSTEIN. 

The  world  will  judge  me  sternly,  I  expect  it 
Already  have  I  said  to  my  own  self 
All  thou  canst  say  to  me.    Who  but  avoids 
The  extreme,  can  he  by  going  round  avoid  it  ? 
But  here  there  is  no  choice.    Yes — ^I  must  use 
Or  fttfier  violence— «o  stands  the  case, 
There  remains  nothing  possible  but  that 

MAX. 

O  that  is  never  poaible  for  thee ! 
T  is  the  last  desperate  resource  of  those 
Cheap  souls,  to  whom  their  honor,  their  good  name 
Is  their  poor  aaving,  their  last  worthless  keep. 
Which  having  staked  and  Josl,  they  stake  therawlves 
^  ih9  mad  rage  of  ganmg.    Thou  art  rich. 


And  gforioaa ;  with  an  unpolluted  heart 

Ttea  onat  make   conquest  of  wfaata'er  aem 

hi|M«! 
But  he,  who  once  hath  acted  in&my. 
Does  nothing  more  in  this  worid. 

WALUENsnoi  (grasps  kU  kamiy. 

Calmly,  Mu.1 
Much  that  is  great  and  excellent  will  w« 
Perform  together  yet    And  if  we  only 
Stand  on  the  height  widi  dignity,  't  is  soon 
Forgotira,  Max.,  by  what  road  we  ascended. 
Believe  me,  many  a  crown  ahines  spotless  now. 
That  yet  was  deeply  sullied  in  the  winniqg. 
To  the  evil  spirit  doth  the  earth  belong. 
Not  to  the  good.    All,  that  the  powers  divine 
Send  from  above,  are  universal  bleasinga : 
Their  light  r^ices  us,  their  air  refreshes. 
But  never  yet  was  man  enrich'd  by  them : 
In  their  eternal  realm  no  propeHy 
Is  to  be  struggled  fbiv-all  there  is  general 
The  jewel,  the  all-valued  gold  we  win 
From  the  deceiving  Powers,  depraved  in  nature. 
That  dwell  beneath  the  day  and  bleaed  sun-light 
Not  without  sacrifices  are  they  render'd 
Ptopitious,  and  there  Uvea  no  soul  on  earth 
That  e'er  retired  unsullied  from  their  aervio^ 

MAX. 

Whate'er  is  human,  to  the  human  being 

Do  I  allow — and  to  the  vehement 

And  striving  spirit  readily  I  pardon 

The  exceas  of  action ;  but  to  thee,  my  Genenl ! 

Above  all  othere  make  I  laige  conceasion. 

For  thou  must  move  a  worid,  and  be  the 

He  kiUs  thee,  who  condemns  thee  to  innctim. 
So  be  it  then !  maintain  thee  in  thy  post 
By  violence.    Resist  the  Emperor, 
And  if  it  must  be,  force  with  force  repel : 
I  will  not  praise  it,  yet  I  can  forgive  it 
But  not— not  to  the  frm/or— .yes !— the  word 

Is  spoken  out 

Not  to  the  traitor  can  I  yield  a  pardon. 
That  is  no  mere  excess !  that  is  no  error 
Of  human  nature — that  is  wholly  difilerent, 
O  that  is  black,  black  as  the  pit  of  hell ! 

[Wallenstein  betrayt  a  tudden  agikiHaik 
Thou  canst  not  hear  it  named,  and  wilt  thou  do  it? 

0  turn  back  to  thy  duty.    That  thou  canst, 

1  hold  it  certain.    Send  me  to  Vienna  : 

I'll  make  thy  peace  for  thee  with  the  Emperor. 
He  knows  thee  not    But  I  do  know  thee.  He 
Shall  see  thee,  Duke !  with  my  unclouded  eye. 
And  I  bring  back  his  confidence  to  thee. 

wallenstein. 
It  is  too  late.  Thou  knowest  not  what  haa  happenU 

MAX. 

Were  it  loo  late,  and  were  things  gone  so  &r. 
That  a  crime  only  could  prevent  thy  fidl. 
Then — ^fidl !  fall  honorably,  even  as  thou  stood'st 
I/Me  the  ocMnmand.    Go  from  the  stage  of  war. 
Thou  canst  with  splendor  do  it— do  it  too 
With  innocence.    Thou  hast  lived  much  for  othen. 
At  length  live  thou  for  thy  own  self    I  follow  thee. 
My  destiny  I  never  part  from  thine. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

It  is  too  late !  Even  now,  while  thou  art  losing 
Thy  words,  one  after  the  other  are  the  mile-atooea 
|l«ft  fasibc^hmA  bf  my  T^trnt  couriers. 

Via 
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IT  the  Oder  on  to  Prague  and  Egnu 
UL  tkmit  «  commiUed,  wilh  a  geatvre  and 
etprttdngik* 


fmii  to  it    We  act  as  we  are  ibroed. 

give  aaaent  to  my  own  diame 

1.   TlhoM— no— thoucamtnotibnakeme! 

I  do,  what  mmt  be  done,  with  dignity, 

inn  atep.    What  am  I  doing  wone 

1  fiuned  Coar  at  the  Rabicoo, 

e  the  legioDa  led  ogaimt  hia  country, 

idi  hii  ooontry  had  deliyer'd  to  him  f 

thrown  down  the  iwotd,  he  had  been  kit, 

le.  if  I  bat  diiarm'd  myMUI 

at  eomething  in  me  of  his  spirit ; 

)  hk  luck,  that  oiker  tking  111  bear. 

kX^qnUhamabntydy.  WAiXKNSTEiN.flarded 
and  C9erpoieered,etmtmiiea  looking  after  him, 
and  is  itiU  in  Ihu  pottwre  when  Tekthet 


SCENE  m. 

Wallenstkui,  TuTunr. 


ecolnminijast  left  yont 


ready  gone. 


Where  is  Wrangri? 


wALLUurriui. 
In  soch  a  hurry  f 


if  the  eerdi  had  swaUow'd  him. 

scarce  left  thee,  when  I  went  to  seek  him. 

I  some  words  with  him — bat  he  was  gone. 

rhen,  and  where,  oouM  no  one  tell  me.  Nay, 

where  it  was  the  devil  himself; 

m  ereatuie  conld  not  so  at  once 

■mn'd 

ILLO  (safers ). 
b  it  true  that  thou  wilt  send 
I 


Who  have  always  tmsted  him?  What,  than,  haa 

happened. 
That  I  should  lose  my  good  opinkm  of  him  f 
In  complaisance  to  year  whiinsk  not  my  own, 
I  must,  ioBooth,  give  up  a  rooted  judgment 
Think  not  I  am  a  woman.  Having  trusted  him 
E'en  till  today,  today  too  will  I  trust  him. 


How,Oetevio!  Whither  send  him ! 

WALLKlfSTEIN. 

I  to  Franenberg,  and  vnll  lead  hither 
andltalkn  regiments. 

ILLO. 

No! 
ftrbidr 

WALLENSTEIN. 

And  why  should  Heaven  Ibrfaid  f 

ILLO. 

•diat  deceiver !  Wouldst  thou  trust  to  him 
dintyf  Wm  wilt  thou  let  slip  fiom  thee, 
1  die  very  instant  that  decides  us 

TBETiKT. 

rik  not  do  this! — No!  I  pray  thee,  no! 

WALLEN8TEIN. 

WIBOISWaL 

nxo. 
O  bat  fcr  this  time,  Duke, 
9  ow  warning!  Let  him  not  depart 

WALLKWfrmi. 

Iqr  dHwld  I  not  trast  him  only 


Must  it  be  he— 4ie  only  f  Send  anodier. 

WALLKN8TIXN. 

It  must  be  he,  whom  I  myself  have  chosen ; 
He  is  well  fitted  ftr  the  bosineas.  Tliereibre 
I  gave  it  him. 

iLLa 
Because  he's  an  Italian— 
Tlierelbro  is  he  well  fitted  for  the  bosuiesi ! 

WALLENVrXlN. 

I  know  you  love  diem  not— nor  sire  nor  son^ 

Because  that  I  esteem  diem,  love  them-^visibly 

Esteem  them,  love  them  more  than  you  and  othen^ 

E*en  aa  they  merit  Therefore  are  diey  e]re-bli|^its^ 

Thorns  in  your  foot'path.   But  your  jealousies. 

In  what  aflect  they  me  or  my  concerns  ? 

Are  they  the  worse  to  me  because  ]roa  hate  them? 

Love  or  hate  one  another  as  yon  vtiU, 

I  leave  to  each  man  his  own  moods  and  likings ; 

Yet  know  die  wordi  of  each  of  you  to  me. 

ILLO. 

Von  Questenberg.  while  he  was  here,  was  always 
Lurking  about  wi^  diis  Octavia 

WALLENSmir. 

It  happen'd  with  my  knowledge  and  permianon 

ILLO. 

I  know  diat  secret  messengers  came  to  him 
From  Galas 

WALLEinniN. 

That's  not  true. 
iLLa 

O  thon  ait  Umd, 
With  diy  deep-seeing  eyes! 

WALLKlfSTEIN. 

Thoo  wflt  not  shake 
My  iaidi  for  me    my  &idi;  which  founds  itwlf 
On  the  profoundest  science.   If  'tis  fiUse, 
Then  the  whole  science  of  the  stars  is  fitlse; 
For  know,  I  have  a  pledge  fiom  Fate  itself 
That  he  is  die  most  iaithful  of  my  firiends. 

ILLO. 

Hast  diou  a  pledge,  that  this  pledge  is  not  ftlse  f 

WALUOrSTKIN. 

There  exist  moments  in  the  life  of  man. 

When  he  is  nearer  the  great  Soul  of  the  world 

Than  is  man's  custom,  and  possesses  freely 

The  power  of  questioning  his  destiny : 

And  such  a  moment  'twas,  when  in  die  night 

Before  the  action  in  the  plains  of  Lutien, 

Leaning  against  a  tree,  thoughts  crowding  thoughts, 

I  look'd  out  fitf  upon  die  ominous  plain. 

My  whole  life,  past  and  fhture,  in  this  moment 

Before  my  mind's  eye  f^ided  in  procession* 

And  to  the  destiny  of  the  next  morning 

The  spirit,  fill'd  widi  anxious  presentiment. 

Did  knit  the  most  removed  futurity. 

Ilien  said  I  also  to  mj^self,  **  So  many 

Dost  diott  command.  They  follow  all  diy  stais, 

And  as  on  some  great  number  set  their  All 

Upon  thy  siAgle  hend,  and  01A9  TDaxi 
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Tlie  fBrnbl  of  thy  fertone.    Tet  a  day 

Will  come,  when  Destiny  thall  aoce  mote  scatter 

All  theee  in  many  a  wveial  diiectioo : 

Few  be  they  wbo  will  stand  out  fiuthfol  to  thee." 

I  yeam'd  lo  know  which  one  was  &idifiillest 

Of  allt  this  camp  included.   Great  Destiny, 

Give  me  a  sign!  And  he  shall  be  the  man, 

¥^10,  on  the  approaching  moming,  comes  iho  fiist 

To  meet  me  with  a  token  of  his  love : 

And  thmlring  this,  I  fell  inlo  a  slumber. 

Then  midmoBt  in  the  battb  was  I  led 

In  spirit   Great  the  pressure  and  the  tumult! 

llien  was  my  hone  kill*d  under  me :  I  sank ; 

And  over  me  away  all  unconcernedly, 

Drove  horse  and  rider— and  thus  trod  to  pieces 

I  lay,  and  panted  like  a  dying  man ; 

Then  seiied  me  suddenly  a  savior  arm : 

It  was  Octavio's-— I  awoke  at  (mce, 

Twas  broad  day,  and  OcUnio  stood  befi>re  me. 

•*  My  brother,"  said  he,  **  do  not  ride  tinlay 

The  dapple,  as  you're  wont ;  but  mount  the  hom 

Which  I  have  chosen  ibr  thee.    Do  it,  brottier ! 

In  love  to  me.    A  strong  dream  wam'd  me  so." 

It  was  the  swidness  of  this  horM  that  snatch*d  me 

From  the  hot  purrait  of  Bannier's  dragoons. 

My  conan  rods  the  dapple  on  that  day, 

And  never  more  saw  I  or  horre  or  rider. 

ILLO. 

That  WIS  a  diance. 

WALLKNsnuf  (iignifieandti). 

Tliere  *s  no  such  thing  as  chance. 
In  hnef,  'tis  sign'd  and  seal'd  that  this  Octavio 
Is  my  good  angel — and  now  no  word  more. 

[He  if  rettrtf^. 


Tim  m  my  comfort — ^Max.  remains  our  hostage. 

ILLO. 

And  he  shall  never  stir  from  here  alive. 

WALLKN8TEIN  (stops  and  tuTM  hufudf  round). 
Are  ye  not  like  the  women,  who  for  ever 
Only  recur  to  their  fust  word,  although 
One  had  been  talking  reason  by  the  hour ! 
Know,  that  the  human  being's  thoughts  and  deeds 
Are  not,  like  ocean  billows,  blindly  moved. 
The  inner  worid,  his  microoosmus,  is 
The  deep  shafl,  out  of  which  they  spring  eternally. 
They  grow  by  certain  laws,  like  the  tree's  fruit«> 
No  juggling  chance  can  metamorphose  them. 
Have  I  the  human  kernel  first  examined  f 
Then  I  know,  too,  the  future  will  and  action. 


SCENE  IV. 


ScxNS— ilcAam&ertaPicooLOMiNi's  DwdUng-Houm. 
Octavio  Piccolowni,  Isolani,  entering. 

ISOLANIi 

Here  am  I — Well !  who  comes  yet  of  the  others  ? 

OCTAVIO  (imth  an  air  of  myttery). 
But,  first  a  word  with  you.  Count  Isolam. 

ISOLANI  (assuming  the  same  air  of  myMery). 
Will  it  explode,  ha  t — Is  the  Duke  about 
To  make  the  attempt  7  In  me,  fnend,  you  may  place 
Full  confidence. — Nay,  put  me  to  the  proof 

OCTAVIO. 

TTiat  may  happen. 


mOLANI. 

Noble  brother,  I  am 
Not  one  of  ftose  men  who  in  words  are  valiant, 
And  when  it  comes  to  action  skulk  away. 
The  Duke  has  acted  towards  me  as  a  fiiend. 
God  knows  it  is  so;  and  I  owe  him  all 
He  may  rely  on  my  fideUty. 

OCTAVIO. 

That  win  be  seen  hereafter. 

nOLANL 

Be  on  yoor  guard. 
All  think  not  as  I  think ;  and  there  are  many 
Who  still  hoU  with  the  Coiirt--yes,  and  fliey  sqr 
That  those  stolen  signatures  bind  them  to  Bodiiag 

OCTAVIO. 

I  am  rejoiced  to  hear  it. 

ISOLANI. 

YouKtjoice! 

OCTAVIO. 

That  the  Emperor  has  yet  such  gallant  servaoli, 
And  loving  friends. 

ISOLAIfl. 

Nay,  jeer  not,  I  entreat  you. 
They  are  no  such  worthless  fellows,  I  anure  you. 

OCTAVIO. 

I  am  asnired  already.    God  forbid 

That  I  riiould  jest ! — ^In  very  serious  eameit, 

I  am  rtiioiced  to  see  an  honest  cause 

So  strong. 

IBOLANL 

The  Devil ! — what! — why,  what  meani  tfaiir 
Are  you  not,  then ^For  what,  then,  am  I  heret 

OCTAVIO. 

That  you  may  make  full  declaration,  whedisr 
Ton  will  be  call'd  the  friend  or  eDemy 
Of  the  Emperor. 

I80LANI  (witk  an  air  of  defkmoe). 
That  declaration,  friend, 
111  make  to  him  in  whom  a  right  is  placed 
To  put  that  question  to  me. 

OCTAVIO. 

Whether,  Count, 
That  right  is  mine,  this  paper  may  instruct  you. 

ISOLANI  irtammering). 
Why^why< — ^what !  this  is  the  Emperor's  hand  sal 

seal!  [Readt. 

**  Whereas,  the  oflicers  collectively 
Throughout  our  army  will  obey  the  orden 
Of  the  Lieutenan^general  Piccolomini. 
As  fiom  ourselves" Hem.'^Yesl  so! — Tet! 

yes! — 
I — ^I  give  you  joy,  lieutenant-general ! 

OCTAVIO. 

And  you  submit  you  to  tho  order  f 

ISOLANL 

I- 
But  you  have  taken  me  so  by  surprise — 
Time  for  reflection  one  must  have 


OCTAVIO. 
ISOLANI. 

My  God!  But  then  the  case 


Two  mmntff 


OCTAVIO. 

I^oin  and  simpla 
You  must  declare  you.  whether  you  determine 
To  act  a  treason  'gainst  your  Lonl  and  Sovereign. 
\0t  whe^hai  ^ou  vdiL  serve  him  fiiithfully. 
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laoukin. 
-Mf  God!— But  who  talks  dien  of  treaaon? 

OCTAVIO. 

I  CMe.   The  Prince^iuke  is  a  tndtor — 
ead  over  to  the  enemy 

liar's  anny. — Now,  Count! — brief  and 

foD— 

na  break  your  oath  to  the  Elmperorf 

ilf  to  the  enemy  f — Say,  will  you  f 

ISOLANL 

B  you  f  I— I  break  my  oath,  d'ye  say, 

penal  Bibuestyf 

K>f^-*When,  when  haye  I  said  that? 

OCTAVIO. 

not  said  it  yet — not  yeU    This  instant 
lear,  Coont,  whether  you  uaB  say  it. 

UOLANI. 

leligfats  me  now,  that  you  yourself 
ess  Ibr  me  diat  I  neyer  said  so. 

OCTAVIO. 

vooonoethe  Duke,  thenf 

IBOLANI. 

If  he's  planning 
iHiy,  treason  breaks  all  bonds  asunder. 

OOTAVIO. 

lelermined,  too.  to  fif^t  against  himf 

IflOLAHI. 

ne  me  semce    but  if  he's  a  villain, 
•eiae  him!— AH  scores  aie  rubb'd  off 

OCTAVIO. 

iced  that  you 're  so  weD-^sposed. 
it  break  off*  in  the  utmost  secrecy 
the  Uglit«ni'd  troops— it  must  appear 
the  Older  fiom  die  Duke  himself 
nbeig's  die  place  of  rendezvous ; 

II  Count  Galas  give  you  forther  orders. 

UOLANI. 

i  done.  But  you'll  remember  me 
Bmperoi^— how  well-disposed  you  fimnd  me. 

OCTAVIO. 

fiul  to  mention  it  honombly. 

[Exit  IsoLANL    A  Sx&VANT  infers, 
knel  Butler ! — Show  him  up. 

nOLANi  (nturnittg). 
le  too  my  bearish  ways,  old  &ther! 
!  how  diould  I  know,  then,  what  a  great 
bad  before  me? 

OCTAVIO. 

No  excuses ! 

UOLANI. 

any  lad,  and  if  at  time 
Old  might  escape  me  'gainst  the  court 
J  wine— you  know  no  harm  was  meant 

[Exit 

OCTAVIO. 

I  not  be  uneasy  on  that  score, 
succeeded.  Fortune  favor  us 
the  olheri  only  but  as  much ! 


Tou  do  me  too  much  honor. 

ooTAVio  {iifiar  btA  hone  mated  thanadweB). 

Tou  have  not 
Retum'd  die  advances  whidi  I  made  yon  yestfliday— 
Misundeistood  them,  as  mere  empty  forms. 
That  wish  proceeded  fiom  my  hearl— I  was 
In  earnest  with  you — ^for  'tis  now  a  time 
In  which  the  hooest  should  umto  most  closely. 

BUTLEB. 

'Tis  only  the  like4ninded  can  unito. 

OCTAVIO, 

True !  and  I  name  all  honest  ipen  like-minded. 

I  never  charge  a  man  but  with  those  acti 

To  which  his  character  deUberately 

Impels  him;  for  ahw!  the  violence 

Of  blind  misundenlaiidings  often  thrusts 

The  very  best  of  us  firnn  die  right  track. 

You  came  dirough  Frauenbeig.  Did  the  Count  Galas 

Say  nodiing  to  you?  Tell  me.  He's  my  fiiend. 

BDTLXE. 

His  words  were  lost  on  aie. 

OCTAVIO. 

It  grieves  me  lorely. 
To  hear  it:  for  his  counsel  was  most  wise. 
I  had  myself  the.  like  to  ofier. 

BI7TLEB. 

Spare 
Touiself  the  trouble— me  th'  embarrassment. 
To  have  deserved  so  ill  your  good  opimon. 

OCTAVIO. 

Tlie  time  is  preciouB— let  us  talk  openly. 
You  know  how  matters  stand  here.  Wallenstein 
Meditates  treason— I  can  tell  you  further- 
He  has  committed  treason;  but  fow  hours 
Have  past,  since  he  a  covenant  concluded 
With  the  enemy.   The  measengers  are  now 
Full  on  their  way  to  Egra  and  to  Prague. 
To-morrow  he  intends  to  lead  us  over 
To  the  enemy.   But  he  deceives  himself; 
For  Prudence  wakes— the  Elmperor  has  still 
Many  and  fidthful  friends  here,  and  they  stand 
In  closest  union,  mighty  though  unseen. 
This  manifosto  sentences  the  Duke — 
Recalls  the  obedience  of  the  aimy  fiom  him. 
And  summons  all  the  loyal,  all  the  honest, 
To  join  and  recognize  in  me  their  leader. 
Choose — ^will  you  share  with  us  an  honest  cause  ? 
Or  with  the  evil  share  an  evil  lot. 


SCENE  V. 

OCTAVIO,  PlOOOLOHINI,  BOTLER. 
BOTLEIU 

MBnand,  Lieutenant-General. 

OCTAVIO. 

i  m  honor'd  fiieiid  and  visitor. 


His  lot  is  mine. 


BUTLBB  (rises). 

OCTAVIO. 

Is  that  your  last  resolve  ? 

BUTLER. 


It  is. 


/ 


OOTAVIO. 

Nay,  but  bethixdPyou,  Colonel  Buder! 
As  yet  you  have  time.    Within  my  foithful  breast 
That  nishly-utter'd  word  remains  interr'd. 
Reodl  it,  Buder !  choose  a  better  party : 
You  have  not  chosen  the  right  one. 

BVTLER  (going). 

Any  other 

Commands  for  me,  lieutenant^eneral  ? 

OCTAVIO. 

See  your  white  bain!  RecaXl  tha\  wii^X 

\1^ 
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Farawell! 

OCTATIO. 

Whatf  Waoldyoadmw  din  good  and  gallant  iword 
IhMMdiaoaiiMT  Into  a  come  would  you 
Thmsfbnn  die  graiitiide  which  yoa  have  eam'd 
By  Ibrty  yean*  fidelily  fiom  Awtriaf 

BOTLEK  (IttMgkmg  wiA  Uuemtti^ 
Gntitnde  from  dw  Hooae  of  Awtria!  [Hs  u gfdng. 

ocTATio  (perwuU  Mm  lo  gomi  fiar  mi  the  door,  then 

adUt^kiA' 
Buder! 


What  nUi  yoa  t 

OOTATia 

How  waa*t  widi  the  Goimt  f 


Countf  whatf 

OCTATIO  (eoUZjf). 
The  tide  diat  yoa  wiA'd,  I  mean. 

BUTun  {slarU  tn  mideH  pauUm). 
Hell  and  damnation! 

OCTATlO  (coidljf). 

Yoa  petitkm'd  for  it — 
And  yoor  petition  waa  zepeU*d — ^Waa  it  aof 


Toor  imolent  aooff  ahali  not  go  by  onpaniah'd. 
Dnw! 

•  OCTAVIO. 

Nay!  yooriwoidto'laaheadi!  and  tell  me  calmly, 
How  all  that  happened.    I  will  not  refuae  yoa 
Toor  ntia&clion  aflerwaida^— Calmly,  Batler ! 

■UTLBt. 

Be  the  whole  worid  aoqwainted  widi  die 

For  ^diich  I  never  can  foigive  myaelf 

Lieutenant<3enerBl !  Tea — ^I  have  ambition. 

Ne'er  was  I  able  to  endure  contempt 

It  stung  me  to  the  quick,  diat  birth  and  tide 

Should  have  more  weight  than  merit  haa  in  the  army. 

I  would  fain  not  be  meaner  than  my  equal 

So  in  an  evil  hour  I  let  myself 

Be  tempted  to  that  measure— It  waa  folly ! 

But  yet  lo  hard  a  penance  it  deaerved  not 

It  might  have  been  refused ;  but  wherefore  barb 

And  venom  the  refusal  with  contempt? 

Why  dash  to  eardi  and  crush  with  hieaviest  acorn 

The  gray-hair'd  man,  the  fiiithful  veteran  f 

Why  to  die  basenesa  of  his  parentage 

Refer  him  with  such  cruel  roughnoiB,  only 

Because  he  had  a  weak  hour  and  forgot  himself? 

But  Nature  gives  a  sting  e*en  to  the  worm 

Which  wanton  Power  treads  on  in  sport  and  insult 

OCfTAVIO. 

Ton  must  have  been  calumniated.    Guess  jrou 
The  enemy,  who  did  you  this  ill  service  ? 

BUT  LEI. 

Be't  who  it  will— a  most  bmhearted  scoundrel. 
Some  vile  court-minion  must  it  be,  some  Spaniard, 
Some  young  squire  of  some  ancient  family. 
In  whose  light  I  may  stand,  some  envious  knave, 
Stung  to  the  soul  by  my  fair  self-eam'd  honors  i 

OOTAVIO. 

But  tell  me !  Did  the  Duke  approve  that  measure  ? 

BOTLER. 

Hinmelf  impeWd  me  to  it,  used  his  interest 
la  my  bebdf  with  all  the  waimdi  of  frteadship. 


OOTAVIO. 

Ayf  ■Btyoa  aoieof  that? 

BUTunu 

I  read  the 

OCTAVIO. 

And  ao  did  I — bat  the  contenti  were  di 

[Bdtlkb  19  9m 
By  chance  I  *m  in  posaeanon  of  diat  lei 
Can  leave  it  to  ymr  own  eyes  to  convi 

[Hiegi9e9 

BUTUUU 

Ha!  whatiadiis? 

OCTAVIO. 

I  fear  me.  Colonel 
An  infomous  game  have  they  been  play 
The  Duke,  3rou  say,  impelled  3^00  to  thu 
Now,  in  this  letter  talks  he  in  contempt 
Concerning  you,  counsels  the  minister 
To  give  sound  chastisement  to  your  coi 
For  so  he  calls  it 

[Butler  rtad9  through  the  letterf  Mm 
he  setzM  a  chairs  and  sinib  down 
Yoa  have  no  enemy,  no  persecutor ; 
There  *8  no  one  widies  ill  to  yon.  Aae 
The  insult  you  received  to  the  Duke  or 
His  aim  is  dear  and  palpable.  He  wii 
To  tear  you  fhmi  your  Emperor — he  1m 
To  gain  fiom  your  revenge  what  he  w 
(What  year  long-tried  6delity  convinoet 
He  ne'er  could  dare  expect  from  yoiar  < 
A  Mind  tool  would  he  make  3rou,  in  co 
Use  you,  as  means  of  most  abandon'd  1 
He  has  gained  his  point  Too  well  has 
In  luring  yoa  away  fiom  that  good  pad 
On  which  you  had  been  journeying  for 

BUTLER  (Ats  voice  tremUmg 
Can  e'er  the  Emperor's  M^esty  forgive 

OCTAVIO. 

More  than  fbigive  you.    He  would  fain 

For  that  aflront  and  most  unmerited  gr 

Sustain'd  by  a  deserving,  gallant  veten 

From  his  fiee  impulse  he  confirms  the  ] 

Which  the  Duke  made  you  for  a  wickc 

The  regiment,  which  you  now  comman 

[BoTLER  attewtpU  to  riae^  staAis  d€» 

lttbor9  inwardly  toith  violent  ei 

to  tpedkt  and  cannot.   Ai  lengt 

9word  from  the  beHt,  and  offer 

LOMINI. 

OCTAVIO. 

What  wish  you  ?  Recollect  j^ourself,  fir 

BUTLER. 
OCTAVIO. 

But  to  what  purpose  ?  Calm  yourself 

BUTLER. 

I  am  no  longer  worthy  of  this  sword. 

OCTAVIO. 

Receive  it  then  anew  from  my  hands- 
Wear  it  with  honor  for  the  ri^  cause 

BUTLER. 

Perjure  myself  to  such  a  gracious 

OOTAVIO. 

Yoa 'II  make  amends.  Qmick!  breakofffi 
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BDTLXft. 

Brokoff  fiomhim! 

OCTATIO. 

What  DOW  f  Bethink  diysel£ 

■TELXE  (no  longer  gowcming  kii  emotion). 
Obljr  break  off  from  him?  He  dies !  he  diet ! 

OCTATIO. 

Cam  after  me  to  Fnuenbeiff,  where  now 
ill  who  are  loyal,  are  atMmbling  under 
Oma  Altringer  and  Galas.    Many  others 
fit  bnragfat  to  a  remembrance  of  their  duty. 
TUi  uf^  be  sure  that  you  escape  from  Filaen. 

amjEft  {atrideo  vp  and  down  in  exeewioe  agilatUm, 
Am  ttepo  yp  to  Octatio  wUk  reoohed  countenance), 
CooDt  PiccokxDini !  Dare  that  man  speak 
Of  liooor  to  you,  who  once  broke  his  troth  f 

OCTATIO. 

Ht,  who  repents  so  deeply  of  iU  dares. 

BUTLKE. 

Hien  IsaTo  me  here,  upon  my  word  of  honor ! 

OGTAVIO. 

What's  your  dfisignf 

Bimjuu 

Leave  me  and  my  regiment 

OCTATia 

I  biTe  ihU  confidence  in  yon.   Bat  tell  me 
Wkit  ire  yon  brooding  f 


That  the  deed  will  tell  yon. 
Aik  me  no  more  at  praaent   TVosttome. 
Te  may  tmst  safely.   Bjy  the  living  God 
Te  give  him  awr,  not  to  his  good  angel ! 
Farewell  [ExU  Butlxe. 

BEXVAiiT  (enterM  with  a  bidet), 
A  stranger  left  it,  and  is  gone. 
^  Prince-duke's  horses  wait  ibr  you  below. 

[Exit  Skrvant. 
OCTAVIO  (reads), 
"Be  ore  make  haste !  Your  faithful  Isolan." 
-0  that  I  had  but  left  this  town  behind  me, 
^ipltt  upon  a  rock  so  near  the  haven ! — 
mfl  liui  ii  DO  longer  a  safe  place  for  me ! 
Wbneoan  my  son  be  tarrying? 


SCENE  VI. 


OcTAVio  and  Max.  Piccolomjni. 

^  eafers  abnoet  in  a  Mate  of  derangement  from 
ttbvsie  agitation,  hi*  eyes  roll  wildly,  kU  walk  ia 
*MlBsdy,  and  he  appears  not  to  obeerve  his  father, 
*fe  Monde  at  a  distance,  and  gazea  at  him  with  a 
^^^mtemtnee  exprcsMve  of  ampamon.  He  paeee 
*>(i  long  strides  through  the  chamber,  then  stands 
'^  again,  and  at  last  thrmos  himself  into  a  chair, 
^ffnng  vacantly  at  the  object  direcdy  before  him. 

OCTAVIO  (advances  to  him). 
'  *Bt  going  ofl;  my  son. 

[Receiving  no  answer,  he  takes  his  hand. 
My  son,  &rewelL 


FtiBWelt 


MAX. 

OCTAVIO. 

Hwu  wilt  soon  follow  me  ? 


MAX. 

I  follow  theef 
Thy  way  is  crooked — it  is  not  my  vray. 

[OcTAVio  drcps  his  hand,  and  starts  back. 
O,  hadst  thou  been  but  simple  and  sincere, 
Ne*er  had  it  come  to  this — all  had  stood  otherwise. 
He  had  not  done  that  foul  and  horrible  deed : 
The  virtuous  had  retnin'd  their  influence  o'er  him : 
He  had  not  fidlcn  into  the  snores  of  villains. 
Wherefore  so  like  a  thief,  and  thiefs  accomplice. 
Didst  creep  behind  him — lurking  for  thy  prey  T 
O,  unblest  falsehood !  Mother  of  all  evil  * 
Thou  misery-making  demcm,  it  is  thou 
That  sink'st  us  in  perdition.    Simple  tmdi, 
Sustainer  of  the  world,  had  saved  us  all! 
Father,  I  will  not,  I  can  not  excuse  thee ! 
Wallenstein  has  deceived  me— O,  moat  foully ! 
But  thou  hast  acted  not  much  better. 


OCTAVIO. 


Sqq! 


My  son,  ah !  I  fiugive  thy  agony ! 

MAX.  irises,  and  contemplates  his  father  with  looks  tf 

suspicion). 
Was 't possible?  hadst  thou  the  heart,  my  firther, 
Hadst  thou  the  heart  to  drive  it  to  each  Wgtlw, 
With  cold  premeditated  purpose  f  Thou — 
Hadst  thou  the  heart,  to  wish  to  see  him  guflty. 
Rather  than  saved?  Thou  riseat  by  ha  fidL 
Octavio,  't  will  not  please  me. 

OCTAVia 

God  in  Heaven ! 

MAX. 

O,  woe  is  me !  sure  I  have  changed  my  nature. 
How  comes  suspicion  here— in  die  free  soul  ? 
Hope,  confidence,  belief^  are  gone ;  for  all 
lied  to  mo,  all  that  I  e'er  loved  or  honor'd. 
No !  no !  not  all !  She— she  yet  lives  for  me. 
And  she  is  true,  and  open  as  the  heavens ! 
Deceit  is  everywhere,  hypocrisy, 
Murder,  and  poisoning,  treason,  peijury : 
The  single  holy  spot  is  our  love, 
The  only  unprofaned  in  human  nature. 

OCTAVIO. 

Max.  I — we  will  go  together.    'T  will  be  better. 

MAX. 

What  ?  ere  I  've  taken  a  last  parting  leave. 
The  very  last — no,  never! 

OCTAVIO. 

Spare  thyself 
The  pang  of  necessary  separation. 
Come  with  me !  Come,  my  son ! 

[Attempts  to  take  him  with  him. 

MAX. 

No !  as  sure  as  God  lives,  no ! 

OCTAVIO  (more  urgendy). 
Come  with  me,  I  command  thee !  I,  thy  father. 

MAX. 

Command  roe  what  is  human.    I  stay  here. 

OCTAVIO. 

Max.!  in  the  Emperor's  name  I  bid  thee  come. 

MAX. 

No  Emperor  has  power  to  prescribe 

Laws  to  the  heart;  and  wouldst  thou  wish  to  rob  me 

Of  tho  sdo  hlGssing  which  my  fiito  has  loft  me. 

Her  sympathy  ?  Must  then  o  cruel  deed 

Be  done  with  cruelty  t  The  unB\Win)E^« 

vn 
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Shall  I  perform  ignobly— cteal  away, 
With  alealthy  coward  flight  fbrBake  her  f  No ! 
£Bie  ahall  behold  my  nifiering,  my  sore  anguiih. 
Hear  the  oomplainta  of  the  diaparted  soul, 
And  weep  tean  o*er  me.    Oh !  the  human  race 
Have  iteely  souLi— but  ihe  ii  as  an  angel. 
From  the  black  deadly  madnea  of  detpair 
Will  the  redeem  my  aoul  and  in  soft  worda 
Of  comfort,  plaining,  looae  diis  pang  of  deadi! 

OCTATIOu 

Thou  wilt  not  tear  thyself  away ;  thou  canst  not 
O,  come,  my  son !  I  bid  thee  save  thy  virtue. 

MAX. 

Squander  not  thou  thy  words  in  vain. 
The  heart  I  follow,  for  I  dare  trust  to  it 

ocTAVio  {trembling,  and  lomng  oO  adf-cammemd). 
Max. !  Max. !  if  that  most  damned  thing  could  be. 
If  thou — ^my  son— my  own  blood — (dare  I  tkmk  it?) 
Do  sell  thyself  to  him,  the  in&mous, 
Do  stamp  this  brand  upon  our  noble  house. 
Then  shall  the  woild  behold  the  horrible  deed. 
And  in  unnatural  combat  shall  the  steel 
Of  the  son  trickle  with  the  father's  bkwd. 

MAX. 

O  hadst  thou  always  better  thought  of  men. 
Thou  hadst  then  acted  better.    Curst  suspidoo! 
Unholy,  ifiiserable  doubt!  To  him 
Nothing  on  earth  remains  unwrcnch'd  and  firm, 
Who  has  no  faith. 

OCTAVIO. 

And  if  I  trust  thy  heart. 
Will  it  be  always  in  thy  power  to  follow  it  ? 


MAX. 

Hie  heaif  s  voice  Hum  hast  not  o'erpower'd— « 
Will  Wallenstein  be  able  to  o'erpower  it 

OCTAVIO. 

O,  Max. !  I  aee  thee  never  more  again ! 

MAX. 

Unwordiy  of  thee  wilt  thou  never  aee  me. 

OCTAVIO. 

I  go  to  Frauenberg — the  Pappenheimers 
I  leave  thee  here,  the  Lothrings  too ;  Toskana 
And  Tiefenbach  remain  here  to  protect  thee. 
They  love  thee,  and  are  faithful  to  their  oath. 
And  vnll  for  rather  foil  in  gallant  contest 
Than  leava  their  rightful  leader,  and  their 


}im\ 


Rely  on  this,  I  eidier  leave  my  life 

In  the  struggle,  or  conduct  them  out  of  FUsas. 

OCTAVIO. 

Farewell,  my  son ! 


Farewell ! 

OCTAVIO. 

How!  not  one  look 
Of  filial  love  ?  No  grasp  of  the  hand  at  partii^f 
It  is  a  bloody  war  to  which  we  are  going. 
And  the  event  uncertain  and  in  darkness. 
So  used  we  not  to  part — it  was  not  so ! 
Is  it  then  true  ?  I  have  a  son  no  longer  f 

[Max.  faUs  into  his  arm$,  tkey  kM  eaek 
for  a  long  time  in  a  tpeedduM 
then  go  away  at  different 
{The  Curtain  drape). 


Cfie  Beam  of  ZSTAUen 0tef n ; 

A  TRAGEDY,  IN  FIVE  ACTS. 


PREFACR 

The  two  Dramas,  Piccolomini,  or  the  firftt  pert  of 
Wauj:n8TKin,  and  Wallenstein,  ore  introduced  in 
the  original  manuscript  by  a  Prelude  in  one  Act,  en- 
titled Wallxnstkin's  Cam?.  This  is  wTiitcn  in 
rhyme,  and  in  nine«yl1able  verso,  in  the  same  Ulting 
metre  (if  that  exprenion  may  be  permitted)  with  the 
second  Eclogue  of  Spencer's  Shepherd's  Calendar. 

This  Prelude  posBesses  a  sort  of  brood  humor,  and 
is  not  deficient  in  chorarter ;  but  to  have  translated 
it  into  prose,  or  into  any  other  metre  than  that  of  the 
original,  would  have  given  a  false  idea  both  of  its 
stylo  and  purport ;  to  have  translated  it  into  the  same 
metre  would  been  incompatible  with  a  fhitliful  ad- 
liercnce  to  the  sense  of  the  German,  from  the  com- 
parative poverty  of  our  language  in  rhymes ;  and  it 
would  have  been  unadvisable,  from  the  incongruity 
of  those  lax  verses  with  the  present  taste  of  the 
Knglish  Public.  Schiller's  intention  seems  to  have 
lieen  merely  to  have  prepared  his  reader  for  the 
Trageditm  by  s  \i\e\y  pirturo  of  the  laxity  of  dis- 


explanation.    For  these  reasons  it  has  beeo  thought 
expedient  not  to  translate  it 

Tha  admirers  of  Schiller,  who  have  abstracted 
their  idea  of  that  author  from  the  Robbers,  and  the 
Cabal  and  Love,  plays  in  which  the  main  interest  is 
produced  by  the  excitement  of  curiosity,  and  in 
which  the  curioei^  is  excited  by  terrible  and  extn- 
ordinary  incident,  will  not  have  perused  vrithoat 
some  portion  of  disappointment  the  Dramas,  which 
it  has  been  my  employment  to  translate.  They 
should,  however,  reflect  that  these  are  Hislorical 
Dramas,  taken  finom  a  popular  German  History;  diat 
we  must  therefore  judge  of  them  in  some  meaaare 
with  the  feelings  of  Germans ;  or  by  analogy,  widi 
the  interest  excited  in  us  by  similar  Dramas  in  our 
own  language.  Few,  I  trust,  wx)uld  be  rash  Or  ignorant 
enough  to  compare  Schiller  with  ^lakspeare ;  yet, 
merely  as  illustration,  I  would  say  that  we  ahookl 
proceed  to  the  perusal  of  Wallenstein,  not  fiom  Lear 
or  Othello,  but  from  Richard  the  Second,  or  the  three 
parts  of  Henry  the  Sixth.  We  scarcely  expect  rapid- 
ity in  an  Historical  Drama ;  and  many  prolix  s] 
are  pardoned  from  characters,  whose  names  and 


cip/ine,  and  the  mntinow  dispositions  of  WaUen-\\ionB\\avelbTmQd  the  most  amusing  tales  of  our  early 
Btein'm  aoldiery.    Jt  ja  not  neceasary  as  a  proUminary\Ufc.   On  t]h»  <Ahftt  YuuMi,^ib«t«  «wart.  «i  these  playa 
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son  individuJ  bBBUiie*.  moie  |nHsgti  whow 
tthota  will  bau  nflectioQ.  than  in  the  ibnner 
dDcgoni  of  BchiUar.    The  daciipliaa  oT  the  A. 
loflal  Tower,  nul   Ibe  roSectiHU  of  Ihe  Vo 
Uni,  which  IbUtiw  il.  Ibmi  in  the  original  « 
pen ;  uid  my  tranliuiDD  miM  have  bren  wreir 
iifail.if  ilcvi  have  nbolly  overclouded  ihe  beautits 
tCiie  Scene  ifi  Ihe  flm  Acl  of  the  fini  Play  bciween 
<)MREnbeig.  MoL,  aud  OtlBVio  Ficf«]DnuaL    ir  we 
Eixpt  lbs  Scene  of  ihe  selliBg  tan  in  ibe  Rahber^ 
1  kmw  of  DO  part  in  Schiller's  Ployi  whidi  equaJa 
if  nhJe  of  Ihe  linl  Scene  of  the  fifth  Act  of  Ihe 
RuhidiDg  Phiy.    It  wou! 
h  mm  diSuH  on  thi*  lubject.    A  IraiulRlor  standi 
oxnecifd  nilh  ihe  arigine 
'  ntnnlination.  which 


ID  defect 


.    The  ideal 


ilh  Ihe 

iiiap  that  ariie  fraoi  an  afier.vien  of  the  Drigiiial, 
£ini  In  the  linl  penml  of  a  worh  in  bdji  foreign 
luifliiige  which  we  undentaiul.  we  are  apt  lo  at- 
tribute to  il  ntorc  eiccllenoe  Ibnn  it  rtiaTly  poasesieB. 
fna  our  own  pleseurable  senae  of  dilBcully  over- 
Wwe  without  eflbrt.  Ttannlation  of  poetry  into  poetry 
■  difficult,  became  Iho  tiannlnlor  inuil  give  a  liri' 
toe;  to  ha  tan^^tuige  widwnithai  warmth  of  originf 
tonrepuon.  from  which  sudj  briiliancy  would  fblioi 
*f  ill  own  accord-  Dot  Ihe  Translator  of  a  Hvin 
A<uhoT  il  oiicumbered  with  additional  inconven 
«nen.  If  be  render  ha  ociginal  faithfully,  u  10  th 
■enjK  of  path  paaiage,  be  moil  Deee«arily  deairoy 
i^inHderable  portion  of  Uia  ipnit;  if  ho  endoavor  I 
Ki  \e  a  work  eiecultd  according  to  lawi  of  cod^ictui 
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ACT  L 

SCENE  I. 
SCENI— A  Chanbrr  in  Oe  Hook  0/  the  Daduu  rf 

Fradland. 

1  nEliiauNii  [libi 

couNTisa  linUcAii^  Otem/mm  Ua  oppoBlt  nJ^. 
So  you  have  nothing  la  aik  me — nothing  I 
I  have  been  nuitiog  lor  a  word  fiwn  you. 
And  could  yuu  then  eodura  in  oil  (hii  tuna 
Not  once  to  ipeali  hi>  lutme  F 

[EXLx  rnnainin^  sibiit.  the  Counteh  n<Et 

\nd  admrica  to  her. 

Why,  Inw  comea  dual 
Periista  1  am  already  grown  luperHuaui, 
And  other  ways  emi.  beiideB  ihiougb  loflf 
Confeia  It  lo  mo,  Thekla  ;  have  yog  seen  hiinr 

To-day  and  yeiterday  I  have  not  loen  him. 

heard  Inini  him.  either  t  t^ome.  ha  open. 

No  ayllable. 

AihI  itill  yoQ  are  n  calm  ? 


■Uiirepmenlaiion-  I  hate  thought 
^r^uD  bound  by  the  aenK  of  my  orig 
v-icFptioni  ai  Ibe  nature  of  the  huiguaga  rendered 
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WuxlronrN,  Dute  0/  Friaitand.  Gaeralitiime  if 

Ue  htptriisl/orta  in  lie  Thirly-^ri'  ll'i 
IfcroBa  OF  KailoLiiKD.  H7/e  0/  llnfbnifnn. 
Tnni^,  htr  Davghlrr.  Prisnoa  »/  PrMbai 
The  CoDNTDa  TEa-T3EY,  5>itn-  ^  Ihe  Diickm 

LUIT  NdlSBirNH. 

OtraTio  PicxTOLOMiNi.  tJcuteitanl-Oenend. 

Uai.  PiccouwiNJ,  hii  Son,  CdUmd  of  a  Btgimail 


CoDHT  TnTmT,  the  CommmtilrF  of  eannil  Jirgi- 

malt,  and  BrothtT-iaiiK  of  WallnUdn. 
ilAJ>.  f&U  MiriAal,  Wallautnn'e  CosfdintL 
B«7Tum,  a»  /ruJbnaa,  Cannander  ef  a  Regiaunl  of 

GoiDOK,  OocrmoT  of  Egra, 
ifaJOE  Gebauii.i. 
C  arrant  DimEm. 

M*CDON»Ul. 

HEDMaKH.  CapOannfCatalry.  Aid-deoatplalirtiiy. 
BwiwEB  CtrraiJi. 

Bi'EiKnunCB  0^  Egra. 

GeOOB  or  THK  ClIjtHBIK,      in,  .       ,       n    i 

~*Aooone.  SmrAnT*. 


SCENE  n. 
7^  Cornmn.  Tanu. 


IldoeiR 
Himwlf  I 

Elinctly  at  lAii  limof 

He  now  knowi  all ; 
now  the  momeni  to  declin  hiaaclf 

to  undentBrtd  you,  ipeak  leB  doiUy. 


'T  wai  lor  that  porpuae  that  I  bade  her  leave  m, 
Thelka.  you  arc  no  n»ro  a  child.    Your  heart 
Il  now  no  more  in  nonage :  fbr  you  love. 
And  bolctae«idwell»«ilhlovo— that  jwH have  ptovid. 
Your  tifltum  mouldaiuolf  upon  your  laiher'i 
More  Ihnn  your  molher'i  iplril.    Thcrefbro  may  jtn 
whrJ  vrere  loo  much  lor  her  Ibitiinde, 

gb !  no  further  pre&ce,  1  onlreal  you. 

Lce,  out  tvilb  it !  Be  it  whai  it  laay, 

Hri  ponhlti  ihat  il  ihoold  torture  me 

than  thb  inirodnction.    What  have  you 

To  Bay  lo  lue !  Tell  me  the  whole,  and  brieflif  1 


You'll  not  ba  [lishtBtk'd— 
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Name  it,  I  Odtntt  you. 

CnUMTIflB. 

It  Uei  within  your  power  to  do  your  ikther 
A  weie^ 


lie*  within  flijf  power? 

OOVHTEBB* 

Max.  PioookiDuni  Iotm  yoo.  Ton  can  link  him 
Indimoliibly  to  your  &ther. 

THXKLA. 

It 

Whalneed  of  me  for  diatt   And  ia  he  not 
Alraadylink'dtohimt 


He 


And  wfaenAie 
Shonld  he  not  be  BO  now— 4iot  be  ao  alwayaf 

COUNTUS. 

He  deavea  to  the  Emperor  toa 


Not  more  than  duty 
And  honor  may  demand  of  him. 

commaB. 

Weaak 
Proofii  of  hia  love,  and  not  proofr  of  hk  honor. 
Duty  and  honor! 

Thoae  aro  ambignooa  words  with  many  meaningi. 
You  ahould  inter|»et  them  for  him :  hia  lovo 
Should  be  the  aole  definer  of  his  honor. 


How?  

ooum'KM. 
The  Emperor  or  yon  moat  he  moanoe. 

THKKLA. 

IIo  will  accompany  my  father  gladly 

In  his  rotiremenL    From  himself  you  heard. 

How  much  he  wish'd  to  lay  aside  the  sword. 

C0UNTE88. 

He  must  not  lay  the  sword  aside,  we  mean ; 
He  must  unsheathe  it  in  your  &ther^s  cause. 

TSEKLA. 

Hell  spend  with  gladness  and  alacrity 

His  life,  his  hoort's-blood  in  my  Athefs  cause, 

If  shame  or  injury  be  intended  him. 

COUNTESB. 

You  will  not  understand  me.   Well,  hear  then  > 
Your  fiuher  has  fallen  off  firom  the  Emperor, 
And  is  about  to  join  the  enemy 
With  the  whole  soldiery 


Alas,  my  mother! 

C0UNTE88. 

There  needs  a  great  example  to  draw  on 
The  army  after  him.    The  Piccolomini 
Possess  the  love  and  reverence  of  the  troops ; 
They  govern  all  opinions,  and  wherever 
They  lead  the  way,  none  hesitate  to  follow. 
Tlie  son  secures  the  father  to  our  interests 
Yuu  've  much  in  your  hands  at  this  moment 


TllEKLA. 


My  mmonblv  moAerl  what  a  death<stroke 
Awaiig  tbeel^No !  the  never  will  survive  it 


Ah, 


oouim 

She  win  aMoanodato  her  aoul  to  that 
Whidi  is  and  mast  be.   I  do  know  your  molher. 
Hie  &Mtf  ftrton  weighs  upon  her  heart 
Witii  tortora  of  anxietyf  but  is  it 
Unalterably,  actually  present, 
Qhe  aoQO  rangna  henoLC  and  bean  it  cahnty. 

THXKLA. 

0  my  foreboding  bosom!  Even  now, 

E'en  now  'tis  here,  that  icy  hand  of  homr! 
And  my  yomig  hope  lies  shuddering  in  its  giasp; 

1  kn^w  it  weLt— no  sooner  had  I  enter'd, 
A  heavy  ominons  praaentiment 

Reveol'd  to  me,  that  spiritB  of  death  wen  hnfma^ 
Over  my  happy  fortune.    Bat  why  think  I 
Fint  of  myself f  My  mother!  O  my  mother! 

OOUNTBB. 

Calm  youiaelf!  Break  not  out  in  vain  hnaniipf ! 
PTOserve  you  for  your  fiither  the  firm  fiieod. 
And  for  yourself  the  fever,  all  wiU  jret 
Prove  good  and  fortunate. 

THEKLA. 

Prove  good !  What  good 
Must  we  not  part f— part  ne'er  to  meet  againf 

COI7IITE88. 

HeparViDOtfiomyoa!  He  can  not  part  fiom  yon. 

THKKLA. 

Alas  for  his  aore  anguiah !  It  will  rend 
His  heart  aaimder. 

COUNTX80. 

If  indeed  ho  loves  you. 
His  reaoliitiaQ  will  be  speedily  takert 

THKKLA. 

His  reaolatiQn  will  be  speedily  taken— 
O  do  not  doubt  of  Oiat!  A  resolutkm! 
Does  there  remain  one  to  be  taken! 

COUNTUB. 

Hush! 
Collect  yourself!  I  hear  your  mother  coming. 

THKKLA. 

How  shall  I  bear  to  see  hert 

COUNTESB. 

Collect  yoiimlf 


SCENE  in. 
7b  tkem  mter  ike  Docbxbb. 

DUCHXBB  ((0  the  COUNTEBB). 

Who  was  here,  sister  T  I  heard  some  (me  talking. 
And  pasaionately  toa 

COUNTESS. 

Nay !  There  was  m  one. 

DUCHK88. 

I  am  grown  so  timorous,  every  trifling  noise 
Scotten  my  spirits,  and  announces  to  me 
The  footstep  of  some  messenger  of  eviL 
And  you  con  tell  me,  sister,  what  foe  event  is  f 
Will  he  agree  to  do  the  Emperor's  pleasure. 
And  send  the  horse^egimenti  to  the  Cardinal  F 
Tell  me,  has  he  dismiss'd  Von  Qoestenbeig 
With  a  fovorable  answer? 

C0UNTK88. 

Not  he  has  not 

nUCHEBB. 

Alas !  then  all  is  lost !  I  see  it  coming. 

The  wont  that  can  come!  Yes,  they  v^  depose  his 
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iwd  buiiuBM  of  die  Regenibaig  diet 
•  acted  o'or  agein ! 


rheuteeijri 


No!  never! 
;  alter,  ae  lo  diet 

flyiiiffiow>  liiftNM  hftnAf  wixni 
ei^Msierinhtr 


duU! 

halt  kvt  a  mort  afieclkNiale  godmother 
tjpnm.   O  that  item  unbeiidiiig  man ! 
happf  marriage  what  have  I 
*d,  not  eodnred  f  For  even  as  if 
a  Bnk'd  on  to  lome  wheel  of  fire 
mm,  ceaielow,  wfairii  impetaom  onward, 
■Td  a  life  of  fiighli  and  horron  with  him, 
t»  dM  hrink  of  nme  abyw 
f  Iwadlong  violenoe  he  whirb  me. 
oC  weep^my  child!  Let  not  my  nfieiingi 
onhappineM  to  tfiee, 

■I  with  dieirrfiade  the  fiue  that  waiti  thee. 
■  no  noond  Fkiedland :  thou,  my  child, 
0  tear  thy  modier'i  deitiny. 


ipfilicala  Ub,  deamt  mother ! 
ikdi!  here*i  no  abiding-place  for  m. 
7  coming  hoar  tanodi  into  life 
r  afftightfU 


Ham  wilt  share 
,  cafaner  loC^  my  child !  We  too, 
&lher,  wteiem'd  hippy  days. 
L I  with  deUgfat  of  thoie  fim  years, 
maknig  piogreH  with  glad  eflbrt, 
mm  a  genial  fire, 
loniaming  flame  which  now  it  is. 
iTOt  loved  him,  truited  him :  and  all 
iook  ooold  not  bat  be  succeasful. 
that  illetanr'd  day  at  Regensburg, 
mged  him  headlong  from  his  dignity, 
uncompanionable  spirit, 
and  sQipicious,  has  possess'd  him. 
nund  fonook  him,  uid  no  longer 
lid  up  himeelf  in  joy  and  fiiith 
.  luck,  and  individud  power ; 
Bforth  tum'd  his  heart  and  best  iflectiflns 
le  cloody  sciences,  which  never 
made  happy  him  who  fbllow'd  them. 

COUNTBBS. 

t,  lister!  as  your  eyes  permit  jfou. 

'  this  is  not  the  conversation 

le  time  in  which  we  are  waiting  for  him. 

r  he  will  be  soon  here.    Would  you  have 

him 

a  diis  condition? 

Ducnm. 

Come,  my  child ! 
e  away  thy  tean,  and  flhow  thy  fiither 
I  ooontenance.   Sec,  the  tie-knot  here 
I  hair  most  not  hang  so  dishovoll'd. 
rest!  dry  thy  tears  up.   They  deform 
B  eye^ — ^Well  now — what  was  I  saying  ? 
id  truth,  this  Piooolomini 
3ohle  and  deserving  gentleman. 

OOUNTin. 


THSKLA  (to  ike  Coxnmm,  wUk  imrln  (^  great  eppne' 
eUrncf  jpfriM). 
Aunt,  you  will  excuse  mef  {hgohig). 

oouirma 
But  whitliart  See,  your  ftther  comei. 


I  oannot  ne  Urn  now. 


ootrifms. 
Nay,  but  beddnk  yoo. 


Believe  me,  I  cannot  nmain  hii  preience. 

oomfmB. 
Bat  he  will  mi»  you,  will  iik  aller  you. 


Whatnowf  Why  is  ihe  going 7 

GOUNTm. 

She'i  not  well. 
Ducmn  (anxkmaly). 
What  aOi  than  my  beloved  child? 

[BeAfoOom  the  Pkiiicni,  tmi  eideavor  lo  dekdn 
her.  During thUWALi^EtanEai«fpecH%ei^gaged 
in  eomvermiHem  wiA  Illo. 


SCENE  IV. 


WALLBfiTitir,  Illo,  Comrmi,  Dughbh,  Tskkla. 

WALLENHTUJI. 

All  quiet  in  the  campt 

ILLO. 

It  ii  all  quiet. 

WALLXHSmif. 

In  a  fow  boon  miy  courien  come  fiom  Ptague 

With  tidingm  that  this  capital  is  oun. 

Then  we  may  drop  the  mask,  and  to  die  troopi 

AssemUed  in  diis  town  make  known  the  measure 

And  its  result  together.   In  such  cases 

Example  doei  the  whole.   Whoever  is  foremost 

Still  leads  the  herd.    An  imitative  creature 

Is  man.  The  troopi  at  Prague  conceive  no  other, 

Than  that  the  Pilsen  amqr  has  gone  through 

The  fonns  of  homage  to  us ;  and  in  Pilsen 

They  shall  swear  fealty  to  us,  became 

The  example  has  been  given  them  by  Prague. 

Butler,  you  tell  me,  has  declared  himself? 

ILLO. 

At  his  own  bidding,  unsolicited, 

He  came  to  ofier  you  himself  and  regiment 

WALLXNSTKIN. 

I  find  we  must  not  give  implicit  credence 

To  every  warning  voice  that  makes  itself 

Be  listen'd  to  in  die  heart    To  hold  us  back. 

Oft  does  the  lying  Spirit  counterfeit 

Tlie  voice  of  Truth  and  inward  Revelation, 

Scattering  folse  oracles.    And  thus  have  I 

To  entreat  forgiveness,  for  that  secredy 

I  've  wrong*d  this  honorable  gallant  man. 

This  Buder :  for  a  feeling,  of  the  which 

I  am  not  master  (fear  I  would  not  call  it), 

Creeps  o'er  me  instanUy,  with  sense  of  shucldering, 

At  his  approach,  and  stops  love's  joyous  motion. 

And  this  same  man,  against  whom  I  am  wam'd, 

This  honest  man  is  he,  who  reaches  to  me 

The  first  pledge  of  my  fortune 

ILLO. 


172 


CX)LERIDGE'S  POETICAL  WOBK& 


Ttet  hii  enmple  will  win  over  to  yon 
Tim  b0it  men  in  dw  anny. 

WALLDramif. 

Go  and  mod 
bohni  hither.   Send  him  immediately. 
He  k  uider  recent  oMigatJom  to  me : 
With  him  will  I  oonmience  the  tiiaL   Ga 

[JSnf  Illo. 

WALUDinxm  (fvnif  kiwudf  rwmd  to  AefmdUs), 
Lop  there  the  mother  with  the  darling  dan^ter  : 
For  ODoe  well  have  an  interval  of  mt — 
Gome !  my  heart  yeama  to  live  a  cloudleai  hour 
In  the  heloved  circle  of  my  family. 

couimas. 
Til  long  ance  we  've  been  thoa  together,  brother. 

WALLSNSTKUf  {lo  the  CouNTMs  osUe). 
Can  ihe  nntain  die  new*  f  b  die  prepared  f 

oouimss. 
Not  yet 

WALLKNITEIN. 

Come  here,  my  iweet  girl!  Seat  thee  by  me, 
For  there  ii  a  good  ■pint  on  thy  lipi. 
Thy  mother  praiied  to  me  thy  ready  ddll : 
She  nyB  a  voice  of  melody  dwells  in  thee, 
Which  doth  enchant  the  eouL  Now  mich  a  vbice 
Will  drive  away  finom  me  the  evil  demon 
lliat  beati  hia  Mack  wingi  ckwe  above  my  head. 

DUCUK88. 

Where  ia  thy  lute,  my  daughter?  Let  thy  fiither 
Hear  mae  maU  trial  of  thy  skil]. 

THEKLA. 

My  mother ! 
I— 

DO  CHESS. 

TVemblingT  come,  collect  thyiel£   Go,  cheer 
Thy&ther. 

THEKLA. 

O  my  mother !  I — ^I  cannot 

C0UNTE88. 

How,  what  is  that,  niece  ? 

THKKLA  (to  the  Countess). 
O  spare  me— sing-— now — in  this  soro  anxiety 
Of  the  o'eiborthen'd  soul — to  sing  to  Atsi, 
Who  is  thrusting,  even  now,  my  mother  headlong 
Into  her  grave. 

DUCHESS. 

How,  Hiekla!  Humorsome? 
What!  shall  thy  &ther  have  oxptess'd  a  wish 
In  vain? 

COUNTESS. 

Here  is  the  lute. 

THEKLA. 

My  God !  how  can  I — 
[TlkonAairaphyi.  During  the  ritcmeUoTBEKLA 
eaepreMta  in  her  getittre*  and  countenance  iJke 
atmggle  ofherfe^ngt :  and  at  Ike  moment 
that  the  thoM  begin  to  ting,  amtracte  her- 
edf  together,  as  one  ahuddering,  throwe  the 
imtrumeni  down,  and  retireM  ajSmpdy. 

DUCHESS. 

MydiiU!  Osheism— 

WAUXN8TEZN. 

What  ails  the  maiden  f 
Say,  is  she  often  so? 

CDI7VTEIB. 

fiiiiee  Chen  benalf 


Hsa  now  betrsy'd  it,  I  too  must  no  longer 
Conceal  it 

WALLBNSTEDV. 

What? 

COUNTESS. 

She  loves  him! 

WALLKMSTUN. 

lioves  him!  Whom 

COUNTESS. 

Max.  does  she  love !  Max.  Piccolomini. 
Hast  thoa  ne*er  noticed  it?  Nor  yeX  my  sister? 

DUCHESS. 

Was  it  diis  that  lay  so  heavy  on  her  heart? 
God's  blesang  on  thee,  my  sweet  child  thoa  tatXn 
Never  take  shame  upon  thee  for  thy  choice. 

COUNTESS. 

lliis  journey,  if  'twere  not  thy  ahn,  ascribe  it 
To  thine  own  self    Hiou  shonldst  have  chom  tf 

other 
To  have  attended  her. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

And  does  he  know  it? 

COUNTESS. 

Yes,  and  he  hopes  to  win  her. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Hopes  to  win  hsr! 
Is  the  boy  jDid  ? 

COUNTESS. 

Well,  hear  it  from  themselves. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

He  thinks  lo  cany  off  Duke  Friodland's  daughter! 

Ay  ?  the  thought  pleases  me. 

T^e  young  man  hiss  no  grovelling  spirit 

COUNTESS 

Since 
Such  and  such  constant  fiivor  you  have  ahown  hin 

WALLENSTEIN. 

He  chooses  finally  to  be  my  heir. 

And  true  it  is,  I  lovo  the  youth ;  yea,  honor  him. 

But  must  he  thorofbre  bo  my  daughter's  huiband  f 

Is  it  daughton  only  ?  Ih  it  only  children 

That  wo  must  show  our  favor  by  ? 

DUCHESS. 

His  noble  dispositi(m  and  his  moimei*— 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Win  him  my  heart,  but  not  my  daughter. 

DUCHESS. 

Then 
His  rank,  his  ancestors—' 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Ancestors!  What? 
He  is  a  subject  and  my  son-in-law 
I  will  seek  out  upon  the  thrones  of  Europe. 

DUCHESS. 

O  dearest  Albrecht !  Climb  we  not  too  high. 
Lest  we  should  fall  too  low. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

What?  have  I  paid 
A  price  so  heavy  to  ascend  this  eminence, 
Anid  jut  out  high  above  the  oomnxHi  herd. 
Only  to  close  the  mighty  port  I  ploy 
In  life's  great  drama,  widi  a  common  kinsman? 
Have  I  for  dnt— 

[Stope  wddenlift  reprttmng  himM 
She  is  the  only  thing 
Tliat  will  remain  behind  of  me  on  earth  ; 
And  1  wVSl  tee  ^  ccown  aroond  her  head,. 
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Qri0mtb«atlBB|ittopIaoeit  there. 
Ilnud  att— «]1!  and  for  this  alone, 
iy»  lift  her  into  greatnea»— 

Tei,  in  tfaii  moment,  in  the  wkacb.  we  are  speaking — 

[Hb  recoBecU  ktmadf. 
And  I  BOrt  now»  like  a  aolUiearted  &ther, 
Couple  together  in  good  peannt>fiiBhian 
Tks  pur,  that  chance  to  suit  each  other's  liking — 
Aid  I  mat  do  it  now,  even  now,  when  I 
AnttMching  ont  the  wreath  that  ia  to  twine 
Uf  fiiU  aooompliBh'd  woik—oo !  she  is  the  jewel, 
Wkiek  1  have  tieaauled  long,  my  last,  my  noblest, 
And  lis  my  purpose  not  to  let  her  fiom  me 
ArliB  dian  a  king's  sceptie. 

DU0HI88. 

O  my  husband ! 
Yott'n  efer  building,  boilding  to  the  clouds, 
flIB  building  higher,  and  still  higher  building, 
Aad  ae^er  niflect,  that  the  poor  narrow  basis 
the  giddy  tottering  column. 


WALLBRBTEIN  {Uflke  COUNTK88.) 

BiW  ysB  annonnced  the  place  of  residence 
^'U I  have  destined  lor  her  f 

C017IITB88« 

No !  not  ]reL 
^^f%n  better  yon  yomself  diselooed  it  to  her, 


^*^f  Do  we  not  retam  to  Kam  then  ? 


Na 


'^i^  to  DO  other  of  yoor  lands  or  seats? 

WALLBIBTKIN. 

^^(^  woold  not  be  secure  there. 


SCENE  V. 

7b  them  enter  Count  Tertsky. 

COUNTK88. 

— Tertdqr! 
What  ails  him?  What  an  image  of  affiight! 
He  looks  as  he  had  seen  a  ghost 

TKKTSKT  {leading  Wallkiistiin  atide). 
Is  it  thy  command  that  all  the  Croats— 

WALLENSTDN. 

Mine! 

TKRT8XT. 

We  are  betra/d. 

WAULIN8TIIN. 
What? 

TKRT8KT. 

They  are  off!  This  night 
The  Jfigers  likewise — all  the  Tillages 
In  the  whole  round  are  empty. 

WALLXNBTKIN. 

Isolani? 

TIKTSKT. 

Him  thou  hast  /rnit  away.    Yes,  surely. 

WALLSNSTXUr. 

I? 


No !  Hast  thou  not  sent  him  off?  Nor  Deodate  ? 
They  are  vanished  both  of  them 


Not  secure 
^  the  EmperofVrealms,  beneath  the  Emperor's 

WALLBNITBIN. 

,^  Friedland's  wife  may  be  permitted 

^o  knger  to  hope  ikat. 

DUCHBn. 

O  God  in  Heaven ! 
^iri  hare  you  brought  it  even  to  diis ! 

WALLIN8TIIIV. 

In  Holland 
Voa'D  find  protection. 

DUC11E88. 

In  a  Lutheran  country  ? 
^Hiatt  And  yon  send  us  into  Lutheran  countries  ? 

WALLKN8TKIN. 
tXike  Frans  of  Lauenburg  conducts  yoa  thither. 

DUCHI88. 
l)ake  Frans  of  Lauenburg  ? 
thm  ally  of  Sweden,  the  Emperor's  enemy. 

WALLXN8TEIN. 
^he  Empem's  enemies  ore  mine  no  l<mger. 

^naikm  (eatlmg  a  look  <f  terror  on  the  DvKK  and  the 

CouNTiaa.) 
bitthentrne?  It  is.    Too  are  degraded  ? 
"Depoaad  from  the  command  ?  O  God  in  Heaven ! 

coi7irrE8i  (atide  to  the  Ditkx). 
Leave  her  in  diis  belief.   Thou  seest  die  can  not 
ftVPort  Hie  real  truth. 


SCENE  VI. 
7b  them  enter  Illo. 

ILLO. 

Has  Tertsky  told  thee? 

TXRTSKT. 

He  knows  all. 

ILLO. 

Andlikev 
That  Esterhatzy,  Goets,  Maradas,  Kaunitz, 
Kolatto,  Palfi,  have  Ibmken  thee. 


Damnation! 

WALLiNiTiiN  {foinkt  of  them). 
Hush! 
coiTNTESS  (10A0  ha»  been  watching  themanxiotuiyf 

the  dittance,  and  now  advancet  to  them). 
Tertsky!  Heaven!  Whatisit?  What  has  happei 

WALLBN8TZIN  {tcarcdy  euppreeeing  hie  emotion) 
Nothing!  let  us  be  gone! 

TKKTfOCT  (following  him). 

Theresa,  it  is  nothing- 
COUNTI88  (holding  him  hack). 
Nothing?  Do  I  not  see,  that  all  the  life-blood 
Has  left  your  cheeks— look  you  not  like  a  ghost ' 
That  even  my  brother  but  aiSEecti  a  calmness  ? 

PAGE  (entert). 
An  Aid<le<^amp  inquires  for  the  Count  Tertsky 

[Tertskt/oOoim  the  Pao 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Go,  hear  his  business. 

(To  Illo). 

This  could  not  have  happ 
So  unsuspected  without  mutiny. 
Who  was  on  guard  at  the  gates  ? 

illo. 
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WALUENnVIN. 

Lst  TMenbach  leave  guard  without  delay. 
And  Tertdgr'a  grenadien  relieve  him. 

(Iixoif^otii^. 

Stop! 
Hail  dum  hMid  augjit  of  Butler  f 

ILLO. 

Him  I  met: 
He  will  be  here  himielf  immediately. 
Buder  ramaina  anahaken. 

[Illo  exit    Wallknbtbin  i$  fonowhig  km. 

COUNTESS, 

Let  him  not  leave  thee,  aiater !  go,  detain  him ! 
There '■  aome  misibrtuDe. 

DncHsn  icUnging  to  kim). 

Gracious  Heaven !  what  ia  it  f 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Be  tranquil !  leave  me,  aiater !  dearest  wife ! 
We  are  in  camp,  and  this  is  naught  unusual ; 
Here  storm  and  sunshine  fellow  one  another 
With  rapid  interchanges.    These  fierce  spirits 
Champ  the  curb  angrily,  and  never  yet 
Did  quiet  bless  the  temples  of  the  leader. 
If  I  am  to  stay,  go  you.  The  plaints  of  women 
m  suit  the  scenes  where  men  must  act 

[He  ia  going :  Tkrtskt  returns, 

TKRTBKY. 

Remain  here.   From  this  window  must  we  see  it 

WALL1N8TEIN  (to  the  CoUNTKSB). 

Sister,  retire! 

C0DNTI88. 

No— never. 

WALLSN8TCIN. 

*Tis  my  will. 
TUTCKT  (Zso^  the  CocTNTxaa  Oiidc,  and  dramng  her 

atteniiom  to  the  Ducmaa). 
Thereaa! 

DUCHE88. 

Sister,  come !  since  he  commands  it 


SCENE  vn. 


WaLLINSTEIN,  TKIIT8KY. 

WALLENSTEIN  {Stepping  to  the  window). 
What  now,  then? 

TBRTBKT. 

Hiere  are  strange  movements  among  all  the  tzoope, 

And  no  one  knows  the  cause.    Mysteriously, 

With  gloomy  silence,  the  several  corps 

Marshal  themselves,  each  under  its  own  banners. 

Tiefenbach's  corps  make  threat'ning  movements ;  only 

The  Pappenheimen  still  remain  aloof 

In  their  own  quarters,  and  let  no  one  enter. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Does  Kccolomini  appear  among  them  t 

TEETSKY. 

We  are  aeeking  him :  he  is  nowhere  to  be  met  with. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

What  did  the  Aid-de-Camp  deliver  to  you? 

TERTBKT. 

My  regimaits  had  dispatch'd  him ;  yet  once  more 
They  swear  fidelity  to  thee,  and  wait 
The  shout  for  onset,  all  prepared,  and  eager. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

.Ar/  wbenoe  arose  this  larum  in  the  camp? 


It  should  have  been  kept  secret  fimn  flw  amy. 
Till  fintnne  had  decided  fi>r  ua  at  ~ 


TESTSKY. 

0  that  tfaoahaikt  believed  me!  Teaterevenzng 
Did  we  ooDjure  thee  not  to  let  that  skulker, 
That  fox,  Octavio,  pass  the  gatea  of  PUseo. 
Thou  gavest  him  Uiy  own  hones  to  flee  from  tiiee^ 

WALLENSTEOV. 

He  old  tune  still !  Now,  once  for  aU,  no  mora 
Of  this  auapicion — it  is  doting  iblly. 

TEETBKY. 

Tliou  didst  oonfkle  in  Isolani  too  ,* 

And  lo!  he  was  the  first  diat  did  deaerC  thee. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

It  was  but  yesterday  I  rescued  him 

From  al^ect  wretchedness.    Let  that  go  by ; 

1  never  reckon'd  yet  on  gratitude. 

And  wherein  doth  he  wrong  in  going  fitm  nsf 
He  follows  still  the  god  whom  all  his  life 
He  has  worshipp'd  at  the  gaming-table.    WMi 
My  fortune,  and  my  seeming  destiny, 
He  made  the  bond,  and  broke  it  not  widi  me. 
1  am  but  the  ship  in  which  his  hopes  were  staw*d. 
And  with  the  which  well-ploased  and  oMifident 
He  tmversed  the  open  sea ;  now  he  beholds  it 
In  eminent  jeopardy  among  the  coast-rocks. 
And  hurries  to  preserve  his  wares.    As  light 
As  the  free  Inrd  from  the  hospitable  twig 
Where  it  had  neated,  he  fliea  off  from  me  : 
No  human  tie  is  snapp'd  betwixt  us  two. 
Yea,  he  deserves  to  find  himself  deceived 
Who  seeks  a  heart  in  the  unthinking  man. 
Like  shadows  on  a  stream,  the  forms  of  life 
Impress  their  characters  on  the  smooth  forehead. 
Naught  sinks  into  the  bosom's  silent  depth : 
Quick  sensibility  of  pain  and  pleasure 
Affoves  the  light  fluids  lightly ;  but  no  soul 
Warmeth  the  inner  frame. 

TEATSKY. 

Yet,  would  I  radier 
Trust  the  smooth  brow  than  that  deep-furrow*d  one. 


SCENE  VIU. 

WALLENSTEIN,  TeRTSKY,  IlLO. 

ILLO  (who  enters  agitated  with  rage), 
'nseaaon  and  mutiny ! 

TERTSKY. 

And  what  further  now  ? 

ILLO. 

Tiefenbach's  soldiers,  when  I  gave  the  oiden 
To  go  off  guard — Mutinous  villains ! 

TERT8KY. 

WeO! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

What  followed  ? 

ILLO. 

They  refused  obedience  to  thenk 

TERTSKY. 

Fire  on  them  instantly !  Give  out  the  older. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Grently !  what  cause  did  they  assign  ? 

ILLO. 

No  other. 
They  said,  had  right  to  issue  etdefs  bat 
liautmianUGeneral  Piccdomim. 
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qf  agony). 


idMtoflkacQhm 


ILLO. 

of  the  Emperar. 


HMcDnkaf 

At  hii  indtement 
Bmb  imde  tet  nealtiisr  flighir- 

Dak*!  liear'ittlioaf 

ILLOu 

too^and  Blontecoculi, 

■ng,  widi  nz  otim  Genenli, 

■■  he  had  induced  to  ioUow  him. 

It  he  hee  long  had  in  writing  by  him 

m  finpevor ;  hot  'iwae  finaUy  ooochided 

1  die  detail  of  dw  opemtioo 

■!•  at»  with  the  Enroy  Qneetenbeig. 

amkM  dam  hUo  a  ckmr,  and  amn 


dMQ  hot  behered  me ! 

SCENE  IX. 

oonrmfr 

niifaepenie, 
»iTid  fear— I  can  no  Vng&t  bear  it 
iven'a  eake^  laU  me,  what  hai  taken  plaoef 

ILLO. 

gimenti  are  all  fidling  off  from  u. 

»  Ficooloniini  ia  a  traitor. 

couNTna. 

[Raaftet  mUqf  ike  room. 


bwboding 


t 


wALLUfSTEiN  (fliastt  Mm  wkh  ouiapnad  anu, 

embraceM  him  wUk  warwUh), 
Come  to  my  heart,  okl  comrade !  Not  the  aon 
Looka  out  upon  ua  more  revivingly 
In  the  earlieit  month  of  spring. 
Than  a  friend*!  countenance  in  inoh  an  boor. 

BOTLKE. 


and 


Hadit  dion  but  believed  roe ! 
lerrt  dam  how  the  itanhave  lied  to  diee. 

WALUCNSTKI N. 

BB  lie  not;  but  we  have  here  a  woik 
|tt  counter  to  the  stars  and  destiny, 
aanee  is  still  honeat .-  this  fidse  heart 

a  lie  OD  the  tnuh-telling  heaven. 
Hvioe  law  divination  rests ; 
I  Natore  deviates  from  that  law,  and  stumbles 
'  her  hmilB,  there  all  science  errs. 
I  did  not  suspect !  Were  it  superrtition 

by  such  suspiooD  t*  have  aflhmted 
aasan  form,  O  may  that  time  ne'er  come 
ich  I  shame  me  of  the  infirmity. 
rildeit  aavage  drinks  not  with  the  victim, 
hose  braaat  he  means  to  plunge  the  sword, 
his,  Octavio,  was  no  hero's  deed : 

I  not  thy  prudence  that  did  conquer  mine ; 
heart  tiiumph'd  o*er  an  honest  one. 

eld  received  the  saassin  stroke ;  thou  plungest 
reapoo  on  an  unprotected  breast-. 

II  awh  weapons  I  am  but  a  chikL 


SCENE  X 

JhAm  mUerBoTLKM. 
TKEiiKT  ( aiflrfuy  Ami> 
i  BaOtrf  Bam  we've gtiU M  and! 


Bfy  General:  I 

WALLXNSTXiif  {leomng  m  BoTLEK'i  tkouUen). 

KnoVst  dion  already  f 
That  old  man  has  betray'd  me  to  the  Emperor. 
What  sayVt  thou  f  Tliirty  jreaia  have  we  together 
lived  out,  and  held  out,  sharing  joy  and  hardship. 
We  have  dept  in  one  camp-bed,  dnmk  from  one  glass. 
One  moisel  shared !  I  lean*d  myaelf  on  him. 
As  now  I  lean  me  on  Ay  fidthful  shoulder. 
And  now  in  the  very  moment,  when,  all  love, 
AQ  confidence,  my  boeom  beat  to  his. 
He  seea  and  tdkes  the  advantage,  ataha  die  knife 
Slowly  into  my  heart 

[Hs  Aides  kU  face  on  Botlse's  hreasL 


Forget  die  fidae 
What  is  your  present  purpose  t 

WALLXN8TKIN. 

WeUremember'd! 
Courage,  my  soul !  I  am  still  rich  in  friends, 
Sdll  loved  by  Destmy;  £ir  in  the  bmbmoI, 
That  it  unmiaks  the  phittii^  hypocrite, 
It  sends  and  proves  to  me  one  fidthful  heart 
Of  the  hypocrite  no  more !  Think  not,  his  loss 
Was  that  which  struck  the  pang :  O  no !  his  treason 
Is  that  which  strikes  diia  pang !  No  more  of  him ! 
Dear  to  my  heart,  and  honor'd  were  diey  both. 
And  the  young  man— yes    he  did  truly  love  me. 
He— he— has  not  deceived  me.   But  enough, 
Enouj^  of  this — Swift  counsel  now  beseems  us. 
The  courier,  whom  Count  Kinsky  sent  from  Prague, 
I  expect  him  every  moment :  and  whatever 
He  may  bring  widi  him,  we  must  take  good  care 
To  keep  it  from  the  mutineers.    Quick,  then ! 
Dispatch  some  meswuger  yon  can  rely  on 
To  meet  him,  and  conduct  him  to  me. 


[Illo  it  going. 


BDTLER  (delaratii^  him). 
My  General,  whom  expect  you  then  f 


Who  brings 
Hem! 


WALLIIIBTIUf. 

The  courier 
word  of  the  event  at  Prague. 

BUTLEK  {hetUating). 


WALLENBTEIN. 

And  what  now  f 


•UTLBl. 

You  do  not  know  it? 

WALLBN8TEIN. 


Well? 


BUTLEl. 

From  what  that  larum  in  the  camp  arose  T 


From  what? 


WALLENVTEUr. 
BOTLBI. 


/ 


That 
WALLmiTBiN  (loilk  coger  eapeetoftioaV 


N«AV 


\^ 
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■OTLUU 

vmr  and  illo  (of  Ae 
Already  here! 

WALLSNSTXIlf 

My  courier? 


b  already  here. 


Fw  aooie  hoon. 

WALLBNBTBIN. 

And  I  not  know  it  f 

BDTUDU 

Hie  Mntiiieki  detain  him 
bk  CMlody* 

ILLO  ( ABRptl^  with  kiM  /OOQ. 

Damnatinn! 

BOTLDU 

And  hit  letter 
Was  hnkMi  open,  and  ii  circulated 
Huoogh  the  whole  camik 

WALLnfmiN. 

You  know  what  it 


Qoeation  me  not ! 


BOTLDU 
TXRT8KT. 

Illo!  alas  for  US. 


WALLKmmiN. 

Hide  nodiing  fiom  me — ^I  can  hear  the  wont 
Plague  dien  is  lost    It  is.    Confess  it  freely. 

BUTLKR. 

Yes !  Plague  it  lost    And  all  the  several  regiments 

At  Budweiss,  Tabor,  Brannan,  Konigingrati, 

At  Bran  and  Znaym,  have  fonaken  you, 

And  ta*en  the  oatha  of  fealty  anew 

TV>  the  Emperor.   Yourself,  with  Kinsky,  Tertsky, 

And  nio  have  been  sentenced. 

{Tertskt  and  Illo  expma  atarm  and  fury. 
Wallbnstkin  remainsform  and  cdUecied. 

WALLBNSTEIIV. 

T is  decided! 
Tis  well !  I  have  received  a  sudden  cure 
From  all  the  pangs  of  doubt :  with  steady  stream 
Once  more  my  life-blood  flows !  My  soul 's  secure ! 
In  the  night  ooHty  Friedland's  stars  can  beam, 
lingering  irresolute,  with  fitful  fears 
I  drew  the  sword — 'twas  with  an  inward  strife. 
While  ]ret  the  choice  was  mine.  The  murderous  knife 
Is  lifted  fer  my  heart !  Doubt  disappean ! 
I  fight  now  for  my  head  and  for  my  life. 

[Exit  Wallenstxin  ;  the  others  foBow  him. 


SCENE  XI. 


COUNTBS  TKBTBKT  {enters  from  a  side^room). 

I  can  endure  no  longer.  No ! 

[Looks  around  her. 
Where  are  they  t 
No  one  is  here.   They  leave  me  all  alone, 
Alone  in  this  sore  anguish  of  suspense. 
And  I  must  wear  the  outward  show  of  calmness 
Before  my  sister,  and  shut  in  witliin  me 
The  pangs  and  agonies  of  my  crowded  bosom. 
It  is  not  to  be  borne. — ^If  all  shoiUd  fail ; 
/A-iT  be  muBt  go  over  to  the  Swedes, 
An  empiy'handed  fugitive,  and  not 
Am  ma  ally,  a  covezuuited  equal, 


A  proud  commander  with  his  amy  feUowii^; 
If  .we  must  wander  on  from  land  to  land, 
like  the  Count  Palatine,  of  fallen  greatness 
An  ignominious  monument — But  no ! 
That  day  I  will  not  see !  And  oould  himself 
Endure  to  sink  so  low,  I  would  not  bear 
To  aee  him  so  low  sunken. 


SCENE  xn. 

Countess,  Duchess,  Thekla. 
THEKLA  {endeavoring  to  hold  badk  the  DucBB 
Dear  mother,  do  stay  here ! 

DUCHESS. 

No!  Herekyal 
Some  frightful  mystery  diat  is  hidden  from  bbl 
Why  does  my  sister  shun  me  ?  Don't  I  see  hat 
Full  of  suspense  and  anguish  roam  about 
From  room  to  room  f— Art  thou  not  full  of 
And  what  import  these  silent  nods  and 
Which  stealthwise  thou  exchangest  with  hert 


THEEXA. 


Noft 


' 


Nothing,  dear  mother ! 

DUCHESS  (to  the  Countess). 

Sister,  I  will  know. 

COUNTESS. 

What  boots  it  now  to  hide  it  from  herf  Sooner 
Or  later  she  must  learn  to  hear  and  bear  it 
*Tia  not  the  time  now  to  indulge  infirmity ; 
Courage  beseems  us  now,  a  heart  collect, 
And  exercise  and  previous  discipline 
Of  Ibftitode.    One  word,  and  over  with  it ! 
Sister,  jrou  are  deluded.    Tou  believe. 
The  Duke  has  been  deposed— The  Duke  is  not 
Deposed — ^he  is 

THEKLA  {going  to  the  Countess). 

What  7  do  you  wish  to  kill  1 

COUNTESS. 

The  Duke  is 

THEKLA  {throwing  her  arms  around  her  wu/thei 
O  stand  firm !  stand  firm,  my  mo 

COUNTESS. 

Revolted  is  the  Duke ;  he  is  preparing 
To  join  the  enemy ;  the  array  leave  him. 
And  all  has  fail'd. 


ACT  n. 

SCENE  I. 

Scene— A  spacious  room  in  the  Duke  of  Feiedla 

Palace. 

(wallenstein  in  armor). 
71k)u  hast  gain'd  thy  point,  Octavio !  Once  mors 
Almost  as  friendless  as  at  Regensburg. 
There  I  had  nothing  left  me,  but  myself— 
But  what  one  man  can  do,  you  have  now  expnii 
The  twigs  have  you  hew*d  oflf^  and  here  I  stand 
A  leafless  trunk.    But  in  the  sap  within 
lives  the  creating  power,  and  a  new  wwld 
May  sprout  forth  liom  it    Once  already  have  I 
Proved  myself  worth  an  army  to  you — I  alone ! 
BefoTO  the  Swedish  strength  your  troops  had  me 
Beude  the  Va(:\i  vox^'Ti^'j^  Y'^  ^^^  l^^pe : 
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am,  Wdb  a  trinlBr  torrent, 
OmtacroM  poor,  and  at  Vienna 
n  palaee  did  the  Emperor  tremble. 
iv«re  aoaree*  ftr  Hill  the  multitude 
le  luck :  aU  eyea  were  tnm'd  on  me, 
Iper  in  diatraai :  the  Emperor's  pride 
«lf  down  before  the  man  be  had  iiuared. 
mat  riae,  and  with  creative  word 
I  iaoea  in  the  deaolate  campe. 
like  a  god  of  war,  my  name 
(M^dw  world.  The  dram  was  beat— and, lo! 
f,  the  work-diop  ii  fomken,  all 
>  tiie  M  frmiliar  long-loved  bannen; 
be  wood-€hoir  rich  in  melody 
I  quick  around  the  bird  of  wonder, 
m  }m  throat  awella  with  hie  magic  mmg, 
m  waiiike  youth  of  Germany 
I  Hoond  die  image  of  my  eagle, 
purif  die  being  that  I  was. 
«d  that  builda  itaelf  a  body, 
MOaid*!  camp  will  not  remain  unfilled. 
■I  year  tbooianda  out  to  meet  me — troe ! 
I  aoeuitom'd  under  me  to  conquer, 
j^BiMt  me.    If  the  head  and  limbs 
fiom  each  other,  'twill  be  soon 
inifcat.  in  which  the  soul  abode. 
(Illo  (mi  TnraKT  enter). 
iMeiida !  Courage !  We  are  stiU  unvanquirii'd ; 
f  ftoting  firm ;  five  regimenli,  Tertsky, 
our  own,  and  Butlei^a  gallant  troopi ; 
oat  of  sixteen  Ihouaand  Swedes  to-morrow, 
it  atroDger,  when  nine  yean  ago 
'd  forth*  with  glad  heart  and  high  of  hope, 
[uer  Genauiy  fiv  the  Emperor. 


SCENE  n. 

msiiff,  Illo,  Tketikt.  (7b  them  enter  Nku- 
fH,  vAo  leo^  TuiTBKT  (indet  and  taOu  with 

TXETBKT. 

idwy  want? 

WALLEN8TEIN. 

What  now? 

TULTSKY. 

Ten  Cuirassien 
ippenhmm  request  leave  to  address  you 
aaw  of  die  regiment 

WALLSNSTEDf  (htUtSy  tO  NEUMANN). 

Let  them  enter. 

[Exit  NVOM  ANN. 
This 
i  in  something.    Mark  you.   They  are  still 
I,  and  may  be  won. 


SCENE  in. 

Tektskt,  Illo,  Ten  ConAmna 
\  hf  OM  ANsmaADE,*  march  up  and  arrange 
Mslbn^  after  the  word  of  eommandt  in  one 
wd  hefon  the  Duke,  and  make  their  obeieance, 
lalae  kukatojjtt  ^  immediatdy  coverB  Ami- 


WALLEN8TBIN  {after  As  ioM  run  through  tikmwith  hii 
eye,  to  the  An8PE8Badb). 
I  know  thee  welL  Tloa  art  out  of  Briiggin  in  Flan- 
ders :  thy  name  is  Btfercy. 


Henry  Mercy. 

WALLBN8TEIN. 

Tliou  wert  cut  off  on  the  march,  surrounded  by 
the  Hessians,  and  didst  fight  thy  way  with  a  hun- 
dred and  eighty  men  through  their  thousand. 


T  waa  even  so,  General ! 


WALLEN8TEXN. 

What  reward  hadst  thou  ibr  diis  gallant  exploit? 

AN8PE8SADE. 

That  which  I  asked  lor :  the  honor  to  serve  in  this 
corps. 

WALLENaTEiN  (fiimmg  to  a  eecondy, 
Thou  wert  among  the  volunteers  that  seized  and 
made  booty  of  the  Swedish  battery  at  Altenburg. 
8EC0ND  cunuaaiER. 
Tes,  General! 

WALLENSTBOf. 

I  forget  no  one  with  whomi  have  exdianged  words. 
(Apauee).    Who  sends  you? 

ANarEBSAOB. 

Your  noble  regiment,  die  Cuirassiersof  Picoolomini. 

WALLEN8TBIN. 

Why  does  not  your  ookmel  deliver  in  your  request, 
according  to  the  custom  of  service  ? 

▲NSPESBADE. 

Because  we  would  first  know  whornvre  serve. 

WALLEN8TEIN. 

Begin  your  address. 

AN8FE88ADE  (gvring  Ae  wotd  of  command). 
Shoulder  your  arms! 

WALLEN8TEIN  (tummg  to  a  third). 
Thy  name  is  Risbeck ;  Cologne  is  thy  birth-place. 

THIRD  CI7IRAB8IE1. 

Risbeck  of  Cologne. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

It  was  thou  diat  broughtest  in  the  Swedish  ookmel 
Diebald,  prisoner,  in  the  camp  at  Nuremberg. 

THIED  OtnEABBIEB. 

It  was  not  I,  General ! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Perfecdy  right!  It  was  thy  elder  brother:  thou  hadst 
a  jrounger  brcrther  too :  where  did  he  stay  ? 

THiaD  CUIRASSIER. 

He  is  stationed  at  Olmiitz  with  the  Imperial  army. 

WALLENSTEIN  (to  the  AnSPESSADB). 

Now  then — begin. 

ANSPE88ADE. 

There  came  to  hand  a  letter  from  the  Emperor, 
Commanding  us ^ 

WALLENSTEIN  {inierrtqiting  him). 
Who  chose  3rou  7 


ANSPESBAOB. 


Drew  its  own  man  by  lot 


Every  company 


CMMtor.  a  sDldier  JaArior  to  a 
The Genaaa  osom  iapUml 


WALLENSTEIN. 

Now!  u>  die  business. 

AMBrBaSADE. 

There  came  to  hand  a  \ettet  fcoift  ^e  "^«kv*^tw> 
Commanding  ua  col\oc^ve\y,  fionv  Vtiee 
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All  dtttifla  of  obedienee  to  wididnw, 
Becme  thoa  wert  an  enemy  end  traitor. 

WALLunmoN. 
Aod  what  did  yoa  deteimiiief 


All  our  oomndea 
At  Bimmmaii,  BudweiM,  Prague  and  Oimiits,  have 
Obey'd  already ;  and  the  regiments  here, 
Tiefenbach  and  Tokodo,  imtantly 
Did  follow  their  example.   Bat— but  we 
Do  not  believe  that  thou  art  an  enemy 
And  tiaiior  to  thy  coontiy,  hold  it  merely 
For  lie  and  trick,  and  a  tnunp'd-up  Spoiurii  atoiy  t 

[WitkwanUi 
ThyMlf  ihalt  toll  ui  what  thy  purpoM)  ia. 
For  we  have  found  thee  atill  atncere  and  true : 
No  mouth  ihall  interpoae  itaelf  betwixt 
The  gallant  General  and  the  gallant  troopa. 

WAXXKNSTEUf. 

Therein  I  reoogniae  my  Pappenheimen. 

ANanaaAnc 
And  thia  proposal  mnkea  thy  regiment  to  thee : 
Is  it  thy  purpose  merely  to  preserve 
In  thy  own  hands  this  military  sceptre. 
Which  so  becomes  thee,  which  the  Emperor 
Made  over  to  thee  by  a  covenant  f 
Is  it  thy  porpoae  merely  to  remain 
Supreme  commander  of  the  Austrian  armieat — 
We  will  stand  by  thee,  General!  and  guaranty 
Thy  honest  rights  against  all  opposition. 
And  should  it  chance,  that  all  the  other  regiments 
Turn  from  thee,  by  ourselves  wUl  wo  stand  forth 
Thy  fiiithful  suldien,  and,  as  is  our  duty. 
For  rather  let  ourwives  be  cut  to  pieces. 
Than  siifibr  thee  to  fiill.    But  if  it  be 
As  the  Emperor's  letter  says,  if  it  be  true, 
That  thou  in  traitorous  wise  will  lead  us  over 
To  the  enemy,  which  God  in  heaven  forbid ! 
Then  wo  too  will  fonoke  thee,  and  obey 
That  letter— 

WALI.ENSTEIN. 

Hear  me,  children ! 


ANSPEaaADE. 


Hiere  needs  no  other  answer. 


Yes,  or  no ! 


WALLINBTKIN. 

Yield  attention. 
You  're  men  of  sense,  examine  for  youiselvee ; 
Ye  think,  and  do  not  follow  with  the  herd : 
And  ihcrrfore  have  I  always  shown  you  honor 
Abovo  all  others,  sufier'd  you  to  reason ; 
Have  treated  you  as  free  men,  and  my  orden 
Wore  but  the  echoes  of  your  prior  sufiroge. — 

AN8PE88ADE. 

Most  fair  and  noble  fans  thy  conduct  been 

To  us,  my  General !  With  thy  confidence 

Thou  hast  hunor'd  us,  and  shown  us  grace  and  favor 

Beyond  all  other  regiments ;  ond  thou  see'st 

We  follow  not  the  common  herd.    Wo  will 

Stand  by  thee  foithfuUy.    Speak  but  one  word— 

Thy  word  shall  satisfy  us,  that  it  is  not 

A  treoson  which  thou  meditatost — that 

Thou  meanest  not  to  leod  tlie  army  over 

To  the  enemy ;  nor  e'er  betray  thy  country. 

WALLKNSTF.lti. 

Me,  me  arc  tiwy  hctmyinff.    Tho  Emperor 


Hadi  saerifiead  me  to  my  enemiaa. 
And  I  must  ftU,  unless  my  gallant  troopa 
Will  reacoe  roe.    See !  I  confide  in  yon. 
AndbeyonrheartaniyatroDg-hold!  AtdiiabNHl 
The  aim  ia  taken,  at  this  hoary  haad. 
l^hia  ia  your  Spanish  gratitude,  thia  ia  oar 
Requital  for  that  murderona  fight  at  Lotieii! 
For  diis  we  threw  the  naked  breast  against 
The  halbert,  made  for  diis  the  ihnen  eartib 
Our  bed,  and  dw  hard  atone  our  pillow !  never  iHMl 
Too  n|^  lor  us,  nor  wood  too  impervioua : 
With  cheerful  spirit  we  punned  that  BlanafieM 
Through  aU  the  turns  and  windinga  of  his  fKghl; 
Yea,  our  whole  life  was  but  one  restless  march; 
And  homeleas  as  the  stirring  wind,  we  traveU'd 
0*er  the  war^wasted  earth.  And  now,  even  now. 
That  we  have  well-nigh  finish*d  dw  hard  tail. 
The  unthankful,  the  curse-laden  toil  of  weaponik 
With  fidthful  indefotigable  arm 
Have  roird  the  heavy  waMoad  up  tho  Mil. 
Behold !  this  boy  of  the  Emperor's  bean  away 
The  honon  of  the  peace,  an  easy  prise ! 
He'll  weave,  forsooth,  into  his  flaxen  locka 
The  olive-branch,  the  hard-eam'd  ornament 
Of  this  gray  head,  grown  gray  beneath  the  halatl 

ANBrxaaADS. 
Tliat  shall  he  not,  while  we  can  hinder  it!  I 

No  one,  but  thou,  who  hast  conducted  it 
With  fame,  shall  end  this  war,  this  frigfalfol  war. 
Thou  ledd'st  us  out  into  the  bkxxly  6eld 
Of  death ;  thou  and  no  other  shall  condnet  ns  hoaVi 
Rejoicing  to  the  lovely  pbins  of  peace— 
Shalt  ahare  with  ns  the  fruiti  of  the  long  toil«- 

WALIXNSTCIN. 

What?  Think  you  then  at  length  m  late  old  age 
Tb  eiyoy  the  fruits  of  toil  f  Believe  it  not. 
Never,  no  never,  will  you  see  tho  end 
Of  the  contest !  you  and  roe,  and  all  of  ns, 
This  war  wUl  swallow  up !  War,  war,  not  peace. 
Is  Austria's  wish ;  and  therefore,  because  T 
Endeavor'd  aflcr  peace,  therefore  I  fiill. 
For  what  cares  Austria,  how  long  the  war 
Wean  out  the  armies  and  lays  waste  the  world  7 
She  will  but  wax  and  grow  amid  the  ruin. 
And  still  win  new  domains. 
[The  Cmrttidtn  express  agUaticn  by  Aeir  gtttmrtt. 

Ye're  moved — ^I  see 
A  noble  rage  flash  from  your  eyes,  ye  warrion  f 
Oh  that  my  spirit  might  possess  you  now 
Daring  as  once  it  led  you  to  the  battle ! 
Ye  would  stand  by  mo  with  yonr  veteran  aims. 
Protect  me  in  my  rights ;  and  iliis  is  noble ! 
But  think  not  that  you  can  accomplish  it. 
Your  scanty  number !  to  no  purpose  will  you 
Have  sacrificed  you  for  your  General. 

[ConfUteiOiaOif 

No !  let  us  tread  securely,  seek  for  friends ! 
The  Swedes  have  profier'd  us  assistance,  let  na 
Wear  for  a  while  the  appearance  of  good-will. 
And  use  them  for  your  profit,  till  we  both 
Carry  the  fate  of  Europe  in  our  handa. 
And  from  our  camp  to  the  glad  jubilant  world 
Lead  Peace  forth  with  the  garland  on  her  head ! 


ANSPXaSAnB- 

Tis  then  but  mere  appearances  which  thou 
(Doai  v«A  on  wWi  \bft  Swede  ?   Thou  'It  not  benray 
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rt  WntBoHnm  vintoSwedeB? 
ilf.tli^  wfaieh  we  damn 

a" 


.  WiMt  care  I  fer  dM  SwidM  ? 
M I  kite  dw  pit  of  hell, 
tarvidfliiee  1  tniiiright  «xm 
m  to  ttmr  hatam  waom  the  Baltic. 
}  only  ht  die  whole;  I  haTe 
ilaedi  indiin  me  fir  the  nuMries 
frff«"w»g  of  ay  ftUow  GennaDs. 
onmoQ  men,  bat  jret  ye  think 
not  common;  ye  appear  to  me 
re  all  odian,  Aat  I  whiqwr  ye 
I  or  two  in  confidence! 
inady  £ir  ihll  fifteen  yean 
di  hM  continued  bmmng,  yet 
panre  of  conflict   Swede  and  German, 
iBihenn!  neither  wiU  give  way 
voveiy  hand'k  againt  dw  other. 
futf,  and  no  one  a  judge, 
tlaiend?  Where *■  he  diat will  unravel 
ever  tangling  more  and  more, 
stannder. 

am  the  man  of  destiny, 
nth  your  aMtanm,  to  accomplish  it 


SCENE  V. 

7b  ffteas  enlsr  a«  Doonm,  «Ao  nialet  mto  a«  Cham- 
fer.  Temkia  and  the  Covwnm  fdUm  her. 


What  hait  dwa  done  f 


OAIbrecht! 


WALUUIVnUll* 

And  now  oooMi  this  beade. 

COUlfTCIi. 

Forgive  me,  favolher!  It  waa  not  in  my  power, 
lliey  know  aU. 


What  haat  dion  done  t 

oomrmi  (to  Tertski). 
b  there  no  hope?  la  all  lost  utterly! 


SCENE  IV. 


Ta 


tiia  is  not  night  I 


What  is  not  right! 


di  iiynre  us  with  all  honest  men. 
WALLsmmif. 


It  k  an  open  pvodamatioo 


WALUcmrrBuc. 
Wen,  well— but  what  is  it? 

TOTUEl, 

riqris  legimenti  tear  the  Imperial  Eagle 
la  hanneis,  and  instead  of  it, 
i  aloft  thy  armsL 

■lAM  {flbmpdy  to  As  CictrataMri). 

Rightabout!  Bfardi! 

WALLENSTXIN. 

das  eoonsel,  and  accursed  who  gave  it! 

[7b  CAe  CuirasMerat  who  are  retiring, 
reii,faslt!  Tlkere's  some  mistake  in  this; 
will  punish  it  severely.    Stop ! 
It  hear.  (To  Illo).  Go  after  diem,  assure 

USOIa 

diem  back  to  me,  cost  what  it  may. 

[Illo  ihoTief  oat 
usbeadkng.   Buder!  Bnder! 
f  evil  genius :  wherefere  must  you 
it  in  ^ir  prosenoe  f  It  was  aU 
itj.  Tliey  were  half  won,  dioae  madmen 
improvident  over^teadincss 
■w  li  FVntnne  phiying  with  me. 
i  fiospda  it  is  that  raies  me, 
mIhIooI' 


All  lost    No  hope.   Prague  in  the  Empenr'a  hands. 
The  soldiery  have  ta*en  dieir  oaths  anew. 

C0UNTIB8. 

That  lurking  hypocrite,  Octavio ! 
Count  Max.  is  off  too! 

TXaTBKT. 

Where  can  he  bef  He's 
pone  over  to  die  Emperor  with  his  firther. 

(Tbkkla  nuAsf  out  tato  the  anu  qf  her  wulher, 
hiding  her  face  in  her  boeom. 

DU0HE8B  (ja^aUing  her  in  her  orsu). 
Unhappy  child !  and  more  unhappy  modier ! 

WALLSifSTBiif  (aside  to  Txrtbkt). 
Quick !  Let  a  carriage  stand  in  readiness 
In  the  court  behind  Sue  palace.   Scherftnbeig 
Be  their  attendant;  he  k  fiudifiil  to  us ; 
To  Egra  hell  conduct  dwm,  and  we  fidlow. 

[7b  Illo,  who  rttmu. 
Thou  hast  not  brouf^t  them  back! 

ILLO. 

Hear'st  dion  the  uproarT 
The  whole  corps  of  the  Peppenheimers  k 
Drawn  out:  the  younger  Picoolomini, 
Their  colonel,  they  rsquire ;  fiir  they  affirm, 
Tliat  he  k  in  die  palace  here,  a  prisoner; 
And  if  thou  dost  not  inslandy  ddiver  him, 
lliey  will  find  means  to  free  him  widi  the  swoid. 

[AU 


What  shall  we  make  of  thkf 

wuxEMrmif. 

addlnotsof 

0  my  prophetic  heart!  he  k  still  here. 

He  has  not  betray'd  me— he  could  not  betray  me. 

1  never  doubled  of  it 

00UNTU8. 

If  he  be 

Still  here,  dien  all  goes  well ;  fat  I  know  what 

[Bnfiradiv  Thxkla 

Will  keep  him  here  for  ever. 

TXETSKT. 

It  can't  be. 
Hk  ladier  has  betray'd  us,  k  gone  over 
Tb  die  Emperor— die  son  could  not  have  ventured 
To  stay  behind. 

TBBUJk  (her  eye  juced  oa  the  door). 
There  he  k! 

1%^ 
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SCENE  VI. 
To  ikeM  enter  Max.  Piccolomini. 

MAX. 

Yes !  here  ho  is !  I  can  endure  no  longer 
To  creep  on  tiptoe  round  this  house,  and  lurk 
In  ambuih  for  a  favorable  moment : 
This  loitering,  this  suspeoie  exceeds  my  powers. 
[Advancing  to  Thekla,  u)ho  has  thromi  henif 

into  her  mother**  amu. 
Tom  not  thine  eyes  away.    O  look  upon  me ! 
ConfeM  it  freely  before  alL   Fear  no  one. 
Let  who  will  hear  that  we  both  love  each  other. 
Wherefore  oontinoe  to  conceal  it  ?  Secrecy 
b  for  the  happy^-miaery,  hopelesa  misery, 
Needeth  no  evil !   Beneath  a  thousand  suns 
It  dares  act  openly. 

[He  dbanve*  the  Countess  looking  on  Tukkla 

with  ezpresnone  of  triun^L 
No, Lady!  No! 
Expect  not,  hope  it  not    I  am  not  come 
TV)  stay :  to  bid  farewell,  farewell  for  ever, 
For  this  I  come !  Tis  over !  I  must  leave  thee ! 
Thekla,  I  must — must  leave  thee !   Yet  thy  hatred 
Let  me  not  take  with  mc.    I  pray  thee,  grant  me 
One  lock  of  sympathy,  only  one  look. 
Say  that  thou  dost  not  hate  me.  Say  it  to  me,  Thekla ! 

[Gft^px  her  hand, 

0  God !  I  cannot  leave  this  spot— I  cannot! 
Cannot  let  go  this  hand.    O  tell  me.  Thekla ! 
That  thou  dost  sufibr  with  me,  art  convinced 
That  I  can  not  act  otherwise. 

fTBKKLA,  avoiding  his  looky  points  with  her  hand 
to  her  father.  Max.  turns  round  to  the  UvKZ, 
whom  he  had  not  tm  then  perceived. 
Thou  here  ?  It  was  not  thou,  whom  here  I  sought 

1  trusted  never  more  to  have  beheld  thee. 
My  business  is  with  her  alone.    Here  will  I 
Receive  a  full  acquittal  fhun  this  heart — 
For  any  other  I  am  no  more  concem'd. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Think*8t  thou,  that,  fool-like,  I  shall  let  thee  go. 
And  act  die  mock-magnanimous  with  thee  f 
Thy  fitther  is  become  a  villain  to  me ; 
I  hold  ihee  for  his  son,  and  nothing  more : 
Nor  to  no  purpose  shalt  thou  have  been  given 
Into  my  power.    Think  not,  that  I  will  honor 
That  ancient  love,  which  so  remorselessly 
He  mangled.    They  are  now  past  by,  those  honn 
Of  friendship  and  forgiveness.    Hate  and  vengeance 
Succeed — 't  is  now  their  tuni — I  too  can  throw 
All  feelings  of  the  man  aside — can  prove 
Myself  as  much  a  monster  as  thy  father ! 

MAX.  (calmly). 
Thou  wilt  proceed  with  me,  as  thou  hast  power. 
Thou  know*Rt  I  neither  brave  nor  fear  thy  rage. 
What  has  detained  me  here,  that  too  thou  know'st. 

[TakiTig  TiiEKiA  by  the  hand. 

See,  Duke !  All — all  would  I  have  owed  to  thee. 
Would  have  received  from  thy  paternal  hand 
The  lot  of  blessed  spirits.    Tliis  liost  thou 
Laid  waste  for  ever — that  concerns  not  thee. 
Indiflerent  thou  tramplest  in  the  dust 
ThfiJr  happinctm,  who  moKt  are  thine.    The  god 
Whom  thou  doet  serve,  is  no  benignant  deity. 


Like  as  the  blind  izreooncikiblc 

Fierce  element,  incapable  of  compact. 

Thy  heart's  wild  impulse  only  dost  thou  foUow.* 

WALLEMSTEIN. 

Thou  art  describing  thy  own  fiither's  heart 

Tlie  adder !  O,  the  charms  of  hell  o>rpower*d  n 

He  dwelt  within  me,  to  my  inmost  aoul 

Still  to  and  fro  he  pass'd,  suspected  never ! 

On  the  wide  ocean,  in  the  starry  heaven 

Did  mine  eyes  seek  the  enemy,  whom  I 

In  my  heart's  heart  had  folded !   Had  I  been 

To  Ferdinand  what  Octa\io  was  to  av. 

War  had  I  ne'er  denounced  against  him.    fio, 

I  never  could  have  done  it    llie  Emperor  was 

My  austere  master  only,  not  my  friend. 

There  was  already  i^-ar  'twixt  him  and  dm 

When  he  dcliver'd  the  Commander's  Staff 

Into  my  hands ;  for  tliere's  a  natural 

Unceasing  war  'tuixt  cunning  and  suapicko ; 

Peace  exists  only  bet\%ixt  confidence 

And  faith.    Who  poisons  confidence,  he  nwndeB 

The  future  generations. 

MAX. 

I  vn\\  not 
Defend  my  father.    Woo  is  me,  I  cannot! 
Hard  deeds  and  luckless  have  ta'en  place ;  one  cri 
Drags  after  it  the  other  in  close  link. 


*  I  have  hnra  rontnred  to  omit  a  conaideimble  nwlbm 
lines.  I  fear  that  I  ifaookl  not  have  done  amiM,  had  I  la 
thii  Itbertj  more  frcquentlf.  It  is,  howerer,  iDcnnbsal  oa 
to  civo  the  oriffinal  with  a  literal  translatkn. 

Weh  denen,  die  aur  Dich  vertraao,  an  Dkh 
Die  sichre  Hiitte  ihros  Gliickes  lelmen. 
Geloekt  von  Deiocr  geistlichea  GeMalt, 
BcfaieH  uuTerhofll,  bei  uBchUich  stiller  Wefls 
Oahits  in  dem  tiickschen  FeaencUimde,  Msl 
Bich  ans  mit  tobonder  Gewalt,  and  weg 
Treibt  Uber  alle  Pflamniogen  der  Menscbea 
Der  wilde  Strom  in  Krauscoder  ZorstoeruBf. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Da  schilderst  Deines  Vatora  Hera.    Wis  Da's 
Beschreibst,  so  iit'i  in  seinem  Eingoweide. 
In  dieser  achwarzen  Heuchlen  Bmat  gestakst. 
O.  mich  hat  HcDllenkunst  getaiusebt !    M 
Der  Abgnind  den  verflecktesten  der  Geiiter, 
Den  Liigenkundigsten  beranf,  and  steUt*  ifao 
Ais  Freand  an  mcine  8eito.    Wer  Tarmac 
Der  HsUe  Macht  za  widerstehn !   Ich  sog 
Den  Baailiskcn  anf  an  meincm  Bnaen, 
Mit  meinem  Ilerzblot  nehrt  ich  ibn,  or 
Sich  srhwelgend  voll  an  meioer  Ldebe 
Ich  hatte  nimmer  Arges  gegen  ihn, 
Weit  offen  liees  ich  dos  Gcdankona  Thore, 
Und  warf  die  SchliiMcl  weiser  Vonicht 
Am  Stenenhimmel.  etc. 

UTERAL  TRANSLATION. 
Alas !  for  those  who  place  thoir  confideooe  on  tbee,  ag« 
thee  lean  the  secure  hut  of  thoir  fortune,  allured  br  thy  I 
pitablo  form.  Suddcnljr,  unexpectedly,  in  a  moment  ttil 
night,  there  is  a  fermentation  in  the  treacherous  pulf  of  tfa* 
dkichargas  itself  with  raging  force,  and  awajr  over  bB  the  | 
tations  of  men  drives  the  wild  stream  in  frightful  de^astil 
WaUttutein.  Thou  art  portraying  thy  father's  heart;  as* 
describost.  even  so  is  it  shaped  in  his  entrails,  in  this  black  k 
erite's  breast.  O,  the  art  of  hell  has  deceived  me !  The  A 
sent  up  to  roe  the  most  spotted  of  the  spirits,  the  moat  skBl 
lies,  and  placed  him  as  a  friend  by  my  side.  Who  may  i 
stand  the  power  of  bell  1  I  took  the  basilisk  H»  my  bososs. 
my  heart's  blood  1  nourish'd  him ;  he  nicked  biooadf  gM 
the  breasts  of  my  love.  I  never  harbored  ovil  towards  I 
wide  open  did  1  leave  the  dom  of  my  thought* ;  I  threw  a 
the  key  of  wiae  fnrenght  in  the  starry  heaven,  etc.— W( 
\adV!BAa\vi  'ui\M\wi'u«xkaa\Ahave  bean  written  by  Sehiti 
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B  innocent:  how  have  we  fiillen 

irda  of  nmhap  and  gnilt? 

have  we  been  ftitfaleM?  Wherefore  mnit 

leedt  and  guilt  reciprocal 

0  fttfaen  twine  like  wrpents  ronnd  na  7 

Why  mutt  our  fathers' 
mbla  hate  rend  us  aaunder 
eachocherf 

WALUENSTKIN. 

Blaz.,  remain  widi  me. 
C  fiora  me.  Max.!  Hark!  I  will  tell  thee— 
n  at  Prague,  our  winter^quarters,  thou 
gfat  into  my  tent  a  tender  boy, 
»nalom*d  to  the  German  winteia ; 

was  froien  to  the  heavy  colon ; 

Idrt  not  let  them  go* — 

He  did  I  take  thee  in  my  amw, 

my  mantle  did  I  cover  thee ; 

none,  no  woman  could  have  been 

to  thee ;  I  waa  not  aahamed 

ttee  all  little  officen, 

■tnnge  to  me ;  I  tended  thee 

itum'd ;  and  when  thine  eyes  first  open'd, 

>  in  my  arms.    Since  then,  when  have  I 

f  feelings  towards  thee  I  Many  thousands 

ide  rich,  presented  them  with  lands ; 

them  with  dignities  and  honors ; 
)  I  loved :  my  heart,  ayself,  I  gave 
They  all  were  aUens:  tbou  wert 
and  inmate.*  Blaz.!  Tlxm  canst  not  leave 
roe; 

be ;  I  mqr  not,  wiD  not  dunk 
:.  can  leave  me. 

MAX. 

OmyGod! 

WAIXBHSnilf. 

I  have 
lostain'd  thee  from  thy  tottering  childhood. 
'  bond  is  there  of  natural  love  I 
lan  tie,  that  does  not  knit  thee  to  roe  ? 
»,  Max. !  What  did  thy  fiither  for  thee, 
DO  have  not  done,  to  the  height  of  duty  t 
fenake  me,  serve  thy  Emperor ; 
iward  thee  with  a  pretty  chain 
with  his  ram's  fleece  wUl  he  reward  thee ; 
le  fHend,  the  father  of  thy  youth, 
10  holiest  feeUng  of  humanity, 
ng  worth  to  thee. 

MAX. 

O  God !  how  can  I 
rise  f  Am  I  not  forced  to  do  it, 
•my  duty — honor — 

WALLXNSTEIN. 

Uow?  Thy  duty? 
faom  f  Who  art  thou  7  Max. !  bethink  thee 
cs  mayst  thou  have  T  If  I  am  acting 

1  part  toward  the  Emperor, 
rime,  not  thine.    Dost  thou  belong 

iwn  self  f  Art  thou  thine  own  commander  f 

no,  Hke  me,  a  freeman  in  the  worid, 

J  actions  thou  shouldst  plead  free  agency  f 

I  poor  and  iudaqaats  tnnalatkm  of  tbo  sibetionate 


is  sBa  warso  FVeoidlmca,  Dn  want 

DisKiaddaa  Ilaiaaa 

I  vMs  9aedi  ii  iB  dw  beat  ityla  of 


.O 


On  me  thou'rC  planted,  I  am  thy  Emperor^ 

To  obey  me»  to  beUmg  to  me,  thia  is 

Thy  honor,  this  a  law  of  nature  to  thee ! 

And  if  the  planet,  on  the  which  thou  livest 

And  hast  thy  dwelling,  from  its  orUt  starts. 

It  is  not  in  diy  choice,  whether  or  no 

Thou 'It  lblk>w  it,    Unfelt  it  whirls  thee  onward 

Together  with  hk  ring  and  all  his  mooos. 

With  little  guilt  stepp'st  thou  into  this  contest ; 

Tbee  will  the  world  not  censure,  it  will  praise  liiee. 

For  that  thou  held'at  thy  friend  more  worth  to  thee 

Than  names  and  influences  more  removed. 

For  justice  is  the  virtue  of  the  ruler, 

Aflection  and  fidelity  the  suljject^. 

Not  every  one  doth  it  beseem  to  qaestMO 

The  far-oiBr  high  Arcturus.  Most  securely 

Wilt  thou  pursue  the  nearest  duty — let 

The  pilot  fix  his  eye  upon  the  pole-star. 


SCENE  vn. 

To  thue  enter  Newmanii . 

WALLENBTUII. 

What  now  t 

mewMANN. 
Hie  Fbppenheimers  are  diamomiled, 
And  are  advancing  now  on  foot,  determined 
With  sword  in  hand  to  storm  the  house,  and  tne 
The  Count,  their  colonel. 

WALLEN8TEIN  (to  TeRTBKT). 

Have  the  cannon  planted. 
I  will  receive  than  with  chaiihshot. 

[Exit  TntTUY. 
Prescribe  to  me  with  sword  in  hand!  Go^  Neumann! 
Tis  my  command  that  they  retreat  this  momenty 
And  in  their  ranks  in  silence  wait  my  pleasure. 

[Neumann  exiL  Illo  i^ps  to  Oe  vMov. 

C0UNTIS8. 

Let  him  go,  I  entreat  thee,  let  him  go. 

iLLO  (at  the  windoto). 
Hell  and  perdition! 

WALLEN8TIIN. 

Whatisitf 

ILLO. 

They  scale  the  coundl-house,  the  roof's  unoover'd : 
They  level  at  this  house  the  cannon 

MAX. 

Madmen! 
iixo. 
They  are  making  preparations  now  to  fire  on  us. 

DUCHESS  AND  COUNTESS. 

Merciful  Heaven ! 

MAX  (to  WaLLENSTEIN). 

Let  me  go  to  them ! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Not  a  step! 
MAX.  (pointing  to  Thekla  and  the  Duchess). 
Buttheir  life!  Thine! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

What  tidings  bring'st  thou,  Tertsky  f 


/ 


SCENE  VIIL 
To  them  Tertsky  (refamti^. 

TERTSKY. 

Meange  and  greeting  fhmi  our  fiuthful  refmMnla 
Hieir  ardor  may  no  long^  be  cnxVd  Va. 


pmnoALwratxa 


Ani  if  thoo  moUil  but  givs  die  wqrI  of 
TImj  eoqld  now  bbuge  Um  manoj  in  rav, 
lato  A*  eitf  wedge  tbon,  end  widi  eeie 
Cyeipower  theei  in  the  miiow  rtnetft 

ILLO. 


Lm ml Aeir ardor oooL  Thenldieiy 

or  Bodefi  oonpe  Hedd  bf  w  iud>fiiU;f  I 

We  in  die  graeter  number.   Let  la  dBaife  dMJ^ 

And  dnUi  bere  in  FUien  die  wytAt 

WALUtmmir. 
Wtett  ihBn  due  town  beoome  e-iield  of  denghter. 
Ami  bndiei4alliDg  Dirnoid,  fiiMyed. 
Be  let  koee  duongh  tie  rtieeli  to  nem  end  legef 
flhaU  the  decinon  be  delivered  over 
TV>  deef  wmowlem  Bege,  that  heeie  m>  leedett 
Bbie  JB  mH  room  tor  betde,  only  for  biitcherjr. 
WeH  let  it  ber  I  have  kog  dioagfat  of  it, 
80  let  it  bant  dienl 

[TVnu  io  Max. 
Wen,  how  ii  it  with  thee? 
WiU  dMm  attempt  a  heat  with  me.    Away! 
IVni  art  fiee  to  ga   Oppoee  thyielf  to  me. 
Front  againrt  fhmt,  and  leed  them  to  the  battle; 
TlKm'it  dolled  in  war,  dioa  beet  leam'd  loaiewhat 

under  me, 
I  need  not  be  eAamed  of  my  opponent. 
And  never  hadat  thou  frirer  oppcwtonity 
To  pay  me  fiir  diy  echooling. 

00I7NTIS8. 

If  it  then. 
Can  it  have  come  to  thii  Y — ^What!  Couun,  oonnn ! 
Have  yon  the  heart  f 

MAX. 

Tlie  regiments  that  are  tnuted  to  my  care 

I  have  pledged  my  trodi  to  bring  away  from  PUien 

True  to  the  Emperor,  and  this  promise  will  I 

Make  good,  or  perish.    More  than  this  no  duty 

Requires  of  roe.    I  will  not  fight  against  thee. 

Unless  compeird ;  for  though  an  enemy. 

Thy  head  is  holy  to  roe  still. 

[J^reporUqfcttnnon.  iLLoandTEMTSKYkuny 
totMewindom. 


tlLO. 

Netyat;myGeiieml! 


What's  diatr 


WAlXXIfBTKIlf. 
TKRTBKT. 

He  folk 

WALLKNBTXXIf. 

Falls!  whot 

ILLO. 

Tiefonbach'i  corps 
Discharged  the  ordnance. 

WALLXNRTXIN. 

Upon  whomT 

ILLO. 

On  Neumann, 
Your  memenger. 

WALLKN8TEIN  {tiarting  vp). 

Ha!  Death  and  HeU!  I  wUl* 

TEaTSKT. 

Expose  thyself  to  their  blind  freniy? 
DUCHXse  and  couNTiee. 


(XUdhimllwUUm! 

WALUuieniN. 
Leave 

■    ,itAx. 

Do  it  not; 

Nor  yet !  Tlui  rMh  and  bloody  deed  has  thrown  Ah 
Into  a  fienij^fil— allow  diem  time 

WALLimnuif. 
Away!  loo  long  already  have  I  kiter^d. 
They  are  embolden'd  to  theee  ontmges. 
Beholding  not  my  ftce.   They  shall  behold 
Bfyjeountmnnce,  ihaU  bear  my  voice 
Are  diey  not  my  troops  T  Am  I  not  (heir  GenenL 
And  their  long-foar'd  commander!  Let  me  see^ 
Whether  indeed  diey  do  no  longer  know 
That  countenance,  which  was  their  sun  in  bittle! 
From  the  balcony  (uMuk.*)  I  show  myself 
To  dieee  rebellious  forces,  and  at  oooe 
Revolt  is  mounded,  and  the  high-ewoln  eoneal 
Shrinln  back  into  the  old  bed  of  obedienee. 
[ExU  Wallbnbtbin:  Illo,  TmTKT,  and  BmB 
ybOoaiL 


SCENE  IX 


rar  God's  Make,  no! 


No! 


Comrme,  DnoiiiaB,  ACax.  ami  Tbmkll 

conifTEss  (to  Ike  DucBsn). 
Let  them  but  eee  him— there  is  hope  adD,  mlar. 

DUCHXSB. 

Rope !  I  have  none ! 

MAX.  («&o  darn^  the  kui  tome  Aof  fan  itoadsv^' 
dutance  m  a  vitiile  Oni^le  of  fedoigt,  ahsstr^ 

This  can  I  not  «idure. 
With  most  determined  soul  did  I  come  hidier. 
My  purposed  action  sccm'd  unblamable 
To  my  ovm  conscience — and  I  must  stand  hen 
Like  one  abhorr'd,  a  hard  inhuman  being; 
Tea,  loaded  with  the  curse  of  all  I  love! 
Must  see  all  whom  I  love  in  this  sore  angoidi. 
Whom  I  with  one  word  can  make  hap|iy--0! 
My  heart  revolts  within  me,  and  two  voioee 
Make  themselves  audible  within  my  boeook 
My  soul's  benighted ;  I  no  longer  can 
Distinguish  the  right  track.    O,  weQ  and  Inly 
Didst  thou  say,  fiuher,  I  relied  too  much 
On  my  own  heart    My  mind  movee  to  and  fn^- 
I  know  not  what  to  do. 

COUNTE88. 

What!  you  know  not? 
Does  not  your  own  heart  tell  you  f  O !  dien  I 
Will  tell  it  you.    Your  father  is  a  traitor, 
A  frightful  traitor  to  ua— he  has  plotted 
Against  our  General's  life,  has  plunged  us  all 
In  misery — and  you're  his  son!  Tis  your*s 
To  make  die  amend* — Make  you  the  son's  fiddi^ 
Ouboeigk  the  father's  treason,  that  the  name 
Of  Piccolomini  be  not  a  |»ovcrb 
Of  infiuny,  a  oomiuon  form  of  cursing 
To  die  posterity  of  Wallenstein. 

MAX. 

Where  is  that  voice  of  tnith  which  I  dare  folkmt 
It  speaks  no  kmger  in  aiy  heart.    We  all 
Bui  uUei  what  our  pasdooato  wishes  dictate : 
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D  angid  would  descend  fiom  Heeven, 
op  finr  me  the  li^t,  die  unoorrupted, 
pure  hand  from  the  pure  Foont  of  Light, 

[Ifis  03^00  glance  en  Thxkla. 
her  angel  aeek  I  f  To  this  heart, 
aaunDg  heart,  will  I  aubmit  it ; 
[  tfif  love,  which  has  the  power  to  Ueai 
tpy  man  alone,  averted  ever 
a  disiaieted  and  guilty — canst  thou 
a  me,  if  I  atay  t  Say  that  thou  caoat, 
ntheDuke*! 


COUNTBBB. 

Think, 


liMlllKm/eelnt 


Think  nodiing,  Tliekla: 


COUlfTESa. 

Think  upon  your  father. 


t  qpMation  thee,  aa  Fxiedland's  daughter. 
M  bdoved  and  the  unerring  god 
Iby  heart,  I  quealion.    What's  at  stake? 
ither  diadem  of  royalty 
I  won  or  not— diat  might'st  thou  think  on. 
nd,  and  hia  aodl'a  qniet,  are  at  stake ; 
tone  of  a  dioasand  gallant  men, 
Uall  ftUowma;  dwllllonwear 
I  and  dnty  to  die  Emperor  f 
ill  I  aend  into  OelavM>*a  camp 
nicidalballf  ForinteitfaebaU 
i  ita  caonon,  and  is  co  its  flight, 
longer  a  deiMlinstraaient! 
a  apiift  pasma  into  It, 
enging  ihriaB  aei»  poasearion  of  it, 
Ih  aura  maliea  guide  it  the  wont  way. 


imitrniptuig  her). 
Nay,  not  precipitately  either,  Thekla. 
itttiddiee.   To  thy  noUe  heart 
te<  doty  might  appear  the  highest 
■an.  not  die  great  part,  would  I  act 
OB  my  diildhood  to  thn  preaent  hour, 
dwt  Ihb  Duke  has  done  for  me,  how  loved  me, 
nk  too^  how  my  fiither  haa  repaid  him. 
iaa  die  free  lovely  impolaea 
itolity,  the  pious  friend's 
:  atiaehmenf,  these  too  are  a  holy 
I  to  die  heart;  and  heavily 
idderings  of  nature  do  avenge 
Ivea  on  die  barbarian  that  insults  them. 
npon  the  balance,  all— then  speak, 
dsf  heart  decide  it 


O,  thy  own 
Qg  ago  decided.   Follow  thou 
Ufa  flnt  fteling 

COUlfTSM. 

Oh!  iU'&ted  woman! 

THKKXJL 

■hie,  diat  diat  can  be  die  right, 

ieh  d^  tender  heart  did  not  at  firit 

nd  aaiie  with  instant  impolsef  Go, 

ly  diil|r!  I  ahonld  ever  love  thee. 

m  dtoa  luMiit  ehoaen,  thou  wouUrt  still  hare 


Nobly  and  worthy  of  thee    bnt  repMitance 
aiall  ne'er  disturb  thy  soul's  &ir  peace. 


Tlieal 
Must  leave  diee,  must  part  fiom  diee! 

TEQCKLA. 

Being  fiddiful 
To  diine  own  self,  thou  art  fiuthfol  too  to  me : 
If  our  fttes  part,  our  hearts  remain  united. 
A  bloody  hatred  will  divide  ibr  ever 
The  houses  Ficcolomini  and  Friedland ; 
But  we  belong  not  to  our  houses — Go ! 
Quick !  quick !  and  sepaiato  thy  righteous  causa 
From  our  unholy  and  unblessed  one ! 
The  curse  of  Heaven  lies  upon  our  head: 
Tis  dedicate  to  ruin.    Even  me 
My  Other's  guilt  drags  with  it  to  perditioo. 
Mourn  not  for  me : 
My  destiny  will  quickly  be  decided. 

[Max.  cUupe  kerinkU  anu  in  extreme  emetiim. 
T%ereiM  heard  from  behind  the  Seem  a  Umi, 
wHd,  long<finiiniied  cry^  Vivat  Fbemn An- 
nua, ocooa^naied  by  wariike  Imtrvmemle. 
Max.  and  Thkkla  remain  withota  ttotiom 
in  eaA  other' t  emhracee. 


SCEI9EX. 
7b  Aese  enfer  Tbrtbky. 
cx>UNTB8  (aweftn^  him). 

What  meant  diat  cry?  What  was  it! 

TERTOCT. 


Aniskat! 


COUNTK88. 
What!  they  regarded  not  his  countenance ? 


Twas  all  in  vain. 


nucHisa. 
They  shouted  Vivat ! 


To  the  Emperor. 


COUNTBM. 


The  traitors! 


TIETBET. 

Nay !  he  was  not  once  permitted 
Even  to  address  them.    Soon  as  he  began. 
With  deafening  noise  of  warlike  instruments 
They  drown'd  his  words.    But  here  he  cornea. 


SCENE  XL 

7o  lAeie  ealer  WAiXKNimN,  accompamed  by  Iixo 

undBcTLKR. 


WALLDI8TEUI  (OS  he  enieri). 

Tertsky! 


My  General  t 


TK&T8XY. 


In 


WALLKN8TKIN. 

Let  our  regiments  hold  diemselvea 
readinem  to  march;  for  we  shrill^ 

ere  evening.  ^iikh  x»»tm.i. 

Bnder! 
lOTUUU 
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WALLKNITEIN. 

Tlie  Govamor  at  Egn  ii  your  fnend 
And  oountiynuui.    Write  to  him  instantly 
By  a  pofVoourier.    He  mint  be  adviaed* 
That  we  are  with  him  early  on  the  morrow. 
Yoa  foUow  w  yooiwlf,  your  regiment  with  you. 

BUTLXR. 

It  diall  be  done,  my  General ! 

WALLBNnvuf  (i^p«  between  Max.  tmd  TtaxLk,  who 
have  remcdtied  during  IhU  time  in  each  alket'e 


)' 


Part! 


MAX. 


OGod! 

[CUnufteri  enter  wUk  drawn  twords^  and  aseemUe  in 

Ike  hack-groimd.  At  the  mune  time  tkertare  heard 

/rtm  bekw  tmne  qnrited  pasaagea  out  of  the  Pt^ 

penheim  MarcK  which  teem  to  addreae  Max. 

WALLXNBTEIN  (to  the  CuirostierM). 

Here  he  is,  he  is  at  Uberty :  I  keep  him 

Ho  longer. 

[He  tume  aiMy,  and  ttands  so  that  Max.  cannot 
pa$$  by  him  nor  approach  the  Princess. 

MAX. 

Thou  know'st  that  I  have  not  yet  learnt  to  livo 
Without  thee !  I  go  forth  into  a  desert. 
Leaving  my  all  behind  me.    O  do  not  turn 
Thine  eyes  away  finom  me !  O  oni'o  more  show  mo 
Thy  ever  dear  and  hcMfior'd  countononco. 

[Max.  attemplM  to  take  hia  hand,  but  ia  repeUod; 

he  tuma  to  the  Countess. 
Is  there  no  eye  that  has  a  look  of  |Mty  for  me  f 

[The  Countess  tuma  away  from  him ;  he  tuma 

to  the  Duchess. 
My  mother' 

DUCHESS. 

Go  where  duty  calls  you.    Ilaply 
The  time  may  come,  when  you  may  prove  to  us 
A  tnie  friend,  a  good  angel  at  the  throne 
Of  the  Emperor. 

max. 
You  give  me  hope ;  you  would  not 
Suflbr  me  wholly  to  dGsinir.    No !  no ! 
Mine  is  a  certain  misery — ^Thanks  to  Heaven 
lluit  ofTora  roe  a  means  of  ending  it. 

[7%e  mUitary  muaic  begina  again.  The  stage  fOa 
more  and  more  loith  amud  men.    Max.  acea 
Butler,  and  adtlreaaea  him. 
And  you  here.  Colonel  Bmlcr — and  will  you 
Not  follow  mo  ?    Well,  then !  remain  more  faithful 
To  your  now  lord,  tlion  you  have  proved  yourself 
To  the  Emperor.    Conio,  Butler !  pronusc  me, 
Give  me  your  lumd  upon  it,  that  you'll  be 
The  guardian  of  his  Viib,  its  shield,  itn  watchman. 
He  is  attainted,  and  his  princely  head 
Fair  booty  for  each  slave  that  tradcu  in  murder. 
Now  he  doth  need  the  faithful  eye  of  frieudship. 
And  those  whom  here  I  see — 

[Coaling  suspicious  looks  on  Illo  and  Butler. 

ILLO. 

Cmo — 80fk  lor  traitors 
In  Gains',  in  your  father's*  (juarterM.    Ilt-r*' 
Ik  only  one.    A  way!  nway!  oiul  froi'  u« 
Vnnn  his  dolchtcil  siight !  Awny ' 

{Max.  a//tm/f/ji  imtt  tntirt  Ui  approach  Tuekla. 
WALLkssTKix  ptevtulH  him.    Max.  abmAa 


imadlute,  and  in  apparent  anguuk.  In  tu 
■MOM  time  the  atage  fUa  more  tmd  w^are;aad 
the  home  aound  from  below  louder  oal 
louder,  and  each  time  after  a  ahorter  intn^ 
ml 

MAX. 

Blow,  blow !  O  were  it  but  the  Swedish  tnunpeH 
And  all  the  naked  swx>rds,  which  I  see  here. 
Were  plimged  into  my  breast !  What  purpose  ytmt 
You  come  to  tear  me  from  this  place !  Beware^ 
Ye  drive  me  not  to  desperation. — Do  it  not! 
Ye  may  repent  it ! 

[The  atage  ia  entirdyfUkd  with  arwwi  an. 
Yet  more !  weight  upon  weight  to  drag  me  down! 
Think  what  ye're  doing.    It  is  not  well  done 
To  choose  a  man  despairing  for  your  leader; 
You  tear  me  from  my  happin<»M.    Well,  dieii, 
I  dedicate  your  souls  to  vengeance.    Marie ! 
For  your  own  ruin  you  have  chosen  me : 
Who  goes  with  me,  must  be  prepared  to  peririi. 
[He  tuma  to  the  back-ground,  there  eneuea  a  ssi 
den  and  violent  movement  amomg  the  Cuii» 
aiera;  they  surround  him,  and  carry  km  tf 
in  vnhl  tumult.   Wallknstein  mnaJMai> 
movable.    Tiikkla  ainka  into  her  nwlha't 
arma.     The  curtain  falla.    The  muaic  k- 
comes  loud  and  ovcrpoweringt  ami  paam 
into  a  complete    war-march    the  orchaba 
joina  ii—and  continuea  during  the  inknd 
between  the  aecond  and  third  AOa. 


ACT  HI. 

SCENE  I. 
Scene— 7^  BuRaoMASTER*!  Houm  at  E^ 
butler.  (Jusf  arrived). 
Hero  then  he  is,  by  liis  de8tiny  conducted. 
Here,  Fricdiand !  and  no  farther !  From  Bohemia 
Thy  meteor  rose,  traversed  the  sky  awhile. 
And  here  upon  the  borders  of  Bohemia 
Must  sink. 

Thou  hast  forsworn  the  ancient  oolois, 
Blind  man !  yet  trustest  to  thy  ancient  fortunes. 
Profaner  of  the  altar  and  the  hearth. 
Against  thy  Emperor  and  fellow-citizens 
Thou  mean'st  to  H-age  the  war.  Friedland,  bewsre— 
The  evil  spirit  of  revenge  impels  thee— 
Beware  thou,  that  revenge  destroy  thee  not ! 


SCENE  II. 
Butler  and  Gordon. 


GORDON. 

Is  it  you  f 
How  my  heart  sinks!  The  Duke  a  fugitive  tiailor! 
His  princely  head  attainted !  O  my  God ! 

butler. 
You  have  received  the  letter  wliich  I  wnt  yon 
By  a  iM)8t-coiirier  ? 

nORDON. 

Yen  :  and  in  ohedionce  to  it 
Oix»n'd  tlic  Mtr()iij!-hold  u>  him  without  scruple. 
For  nn  im{>onal  leUer  onlere  ine 
To  follow  your  commoiidii  implicitly. 
But  y*i\  {fsv^xsM  xaii\  vulveu  even  now  1  wiw 
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my  Bcraples  recommonced. 
DOC  like  an  attainted  nun, 
)wn  did  Friedland  make  his  entrance ; 
d  nuueatjr  beam'd  from  his  brow, 
,  M  in  the  days  when  all  was  right, 
xive  froin  me  the  acooonts  of  office, 
diat  fallen  pride  learns  condesceniioD : 
g  and  with  dignity  the  Duke 
tverj^ayllable  of  approbation, 
■  praise  a  senrant  who  has  d<me 
and  no  more. 

BOTLEK. 

Tis  all  precisely 
ed  in  my  letter.    Friedland 
lie  army  to  the  enemy, 
jed  hioHelf  to  give  up  Prague  and  Egra. 
port  the  regiments  all  ibrsook  him, 
NEoepted  that  belong  to  Tertsky. 
ik  have  fi>Uow*d  him,  as  thou  hast  seen. 
noe  of  attainder  is  pass'd  on  him, 
y  loyal  subject  is  required 
am  in  to  justice,  dead  or  Uving. 

OOKOON. 

to  the  Emperor — Such  a  noble ! 

ii|^  talents !  What  is  human  greatness  f 

id,  this  can't  end  happ«ly. 

t,  his  greatness,  and  this  obscure  power 

I  cover'd  pit^ftlL  The  human  being 

be  tnuted  to  sel^nremment 

r  and  written  law,  die  deep-trod  fix)t4narks 

nt  cQstom,  are  all  necessary 

him  in  the  raad  of  fidth  and  duty. 

koritf  fatmstad  to  this  man 

nmqiled  and  unnatnraL 

him  on  a  level  with  his  Emperor, 

sood soul  mileam'd  submisrion.  Woe  is  me; 

fixr  him!  for  where  he  fell,  I  deem 

oe  stand  firm.   Alas !  dear  General, 

I  lucky  mediocrity 

er  experienced,  cannot  calculate, 

igerooa  wishes  such  a  height  may  breed 

art  of  such  a  man. 

BUTLER. 

Spare  your  lamenli 
eed  sympathy ;  for  at  this  present 
1  mi^ty,  and  still  formidable. 
des  advance  to  Egra  by  forced  marches, 
Uy  will  the  junction  be  accomplished. 
t  not  be !  The  Duke  must  never  leave 
Dg-hold  on  free  footing ;  fi>r  I  have 
life  and  honor  here  to  hold  him  prisoner, 
'tis  on  which  I  calculate. 


GORDON. 

Iiad  not  lived  to  see  this  day ! 
hand  I  received  this  dignity, 
imself  intrust  this  strong-bold  to  me, 
am  now  required  to  make  his  dungeon. 
Items  have  no  will  of  our  own : 
,  die  mighty  man  alone  may  listen 
lir  impulse  of  his  human  nature. 
ire  but  the  poor  tools  of  the  law, 
e  the  sole  virtue  wo  dare  aim  at ! 

BUTLBR. 

it  not  afflict  you,  that  your  power 
■eribed.    Much  liberty,  mudi  error ! 
ow  path  of  daty  is  tecanrt. 


GORDON. 

And  all  then  have  deserted  him,  yon  sayf 
He  has  built  up  the  hick  of  many  thousands ; 
For  kingly  was  his  spirit:  his  full  hand 
Was  ever  open  !*Many  a  one  from  dost 

[Wiik  a  dy  gkmce  m  BuTUER. 
Hath  he  selected,  from  the  very  dust 
Hath  laised  him  into  dignity  and  honor. 
And  yet  no  friend,  not  one  friend  hath  he  purchased. 
Whose  heart  beats  true  to  him  in  the  evil  hour. 


Here 's  one,  I  see. 


BUTLIR. 


GORDON. 

I  have  ei^oy'd  from  him 
No  grace  or  fitvor.    I  could  almost  doubt, 
if  ever  in  his  greatneai  he  once  thought  on 
An  old  friend  of  his  youth.    For  still  my  office 
Kept  me  at  distance  from  him ;  and  when  fint 
He  to  this  citadel  appointed  me, 
He  was  sincere  and  serious  in  his  duty. 
I  do  not  then  abuse  his  confidence. 
If  I  preserve  my  fealty  in  that 
Which  to  my  fealty  was  firM  deliver'd. 

BUTLER. 

Say,  then,  wiU  yon  fulfil  the  attainder  on  him  f 

GORDON  {pau$ei  refUcting — then  oi  in  deep  d^edtum) 
If  it  be  so-4f  all  be  as  yon  say^ 
if  he  've  betray'd  the  Emperor,  his  master. 
Have  sold  the  troops,  have  pnrjiosed  to  deliver 
The  strong-holds  of  die  country  to  the  enemy — 
Yea,  truly ! — there  is  no  redemption  for  him ! 
Yet  it  is  hard,  diat  me  the  lot  i^ould  destine 
To  be  the  instrument  of  his  perdition ; 
For  we  were  pages  at  the  court  of  Beigau 
At  the  same  period ;  bat  I  was  die  senior. 

BUTLER. 

t  have  heard  so 

GORDON. 

Tis  fidl  diirty  yean  since  dien. 
A  youth  who  scarce  had  seen  his  tvirentieth  year 
Was  WallensCein,  when  he  and  I  were  friends : 
Yet  even  then  he  had  a  daring  soul : 
His  frame  of  mind  was  serious  and  severe 
Beyond  his  years :  his  dreams  were  of  great  olgects. 
He  walked  amidst  us  of  a  silent  spirit. 
Communing  with  himself;  yet  I  have  known  him 
Transported  on  a  sudden  into  utterance 
Of  strange  conceptions ;  kindling  into  splendor 
His  soul  reveal'd  itself,  and  he  spake  so 
Tha(  we  look'd  round  perplexed  upon  each  other. 
Not  knowing  whedier  it  were  craaneas. 
Or  whether  it  virere  a  god  diat  spoke  in  him. 

BUTLER. 

But  was  it  where  he  fell  two  story  high 

From  a  window-ledge, on  which  he  had  fiiUen  asleep* 

And  rose  up  free  fiom  injury  f  From  this  day 

(It  is  reported)  he  betray'd  clear  marks 

Of  a  distomper'd  fancy. 

GORDON. 

He  became 
Doubdeai  more  self-enwrapt  and  melancholy ; 
He  made  himself  a  Cadiolic.    Marvellously 
His  marveltous  preservation  had  transfbrm'd  him. 
Thencefbrdi  he  held  himself  for  an  eiempted 
And  privileged  being,  and,  as  V[  Ytft  vi«i« 
Incapable  of  diniiimi  ot  fiW, 
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He  nn  akoe  the  umteady  rope  of  life. 

Bat  DOW  our  datinies  drove  m  asunder ; 

He  paced  with  rapid  step  the  way  of  greatnoai. 

Was  Count,  and  Prince,  Duke-regent,  and  Dictator. 

ilnd  now  is  all,  all  this  too  little  for  him ; 

He  sbetches  forth  his  hands  for  a  king's  crown, 

A"«l  plunges  in  un&thomaUe  ruin. 


B17TLU. 


No  more,  he  comes. 


SCENE  lU. 


7b  AeM  tnfer  Walldcstkin,  in  canvertation  wUh  the 

BUBOOMASTEft  of  E^TO, 
WALUDfSTEIN. 

You  were  at  one  time  a  free  town.    I  see, 
Te  bear  the  half  eagle  in  your  city  arms. 
Why  the  half  eagle  only  f 

BUKGOIIAflTER. 

We  were  free, 
But  for  these  last  two  hundred  yean  has  Egra 
Remain'd  in  pledge  to  the  B(^emian  crown ; 
Therefore  we  bear  the  half  eagle,  the  other  half 
Being  cancell'd  till  the  empire  ransom  us. 
If  ever  that  should  be. 

WALLElfflTEIN. 

Ye  merit  freedom. 
Only  be  firm  and  dauntleaB.    Lend  your  ears 
To  no  designing  whispering  oourt^minions. 
What  may  your  imposts  be  t 

BUBOOMABTEX. 

So  heavy  that 
We  totter  under  them.  The  garrison 
lives  at  our  costs. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

I  will  relieve  you.    Tell  me. 

There  are  some  Protestants  among  you  still  t 

[The  BuRGOMASTKB  hetUates. 
Yes,  yes ;  I  know  it.    Many  lie  conccal'd 
ll^thin  these  walls— Confess  now— you  yoursetf— 

[Fixes  his  eye  on  him,  Tlie  Buroomabteb  aktrmed. 
Be  not  alarm'd.    I  hate  the  Jesuits. 
Could  my  will  have  determined  it,  they  had 
Been  long  ago  expell'd  the  empire.    Trust  me— 
Mass-book  or  Bible — 'tis  all  one  to  me. 
Of  that  the  world  bos  hod  sufficient  proof. 
I  built  a  church  for  the  roform'd  in  Glogau 
At  my  own  instance.    Harkye,  Burgomaster ! 
What  is  your  name  ? 

BURGOMASTER. 

Pachhalbel,  may  it  please  ]rou. 

WALLBNSTEIN. 

Harkye! 

But  let  it  go  no  further,  what  I  now 
Disclose  to  3rou  in  confidence. 

[Laying  his  hand  on  the  BuROOM aster's  shoulder 
with  a  certain  solemnity. 

The  times 
Drew  near  to  their  fulfilment.  Burgomaster ! 
The  high  will  fall,  the  low  will  be  exalted. 
JIarkyc  I  But  keep  it  to  yourself!  The  end 


BOBaOMABTEB. 

Widi  wonder  and  affright ! 

WALLENBTEIN. 

Whereof  did  two 
Strangely  tranafoim  themselves  to  bloody  daggcn^ 
And  only  one,  the  middle  moon,  remain'd 
Steady  and  dear. 

BUBOOMABTEB. 

We  applied  it  to  the  ToikB. 

WALLENBTEIN. 

The  Turks !  That  all*7— I  tell  you,  that  two  empim 
Will  set  in  blood,  in  the  East  and  in  the  West, 
And  Luth*ranism  al<me  remain. 

[Observing  GoBDOif  and  BtnUB 
r&ith, 
TwBB  8  smart  cannonading  that  we  heard 
This  evening,  as  we  joumey*d  hitherward ; 
Twas  on  our  left  hand.    IM.  you  hear  it  hers? 

GORDON. 

Distincdy.  The  wind  brought  it  from  the  Soodi. 

BUTLER. 

It  seem'd  to  come  from  Weiden  or  from  Neosladi 

WALLENBTEIN. 

Tis  likely.  That 's  the  route  the  Swedes  are  takiq^ 
How  strong  is  the  garrison  ? 

GORDON. 

Not  quite  two  hBDdnd 
Competent  men,  the  rest  are  invalids. 

WALLENBTEIN. 

Good !  And  how  many  in  the  vale  of  Jochim. 

GORDON. 

Two  himdred  arquebusiers  have  I  aent  thidMr* 
To  fbrtii^  the  poMi  against  the  Swedes. 

WALLENBTEIN. 

Good !  I  commend  your  foresight  At  the  fiakl  tw 
You  have  done  somewhat  t 

GORDON. 

Two  additional  battttiei 
I  caused  to  be  run  up.    They  were  needed. 
The  Rhinegreve  prones  hard  upon  us,  General! 

WALLENBTEIN. 

You  have  been  watchful  in  your  Emperw's  service. 
I  am  content  with  you,  Licutcnant.ColoneL 

[TbBimxR. 
Release  the  outposts  in  the  vale  of  Jochim 
With  all  the  stations  in  the  enemy's  route. 

[7V>  GoBOOii 
Governor,  in  your  fiiithful  hands  I  leave 
My  wife,  my  daughter,  and  my  sister.    I 
Shall  moke  no  stay  here,  and  wait  but  the  anival 
Of  letters  to  take  leave  of  you,  together 
With  all  the  regiments. 


SCENE  IV. 
To  these  enter  Count  Tebtskt. 

TERTBKT. 

Joy,  General ;  joy !  I  bring  you  welcome  tidings. 

WALLENBTEIN. 

And  what  mny  they  be  ? 

TERTBKT. 

There  has  been  an  engagement 
At  Neustadt ;  the  Swedes  gain*d  the  vicioiy. 


•J 

Appnache&  of  tlie  Spanish  double  monarchy*- 

A  newamngement  i»  at  hand.  You  saw  \  ^.«— ,-.—.,. 

The  three  mooaa  that  oppear'd  at  once  in  the  Hea\ett.\Fwm  v\i«u<»  ^i^  r*^  ws«w*  ^i^  \iv\fc^^TS8at\ 
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fmuk  fiom  TincheoMil  oonyey'd  it 

ir  nmrise  did  the  fight  begin ! 

if  the  ImperialiBti  firom  Fachau 

ed  dieir  way  into  the  Swedish  camp; 

lonade  continued  fbll  two  hotin ; 

eie  left  dead  upon  the  field  a  thouMOid 

■m,  together  with  their  Cobnel ; 

diu  this  he  did  not  know. 

WALUENSniN. 

How  came 
troops  at  Nenstadtt  Altringer, 
)rday,  stood  sixty  roflee  fit>m  there. 
dM*  force  oollectB  at  Frauenberg* 
e  not  the  full  complement   Is  it  possible, 
fw  peichanoe  had  ventured  so  &r  onward  ? 
tb0. 


We  shall  soon  know  the  whole, 
niOp  full  of  haste,  and  joyous. 


SCENE  V. 
To  thtm  Oder  JuA). 

ILLO  (to  WAULERBTEnO. 

ir,  Duke!  he  wishes  to  speak  with  thee. 

bring  oonfiimatioQ  of  tibe  victory  I 

-  WAUJWiTgUi  (ol  ffte  asme  time). 
3ee  he  fafiflgf  Whence  comes  he  ? 

ILLO. 

From  the  Rhinegrave. 
ml  he  Magi  I  can  announce  to  you 
ind.    Seven  leagues  distant  are  the  Swedes; 
iladt  did  Max.  Piooc^omini 
liraeelf  on  them  with  the  cavalry ; 
irons  fight  took  place !  o'erpower*d  by  numbers 
ipenheimers  all,  with  Max.  their  leader, 

[WALtSMflTBiif  ihudderi  and  iurru  pale. 
ft  dead  on  the  field. 

jMKwnas  {after  apauect  in  a  low  voice). 
is  die  messenger?  Conduct  me  to  him. 

ALUDcamN  it  goingt  vken  Laot  Neubrunn 
nuAef  i$Uo  the  room.  Some  SentanUfclUow 
her,  amd  run  acrott  the  stage. 

NXtTBEUNN. 

Mp! 

ILLO  and  mTSKT  {at  the  tame  time). 
What  now  t 

NBUBRUNN. 

The  Prince* 

WALLKNBTIUf  and  TERT8KT. 

Does  she  know  it? 
tnmoirN  {at  the  tame  time  with  them). 
lying!     [Ihirriet  t^the  tiage,  when  Wallen- 
BTKIN  and  'AtLTtOLY  follow  her. 


dttt 


SCENE  VI. 
BOTLEE  and  Goedon. 

OOEOON. 


OOEDOH. 

Unfortunate  Lady ! 

BUTLBE. 

You  have  heard  what  Illo 
Reporteth,  that  the  Swedes  are  oonqueiofs, 
And  marching  hitherward. 

GORDON. 

Too  well  I  heard  it 

UTTLElk 

Ihey  are  twelve  regiments  strong,  and  there  are  fhre 
Close  by  us  to  protect  the  Duk&    We  have 
Only  my  single  regiment ;  and  the  ganison 
Is  not  two  hundred  strong. 

OOEDON. 

Tis  even  so. 

BUTLEE. 

It  is  not  possible  with  such  small  force 
To  hold  in  custody  a  man  like  him. 

OOEDOir. 

I  giant  it 

BUTLEE. 

Soon  the  numben  would  disarm  ns^ 
And  liberate  him. 

OOEDOff. 

It  were  to  be  fiNr'd. 

BDTLBR  {qfterapaua^ 
Know,  I  am  warranty  for  the  event ; 
With  my  head  have  I  pledged  myself  for  his. 
Must  make  my  word  good,  cost  it  what  it  will. 
And  if  alive  we  cannot  hold  him  prisoner, 
Why— death  makes  all  things  certain ! 

OORDOIC 

Butler!  What! 
Do  I  understand  yon?  Gradooa  God!  Fom  oould— 

BUTLEE. 

He  must  not  live. 

OORDOir. 

And  you  can  do  die  deed ! 

BUTLER. 

Either  you  or  L   Hiis  morning  was  his  lait 

GORDOir. 

Tou  would  Bswnsrinntn  him. 

BUTUER. 

Tismy  purpose 

GOROOlf. 

Who  leans  with  his  whole  confidence  upon  you ! 

BUTLER. 

Such  is  hii  evfl  destiny ! 

gord6n. 

Your  General! 
The  sacred  peisoo  of  your  General! 

BUTUER. 

My  General  he  has  been. 

GOEDON, 

That  'tis  only 
An**  has  been"  washes  out  no  villany. 
And  without  judgment  pass'd  ? 

BUTLEE. 

The  executioii 
Is  here  instead  of  judgment 

GOEDOir. 

TloB  were  murder. 
Not  justice.   The  most  guilty  should  be  heard. 


BUTLEE. 

She  haa  lost  the  man  she  lovad— 
honkmm  wkaAUin  the  btMh. 


His  guilt  is  dear,  ftie  Emperat  ^laa  "{MR'^VodL^iMR!^ 
And  we  bat  •xecnte  bia  ¥nU. 
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OOIOOII. 

We  should  not 
Hurry  to  raaliie  a  Moody  wntenoe. 
A  woid  may  be  recall'd,  a  lift  can  never  be. 

BOTLVU 

DMpatdi  in  lervice  pleaies  wvereigns. 

GORDON. 

No honeit  man's  ambitious  to  press  forward 
To  the  hangman's  service. 

BUTLDL 

And  no  bnve  man  ksea 
ffis  odor  at  a  daring  enterprise. 

GORDON. 

A  brave  man  hanrds  life,  bat  not  his  consdenoe. 

BUTLKE. 

What  thent  Shall  he  go  forth,  anew  to  kindle 
The  nnextinguishable  flame  of  wart 

GORDON. 

Seise  him,  and  hold  him  prisoner— do  not  kill  him ! 

BUTLKR.  • 

Had  not  the  Emperor's  army  been  defeated, 
I  might  have  done  so — But  'tis  now  past  by. 

GORDON. 

O,  wherefore  open'd  I  the  strong-hold  to  himt 

BUTLER. 

His  destiny  and  not  the  place  destroys  him. 

GORDON. 

Upon  these  ramparts,  as  beseem'd  a  soldier, 
I  had  follen,  defending  the  Emperor's  citadel ! 

BUTLKR. 

Yea!  and  a  thousand  gallant  men  have  perish'd ! 

GORDON. 

Doing  their  dut3r— (hat  adorns  the  man ! 

But  murder's  a  black  deed,  and  nature  curses  it 

BUTLKR  {bringi  out  a  paper). 
Here  is  the  manifesto  which  commands  us 
To  gain  posMssion  of  his  person.    Sco^ 
It  is  oddress'd  to  you  as  well  as  me. 
Are  you  content  to  toko  the  consequences. 
If  through  our  fiiult  he  escape  to  the  enemy  ? 

GORDON. 

I  f  Gracious  God ! 

BUTLKR. 

Take  it  on  yourself 
Come  of  it  what  it  may,  on  you  I  by  it 

GORDON. 

0  God  in  heaven ! 

BUTLKR. 

Can  you  advise  aught  else 
Wherewith  to  execute  the  Emperor's  purpose  ? 
Say  if  you  con.    For  I  desire  his  (all, 
Not  his  destruction. 

GORDON. 

Merciful  heaven !  what  must  be 

1  see  as  clear  as  you.    Yet  still  the  heart 
Within  my  bosom  beats  with  other  feelings ! 

BUTLER. 

Mine  is  of  harder  stuff!  Necessity 

In  her  rough  school  hath  stool'd  me.    And  this  Illo 

And  Torlsky  likewise,  they  must  not  survive  him. 

GORDON. 

I  feel  no  pang  for  these.    Their  own  bad  hearts 
fmpeli'd  them,  not  the  influence  of  the  stars. 
Twos  they  who  Btrew'd  the  seeds  of  evil  pasnoM 
In  bis  calm  breoMt,  and  with  oflicious  villany 


Watered  and  nurs'd  the  pois'nous  plants.    May  they 
Receive  their  earnests  to  the  uttermost  mite ! 

BUTLER. 

And  their  death  shall  precede  his! 

We  meant  to  have  taken  them  alive  this  evening 

Amid  the  menyHonaking  of  a  feast, 

And  keep  them  prisoners  in  the  citadels. 

But  this  makes  diorter  work.    I  go  tfaia  inrtuit 

To  give  the  necessary  orders. 


SCENE  vn. 


\ 


7b  them  enter  Illo  «•<{  Tketbkt. 

TKRT8KT. 

Oar  luck  is  on  the  turn.   To-morrow  come 
The  Swedea— twelve  thousand  gallant 
Then  straightways  for  Vienna.    Cheerily,  fiiend ! 
What!  meet  such  news  with  such  a  moody  feoel 

ILLO. 

It  lies  with  us  at  present  to  prescribe 

Laws,  and  take  vengeance  on  those  worthless  tniliii* 

Those  skulking  cowards  that  deserted  us ; 

One  has  already  done  his  bitter  penance. 

The  Piccolomini :  be  his  the  fate 

Of  all  who  virish  us  evil !  This  flies  sure 

To  the  old  man's  heart ;  he  has  his  whole  life  lofV 

Fretted  and  toil'd  to  raise  his  ancient  house  * 

From  a  Count's  title  to  the  name  of  Prince ; 

And  now  must  seek  a  grave  for  his  only  son. 

BUTLER. 

"Twos  pity,  though !  A  youth  of  such  heroic 
And  gentle  temperament!  The  Duke  himielC 
Twos  easily  seen,  how  near  it  went  to  his  heait 

ILLO. 

Hark  ye,  old  friend !  That  is  the  very  point 
That  never  pleased  roe  in  our  General — 
He  ever  gave  the  preference  to  the  Italians. 
Yea,  at  this  very  moment,  by  my  soul ! 
He'd  gladly  see  us  all  dead  ten  times  over. 
Could  he  thereby  recall  his  friend  to  life. 

TKRT8KT. 

Hush,  hush!   Let  the  dead  rest!  This  evening'' 

business 
Is,  who  can  feirly  drink  the  other  down — 
Your  regiment  nio !  gives  the  entortainment. 
Come !  we  will  keep  a  merry  carnival — 
The  night  for  once  bo  day,  and  'mid  foil 
Will  we  expect  the  Swedish  avant-garde. 

ILLO. 

Yes,  let  us  be  of  good  cheer  for  to-day. 
For  there's  hot  work  before  us,  friends !  This  swor^ 
Shall  have  no  rest,  till  it  be  bathed  to  the  hilt 
In  Austrian  blood. 

GORDON. 

Shame,  shame!  what  talk  is 
My  Lord  Field  Marshal  ?  Wherefore  foam  you  to 
Against  your  Emperor? 

BUTLER. 

Hope  not  too  much 
From  this  first  victory.    Bethink  you,  sirs ! 
How  rapidly  the  wheel  of  Fortune  turns ; 
The  Emperor  still  is  formidably  strong. 

ILLO. 

The  Emperor  has  soldiers,  no  commander, 
YoT  tkuB  KiiV!^  Ferdinand  of  Hungary 
Is  box  Ql  t^fto.  Gn^aaX  Bfi^%  ta  ViiOl« 
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of  old  the  miner  of  annies.- 

this  viper,  iSboB  Octavio, 
ot  at  stabbing  in  the  back, 

meets  Fkiedland  in  the  open  field. 

TKSTBKT. 

,  my  fiiends,  it  cannot  but  succeed ; 
we  know,  can  ne*er  fbraake  the  Duke! 
'  under  Wallenstein  can  Austria 
keror. 


BUTLIE. 

Do  as  he  ordered  you.    Send  round  patrols, 
Take  measures  for  the  citadel's  security ; 
When  they  are  within,  I  close  the  castle-gate 
That  nothing  may  transpire. 

GORDON  (wUk  eoriMSt  anxidy). 

Otil  haste  not  so! 
Nay,  slop;  first  tell  me— 


ILLO. 

The  Duke  will  soon  assemble 
r  army :  all  comes  crowding,  streaming 
srs,  dedicate  by  destiny, 
,  and  fffosperoui  fortune.    I  behold 
■  come  back  again !  he  will  become 
ire  the  mighty  Lord  which  he  has  been. 
II  the  fools,  who've  now  deserted  him, 
mil  can't  but  laugh  to  think  of  them. 
Is  will  he  present  to  all  his  friends, 
I  a  King  aiid  Emperor  reward 
rvices;  but  we've  the  nearest  claims. 

[To  Gordon. 
1  not  be  forgotten.  Governor ! 
ke  you  from  this  nest,  and  Ind  you  shine 
r  station:  your  fidelity 
iritiit 

GORDON. 

I  am  content  already, 
ih  to  climb  no  hi^^ber;  where  great  height  is, 
1  must  needs  be  great   **  Great  height,  great 
depth.** 

ILLO. 

ju  have  no  more  bosinesB,  for  to-morrow 
iredes  will  like  posnaion  of  the  citadeL 
Pertaky.  it  is  supper>time.    What  think  you  f 
all  we  have  the  Slate  illmninated 
r  of  the  Swede  ?  And  who  refuses 
I  is  a  Spaniard  and  a  traitor. 

TIRTSKT. 

fay !  not  that,  it  will  not  please  the  Duke — 

ILLO. 

we  are  masters  here ;  no  soul  shall  dare 
iiiaself  imperial  whore  we  've  the  rule. 
!  good  night,  and  for  the  last  time,  take 
leave  of  the  place.    Send  out  patrols 
w  secure,  the  watch-word  may  be  alter'd 
ftrt^Le  of  ten  ,*  deliver  in  the  keys 
Duke  himself,  and  then  you  've  quit  for  ever 
rardship  of  the  gates,  for  on  to-morrow 
ivedes  will  take  possession  of  the  citadel. 

TERTBKT  (os  he  is  goifig^  to  Butler). 
sue,  though,  to  the  castle  f 

SUTLER. 

At  the  right  time. 
[Exeunt  Tertsky  and  Illo. 


BUTLER. 

You  have  heard  alreadji 
To-morrow  to  the  Swedes  belongs.    This  nif^t 
Alone  is  ours.    They  make  good  expedition. 
But  we  will  make  still  greater.   Fare  you  well 

GORDON. 

Ah !  your  looks  tell  me  nothing  good.    Nay,  Buder, 
I  pray  you,  promise  mo ! 


SCENE  vin. 

Gordon  and  Butler. 

Gordon  {looking  after  them). 

ipy  men !   How  free  from  all  foreboding ! 
rudi  into  the  outspread  net  of  murder, 
blind  drunkenness  of  victory ; 
)  DO  pity  for  their  fate.    This  Illo, 
verflowing  and  foolhardy  villain, 
would  fain  bathe  himself  in  his  Emperor's 
bkxid^ 


BUTLER. 

The  sun  has  set ; 
A  fateful  evening  doth  descend  upon  us, 
And  brings  on  their  long  night!  "Their  evil  stais 
Deliver  them  unarm'd  into  our  hands. 
And  from  their  drunken  dream  of  golden  fortunes 
The  dagger  at  their  heart  shall  rouse  them.    Well, 
The  Duke  was  ever  a  great  calculatoi , 
His  follow-men  were  figures  on  his  chose  board. 
To  move  and  station,  as  his  game  required. 
Other  men's  honor,  dignity,  good  name, 
Did  he  shift  like  pawns,  and  made  no  conscience  of  it: 
StiU  calculating,  calculatmg  still ; 
And  yet  at  last  his  calculation  proves 
Erroneous;  the  whole  game  is  lost ;  and  k>! 
HiB,own  life  will  be  found  among  the  foifoilB. 

GORDON. 

0  &ink  not  of  his  errors  now ;  ranember 
His  greatness,  bis  munificence,  think  on  all 
The  lovely  features  of  his  character. 

On  all  the  noble  exploits  of  his  lifo, 
And  let  them,  like  an  angel's  aim,  unseen 
Arrest  the  lifted  sword. 

BirrLER. 

It  is  too  late. 

1  sufibr  not  myself  to  feel  compassian. 
Dark  thoughts  and  bloody  are  my  dvttf  now : 

[Chti^ing  Gordon's  hand. 
Gordon !  'tis  not  my  hatred  (I  pretend  not 
To  love  the  Duke,  and  have  no  cause  to  love  him). 
Yet  'tis  not  now  my  hatred  that  impels  me 
To  be  his  murderer.    T  is  his  evil  fote. 
Hostile  concurrences  of  many  events 
Control  and  subjugate  me  to  the  ofiice. 
In  vain  the  human  being  meditates 
Free  action.    He  is  but  the  wire-work'd*  puppet 
Of  the  blind  Power,  which  out  of  his  own  choice 
Creates  for  him  a  diead  necessity. 
What  too  would  it  avail  him,  if  there  were 
A  something  pleading  for  him  in  my  heart— . 
Still  I  must  kill  him. 


GORDON. 

If  your  heart  speak  to  you. 
Follow  its  impulse.    "T  is  the  voice  ofGod. 
Think  you  your  fortunes  will  grow  prosperous 
Bedew'd  with  blood— his  blood  f  Believe  it  not ! 


•  W«  doabt  the  momisty  of  vaum4io^te■Qk«BlAna%lM^^' 
sBsot  in  tbs  BMNith  of  aav  thancMi.  T. 
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Tonknowiiot  AiALiiotiWherelbraihoDldUhftpiMi. 
TlMt  the  Swedes  gaiu'd  the  victory,  and  iMttea 
With  roch  forced  marchee  hitherwaid  ?  Fain  woold  I 
Have  given  him  to  the  Emperor's  mercy^-GcndoQ ! 
I  do  DOC  wUi  hia  hlood— But  I  must  ranaom 
The  honor  of  my  wcndr-^  liM  in  pledge^ 

And  he  mnit  die,  or 

[Puttumaidygr^tping  Gomkmi'b  Aon^ 
liatenlhen,  and  know ! 
I  ■miiidkomr'il  if  the  Duke  eaoqie  OB. 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I. 

ScaNB— Bufler't  Chomber. 

Bonn,  Majox*  «aid  Gerauxk. 


aOKDON. 


O!  toaaveiodia 


Whatl 


OOKDON. 

It  is  worth 
A  »crifioe^4>iBie,  friend !   Be  ndble^mnded ! 
Our  own  heart,  and  not  other  men's  opimona, 
Foms  onr  true  honor.. 

BOTLBi  {wUk  a  cM  and  hmghiy  dr). 
He  is  a  great  Lord, 
Hik  Duke— and  I  am  hut  of  mean  importuioe. 
Him  b  what  you  would  say  t  Wherein  oonoema  it 
Tlie  world  at  large,  you  mean  to  hint  to  me, 
Whether  the  man  of  low  extraction  keeps 
Or  blenddiss  his  honor- 
So  that  the  man  of  princely  rank  he  savedf 
We  all  do  stamp  our  value  on  ourselves. 
The  price  we  challenge  for  ounelves  is  given  ns. 
There  doss  not  live  on  earth  the  man  so  statkm'd, 
HiAt  I  despHo  myself  oonqiared  with  him. 
M^  if  made  great  or  little  by  his  own  will; 
Becaive  I  am  true  to  mine,  umefore  he  " 


Find  me  twelve  strong  Dragoons,  sun  iham  f 

pikes. 

For  there  must  be  no  firing- 
Conceal  them  somewhere  near  the  faanq[iieU«H| 
And  soon  as  the  deaert  is  served  up,  nth  aU  in 
And  cry— Who  is  loyal  to  the  Emperorf 
I  will  overturn  the  taUe— while  yon  attack 
nio  and  Tertsky,  and  dispatch  them  both. 
Hie  CMtle-palace  is  well  banr*d  and  guarded* 
Hiat  no  intelligence  of  this  proceeding 
May  make  its  way  to  the  Duke. — Go  inslandy; 
Have  you  yet  sent  for  Captain  Deveienz 
And  the  Macdooald  t 

GKEALDIN. 

They'll  be  here  anoo 
[ExUGttLUi 

BUTLER. 

Here's  no  room  for  delay.  The  dtixens 
Declare  for  him,  a  dizzy  drunken  spirit 
^Msesses  the  whole  town.    They  see  in  the  Dol 
A  Prince  of  peace,  a  founder  of  new  ages 
And  goMcn  times.    Arms  too  have  been  givsn  o 
By  the  town-ooundl,  and  a  hundred  dtiaens 
Have  volunteer'd  themselves  to  stand  on  guard. 
Dispatch  then  be  the  word.   For  enemies 
llirealen  w  from  widiout  and  from  withiik 


GORDON. 

I  am  endeavoring  to  move  a  rock. 

Thou  hadst  a  mother,  ]^t  no  human  feelings. 

I  cannot  hinder  you,  but  may  some  God 

Rescue  him  from  you !  [Exit  Gordon. 


SCENE  DC. 


SCENE  H. 


BOTLER  dalone). 
I  treasured  my  good  name  all  my  lifo  long ; 
Hie  Duke  luis  cheated  me  of  life's  best  jewel. 
So  that  I  blush  before  this  poor  weak  Gordon  * 
He  prizes  above  all  his  fealty ; 
His  conscious  soul  accuses  biim  of  nothing; 
In  opposition  to  his  own  soft  heart 
He  sul^ugates  himself  to  an  iron  duty. 
Me  in  a  weaker  moment  paAion  warp'd ; 
I  stand  beside  him,  and  must  foel  myself 
The  worse  man  of  the  twa  What,  though  the  world 
Is  ignorant  of  my  purposed  treason,  yet 
One  man  does  know  it,  and  can  prove  it  too- 
High-minded  Picoolomini ! 
There  lives  the  man  who  can  dishonor  me ! 
This  ignominy  blood  alone  can  cleanse ! 
Duke  Friedland,  thou  or  I— -Into  my  own  hands 
Fortune  deliven  me— The  dearest  thing  a  man  has 
is  himself 

(Tie  curtain  drcpt.) 


Butler,  Caftain  Deversux,  and  Macdoral 

MACDONALDu 

Here  we  are.  General 

deversux. 
What's  to  be  the  witdhW 

BUTLER. 

Long  live  the  Emperor ! 

BOTH  {recomngy. 
Howt 

BUTLER. 

live  the  House  of  Am 

DEVEREUX. 

Have  we  not  sworn  fidelity  to  Friedland  f 

MACDONALD. 

Have  we  not  march'd  to  this  place  to  protect  hi 

BUTLER. 

Ptotect  a  traitor,  and  his  country's  enemy ! 

DEVEREUX. 

Why,  3res !  in  his  name  you  admmister'd 
Our  oath. 

MACDONALD. 

And  followed  him  yourself  to  Egra. 

BUTLER. 

I  did  it  the  more  surely  to  destroy  him. 


So  then! 


\ 


MACDONALD. 


^ft^ 
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(10  Dsvnxxrx). 
T^Mou  wretched  man! 
iTCft  dwa  thy  oath  and  oolonf 

DK7ERXUX. 

-I  but  foUoVd  your  example. 
I  prove  a  vUlain,  why  not  wef 

MACDONAUk 

^  to  do  with  fUnHi^r— that'a  yonr 


General,  and  give  oat  the  orders ; 
^u,  dioagh  die  track  lead  to  helL 

BUTLKK  {appetued). 
we  know  each  other. 

MACDOIfALD. 

I  should  hope  so. 

VKVEMXUT. 

ibrtane  are  we— who  Inda  mos^ 

ukCDonjjj). 
Tise*enso! 

BCTUDU 

Well,  for  the  present 
pi^in  honest  and  fiilfaful  soldierB. 


o  other. 


MACDOIfALD. 

Aspooraswiat 


Maodonald,  well  desert  him. 

■UTUOU 

We  H  desert  him  f' 
Full  twenty  thousand  have  done  diat  ahready ; 
We  must  do  more,  my  countrymen!  In  shoi^ 
We— we  must  kill  him. 

BOTH  {ttartmg  hack), 
Xillhim! 

BUTUBK. 

Yes!  nmstkinUM; 
And  for  that  purpose  have  I  diosan  you. 

BOTB. 

Ua! 

BUTLXB. 

Tou,  Captain  Devereuz,  and  thee,  Maodonald. 

DBVBBKUX  {after  a  foum). 
Choose  you  some  odier. 

BUTLBB. 

Whatf  artdasludlyf 
Thou,  with  foil  tibirty  lives  to  answer 
Thou  conscientious  of  a  sudden! 


1  better. 


Ay,  and  make  .your  fortunes. 

MACDOVAUK 


Lvten! 


We  attend. 


opefor's  will  and  otdinance 

le  penoo  of  the  Fkinoe^uke  Friedland, 

sad. 


It  runs  so  in  the  letter. 

MACDOIfALD. 

were  the  very  words. 

BUTLEB. 

an  be  rewarded  from  the  State 
d  gold,  who  profiers  aid  thereta 

DBVEBXUX. 

onnds  well  The  wortU  sound  always  well 
bI  hither  from  the  Court    Yes!  yes! 
already  what  Court-words  import 
chain  perhaps  in  sign  of  favor, 
charger,  or  a  parchmeiU  patent, 
hke^ — The  Prince-duke  pays  better. 

MACDONALD. 

Yes, 
i*a  a  splendid  paymaster. 

BUTLXB. 

All  over 
,  ny  fiMods!  His  lucky  stars  are  set 

MAODONALD. 

■tcertainf 

BUTLBB. 

You  have  ny  word  for  it 


Nay. 
To  wB—inittift  our  Lord  and  GeDeral-— 

MACDONALD. 

To  whom  we  've  sworn  a  soldier'a  oath:— 

BUTLBB. 


Is  nun,  for  FriedUuMi  is  a  traitor. 


fortaneaaUpastbyf 


For  ever. 


TheoaUi 


No,  no!  it  is  too  bad! 

MAGDONALDi 

Yes,  by  my  soul! 
It  is  too  bad.   One  has  a  conscience  too— 

DBVXBEUZ. 

If  it  were  not  our  Chiefbin,  who  so  kog 

Has  issued  the  mT»*'**~^«,  and  daim'd  our  duty. 

BUTUCE. 

b  that  the  olgectkNit 

DBVXBBUX. 

Were  it  my  own  fiither. 
And  the  Emperor's  service  should  denumd  it  of  me, 
It  might  be  done,  perhaps— But  we  are  soldiers. 
And  to  assassinate  our  Chief  Commander, 
That  is  a  sin,  a  foul  abomination, 
I  From  which  no  Monk  or  Confessor  abrolves  Ub 

BUTLBB. 

I  am  your  IV)pe,  add  give  you  absolution. 
Determine  quickly! 

DXVXBXUZ.    • 

Twill  not  da 

MACDONALD. 

T wont  do! 

BUTLBB. 

Well,  off  dien!  and— send  Pestahitx  to  me. 

DXVBBBUX  {huitatei). 
The  Pestalttt»— 

MACDONALD. 

What  may  you  want  with  him  I 

BUTLBB. 

If  yon  ngect  it,  vra  can  find  enough— 


SA 
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Af  well  M  any  other.    What  think  yon. 
Brother  BdacdnnaM  T 

MACDONAUX 

Why,  if  he  miuC  &11, 
And  imS  &11,  and  it  can*t  be  otherwiae, 
One  would  not  give  place  to  ibm  Peetaluti. 

Dramxuz  {after  tome  r^Uctkm), 
Wheo  do  yon  porpoae  he  ahonld  &11  f 

BUTUn. 

Thiani^t 
IVhiiorow  will  die  Swedei  be  at  our  gatei. 

DKVKEXUX. 

Ton  take  upon  you  all  the  coueqaenoei! 

BOTLXft. 

I  take  the  whole  upon  me. 

DXVUXUX. 

And  it  is 
The  Emperor'a  will,  hia  expreai  abeolnte  will! 
For  we  have  instances,  that  folks  may  like 
The  murder,  and  yet  hang  the  murderer. 

BDTLXE. 

The  manifecto  says— olive  or  dead. 
Ahve — ^'tis  not  possible — you  see  it  is  not 

DEVKREUX. 

Well  dead  then!  dead!  But  how  can  we  come  at  him? 
The  town  is  fill'd  with  Tertsky's  soldiery. 

MACDONALD. 

Ay!  and  then  Tertaky  still  remaiJSa,  and  Illo— 

BUTLER. 

With  diese  you  shall  begin— you  understand  me  f 

DEVE&EUX. 

How  f  And  must  they  too  perish  f 

BUTLER. 

They  the  first 

MACDONALD^ 

Hear,  Devereux !  A  bloody  evening  this. 

DXVXREUX. 

Have  you  a  man  for  that  ?  Commission  me— 

BUTLER. 

Tis  given  in  tnist  to  Major  Geraldin; 
This  is  a  carnival  night,  and  there  *b  a  feast 
Given  at  the  costlo— there  we  shall  surprise  them, 
And  hew  them  down.    Tlie  Pestalutz,  and  Lesley 
Have  that  commission — soon  as  that  is  fmishM — 

DEVEREUX. 

Hear,  General !  It  will  be  all  one  to  you — 
Harlq^e,  let  me  exchange  with  Geraldin. 

BUTLER. 

Twill  be  the  lesser  danger  with  the  Duke. 

DEVEREUX. 

Danger!  the  devil!  What  do  you  think  me,  Gendll? 
'Tis  the  Duke's  eye,  and  not  his  sword,  I  fear. 

BUTLER. 

What  can  his  eye  do  to  thee  ? 

DEVEREUX. 

Death  and  hell ! 
Tliou  know'st  that  I  'm  no  milk-sop,  General ! 
But  'tis  not  eight  days  since  ttio  Duke  did  send  me 
Twenty  gold  pieces  for  this  good  warm  coat  * 
Which  I  have  on !  and  then  for  him  to  see  me 
Standing  before  him  with  the  pike,  his  murderer, 
That  eye  of  his  looking  upon  this  coat — 
Why — why— the  devil  fetch  me!  I'm  no  milk-sop! 

BUTLER. 

Tlte  Duke  presented  thee  this  good  worm  coat, 
And  thou,  a  needy  wight,  host  pongs  of  oaogcuSDiOb 


To  nm  him  throoi^  the  body  in  r^um. 

A  ooat  that  is  &r  better  and  &r  warmer 

Did  the  Emperor  give  to  him,  the  Prince's  manda. 

How  dodi  he  thank  the  Elmperor  I  With  revolt^ 

And 


i 


That  is  true.   The  devil  take 
Such  tfaankeis!  Ill  dispatch  hinu 

BITTLXR.  .i 

And  woolditqii^ 
Thy  conscience,  thou  hast  naught  to  do  but  oip^ 
Pull  off  the  coat;  so  canst  thou  do  the  deed 
With  light  heart  and  good  spirits. 

DEvnucux. 

You  are  right 
Hut  did  not  strike  me.   Ill  pull  off  the  ooa^— 
So  there's  an  end  of  it 

MACDONALD. 

Yes,  but  there's  anodMr 
Point  to  be  thought  of. 

BUTLKB. 

And  what's  dmt,  BlaodooKt 

MACDONALD. 

What  avails  sword  or  dagger  against  him  t 
He  is  not  to  be  wounded — he 


BUTLER  {ilttrting  up). 

Whatt 

MACDONALD. 

Safe  against  shot,  and  stab  and  flash !  Hard 
Secured,  and  warranted  by  die  black  art! 
His  body  is  impenetrable,  I  tell  you. 

DEVEBEUX. 

In  Inglestadt  diere  was  just  such  another : 
His  whole  skin  was  the  same  as  steel ;  at  last 
We  were  obliged  to  beat  him  down  with  gnniloeb  ' 

MACDONALD. 

Hear  what  I  '11  da 

DEVEREUX. 

WeUf 

MACDONALD. 

In  the  cloister  here 
There 's  a  Dominican,  my  countryman. 
I  '11  make  him  dip  my  sword  and  pike  for  me 
In  holy  water,  and  say  over  them 
One  of  his  strongest  blessings.  That  *s  probatuoL 
Nothing  can  stand  'gainst  that 

BUTLER. 

So  do,  MacdooaM 
But  now  go  and  select  from  out  the  regiment 
Twenty  or  thirty  able-bodied  fellows. 
And  let  them  take  the  oaths  to  the  ^nperor. 
Then  when  it  strikes  eleven,  when  die  first  roundi 
Are  pass'd,  conduct  them  silently  as  may  be 
To  the  hoiue — I  wiU  mjrself  be  not  fu  off 

DEVEREUX. 

But  how  do  we  get  through  Harlschier  and  Gofdaa 
That  stand  on  guard  there  in  the  inner  chamber  t 

BUTLER. 

I  have  made  mjrself  acquainted  with  the  place. 
I  lead  you  through  a  back-door  that's  defended 
By  one  man  only.    Me  my  rank  and  office 
Give  access  to  the  Duke  at  every  hour, 
I'll  go  before  you — with  one  poniard-stroke 
Cut  Hartschier's  windpipe,  and  make  way  for  you. 

DEVEBEUX. 

\  And  wVuen  yi<^  qx«  x^aiq,  by  what  moans  shall  we  gain 
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bed-chamber,  without  hu  alarming 
I  of  ihe  Court ;  for  ho  has  here 
oorapaiqr  of  foUoweri  f 

BUTLKR. 

Ill  fill  the  right  wing ;  he  hates  bustle, 
n  the  left  wing  quite  alone. 

DEVZRKUZ. 

I  over— hey.  Macdonald  ?  I 
on  the  occasion,  devil  knows ! 

MACDONA-LDl 

r  is  too  great  a  personage, 
hold  us  for  a  brace  of  villains. 

BUTLKK. 

nor,  splendor — You  may  safely 
B  people's  babble. 

DXVEEEUX. 

If  the  business 
I  one's  honor — ^if  that  be  quite  certain — 

BUTLXK. 

rts  quite  at  ease.  Ye  save  for  Ferdinand 
nd  Elmpire.   The  reward  can  be 

DEVZKKUZ. 

purpose  to  dethrone  the  Emperor? 

BUTLXE. 

—to  rob  him  of  his  Crown  and  life. 

DKVKBXDX. 

t  fidl  by  the  eiecutioner's  hands, 
leliver  him  up  to  tibe  Emperor 


rere 


BUTLtB. 

oertain  destiny. 


Gooie  then,  Macdonald,  he  shall  not 


[JTLEB  through  one  door,  Macdonald  tmd 
OLXUZ  through  the  other. 


SCENE  m. 

MeandgloomyApartmerUattkeDvcHEBS 
iHD*8.  Tbxkla  on  a  Beat,  pale,  her  eyet 
The  Duchess  and  Laot  Neubbunn 
)ovther.  WALLENSTEiNoiKfcAe  Countess 
Tsud'on. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

he  it  SO  soon  f 

COUNTESS. 

She  seems  to  have 
me  misfortune.    The  report 
sment,  in  the  which  had  fallen 
the  Imperial  army,  firighten'd  her. 
intly.    She  flew  to  meet 
I  courier,  and  with  sudden  questioning, 
I  from  him  the  disastrous  secret, 
miss'd  her,  haston'd  afler  her, 
ir  Ijring  in  his  arms,  all  pale 
xm. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

A  heavy,  heavy  blow ! 
inpreparod !  Poor  child !  How  is  it  ? 

[Turmng  to  the  Duchxbb. 
I  to  herself? 

DUCHESS. 

Her  eyes  are  opening. 

eOUNTEgBL 


arommlher). 
Where  ami? 

WALLENSTEIN  (sfeps  fo  her,  raising  her  «p  m  Au  arwuli. 
Come,  cheerly,  TheUa!  be  my  own  brave  girl ! 
See,  there 's  thy  bving  mother.   Thou  art  in 
Thy  father's  aims; 

THIKLA  (atandtng  iqi). 

Where  is  he  f  Is  ho  gone  f 

DU0HX88. 

Who  gone,  my  daughter  t 

THEKLA. 

-    He — the  man  who  utter'd 
That  word  of  misery. 

DUCIIB88L 

O!  think  not  of  it, 
MyThekla! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Give  her  swrow  leave  to  talk ! 
I^t  her  complain    mingle  your  tears  with  hen. 
For  she  hath  sofier'd  a  deep  anguidi ;  but 
She  11  rise  superior  to  it,  for  my  Thekla 
Hath  all  her  father's  unsubdued  heart 

THEKLA. 

I  am  not  ilL  See,  I  have  power  to  stand. 
Why  does  my  mother  weep  ?   Have  I  alaim'd  h«r  f 
It  is  gone  by — I  recollect  myself— 
[She  catts  her  eve$  round  the  room,  a»  mehmg  sons 
one.         w'' 
Where  is  he  f  Please  you,  do  not  hide  him  fiom  me. 
You  see  I  have  strength  enough :  now  I  will  hear  him. 

DUCHESS. 

No,  never  shall  this  messenger  of  evil 
Enter  again  into  thy  presence,  Thekla ! 


My  fatfaei^ 

'    WALLENSmN. 

Dearest  daughter! 

THEKLA. 

Iln  not  weak— 
Shortly  I  shall  be  quite  myself  again. 
You  11  grant  me  one  request? 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Name  it,  my  daughter. 

THEKLA. 

Permit  the  stranger  to  be  call'd  to  me. 
And  grant  me  leave,  that  by  myself  I  may 
Hear  his  report  and  question  him. 

DUCHESS. 


No,  never! 


C0UNTE8B. 


/ 


IDp  not  advisable— assent  not  to  it 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Hush !  Wherefore  wouldst  thou  speak  with  him,  my 
daughter  ? 

THEKLA, 

Knowing  the  whole,  I  shall  be  more  collected  : 
I  will  not  be  deceived.    My  mother  wishes 
Only  to  spare  me.    I  will  not  be  spared, 
The  worst  is  mid  already :  I  can  l^ear 
Nothing  of  deeper  anguish ! 

DUCHE88  and  COUNTEBS. 

Do  it  not 

THEKLA. 

The  horror  overpower'd  me  by  voff^raA. 

My  heart  betray'd  me  in  the  t!brani||6f  a  \«M(OftA\ 

He  was  a  witnesB  of  my  ^fookiMfta,  voa^ 


IM 
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InnkmloliiiunH;  and  diat  hai  riuuned  bm. 
I  mini  replace  myself  in  hia  eateem. 
And  I  muit  apeak  with  him,  peHbfoe,  that  he> 
The  ilmnger»  may  not  think  ungently  of  me. 

«     wALLDfnTcnr. 
I  aee  ahe  is  hi  die  right,  and  am  inclined 
Td  giant  her  thia  reqneit  of  hen.   Go.  call  him. 

(L4DT  NiUBKUNN  goes  fo  ooS  km), 

DUCHX88. 

Bat  I,  diy  mother,  will  be  preaent— 


Twero 
Bfbre  pleaaing  to  me,  if  alone  I  nw  him : 
Tniat  me,  I  shall  behave  myself  the  more 
Qollectedly. 

WALLEmniN. 

Permit  her  her  own  wiU. 
Leave  her  alone  with  him :  for  there  are  aoROWS, 
Where  of  necessity  the  soul  must  be 
Its  own  support    A  strong  heart  will  rely 
On  its  own  strength  alone.  In  her  own  bosom, 
Not  in  her  mother's  arms,  must  she  collect 
The  abengtfa  to  rise  superior  to  this  blow. 
It  is  mine  own  brave  ^rL    I  '11  have  her  treated 
Not  as  the  woman,  but  the  heroine.  (CMng. 

couNTiss  {detaining  him). 
Where  art  thou  going?  I  heard  Teilsky  say 
Tliat  'tis  tkff  purpose  to  depart  frolb  hence 
Tmuhtow  early,  but  to  leave  us  here. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Tes,  ye  stay  here,  placed  under  the  protection 
Of  gallant  men. 

00UNTU8. 

O  take  us  with  you,  brother! 
Leave  us  not  in  this  gloomy  solitude 
To  brood  o'er  anxious  thoughts.    The  mists  of  doubt 
Magnify  evils  to  a  shape  of  horror. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Who  speaks  of  evil  f  I  entreat  you,  sister, 
Use  words  of  better  omen. 

C0I7NTES8. 

Then  take  us  with  you. 

0  leave  us  not  behind  you  in  a  place 
That  forces  us  to  such  sad  omens.    Heavy 
And  sick  within  me  is  my  heart 

These  walls  breathe  on  me,  hko  a  church-yard  vault 

1  cannot  tell  you,  brother,  how  this  place 
Doth  go  against  my  nature.    Take  us  with  ]rou. 
Come,  sister,  join  you  your  entreaty ! — Niece, 
Yours  too.  We  all  entreat  you,  take  us  with  jrou! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Hie  place's  evil  omens  will  I  change. 

Making  it  that  which  shields  and  shelters  for  me 

My  beet  beloved. 

LADY  NEUBRUNN  {returning). 
The  Swedish  officer. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Leave  her  abne  with  me.  [Exit, 

DUCHESS  {to  Thekla,  who  ttarts  and  thivers). 
There — pale  as  death !— Child,  'tis  impossible 
That  thou  shouldst  speak  with  him.  Follow  thy  mother. 


SCENE  IV. 

Tbixla,  TBI  Swedish  CATTAnr,  LaDrNnnHnn 

CARAIN  {rt^tctffMy  Ojppro&tddmg  Asr). 
ftincess   I  must  entreat  yoox  gentle  paidoo— 
My  inconaiderate  rash  speech— How  oooU  I— 


{wUkdigmhf^ 
You  have  beheld  me  in  my  agony. 
A  most  distressful  accident  occaaioa'd 
You  fiom  a  stranger  lo  become  at  ouem 
Mj  confidant 

CAPTAIN. 

I  fear  you  hate  my  proaeuee. 
For  my  tongue  spake  a  melancholy  woid. 


r 


THIKLA. 

Tbe  Lady  Neubrunn  then  may  stay  with  me. 

[Exema  DuciUuSS  and  Co\]NTis&.\M^  deaiefX\%i^7 


Tlie  fiiult  is  mine.    Myself  did  wreet  it  fiom  fn. 
The  hmror  which  came  o'er  me  inlemipCed 
Your  tale  at  its  commencement  Mvy  it 
Continue  it  to  the  end. 

CAPfAUr. 

Frinceas,  'twill 
Renew  your  anguish. 

THEKLA. 

I  am  firm. 
I  loiS  be  firm.  Well— how  began  the 

CAPTAIN. 

We,  lay,  expecting  no  attack,  at  Neoalad^   ■ 
Intrench'd  but  insecurely  in  our  camp. 
When  towards  evening  rose  a  cloud  of  dust 
From  the  wood  thitherward ;  our  vangiaud  fled 
Into  the  camp,  and  sounded  the  alarm. 
Scarce  had  we  mounted,  ere  the  Pappenheuaen^ 
Their  horses  at  full  speed,  broke  through  the  liasi^ 
And  leapt  the  trenches ;  but  their  heedless  oom^ 
Had  borne  them  onward  Air  before  the  odieis 
The  in&ntry  were  still  at  distance  only. 
The  Pappenheimers  foUow'd  daringly 
Their  daring  leader 

[Thekla  hetrayt  agitation  in  her  geetvret,  Tk 
Qfieer  pauaes  tiR  the  WMtJtesa  mgntokimlt 
proceed. 

CAPTAIN. 

Both  in  van  and  flanks 
With  our  whole  cavalry  we  now  received  them ; 
Back  to  the  trenches  drove  them,  where  the  fixA 
Stretch'd  out  a  solid  ridge  of  pikes  to  meet  them. 
They  neither  could  advance,  nor  yet  retreat; 
And  as  they  stood  on  every  side  wedged  in. 
The  Rhinegrave  to  their  leader  call'd  aloud. 
Inviting  a  surrender ;  but  their  leader. 

Young  Piccokvmini 

[THEilLA,  at  giddy,  gratpt  a  dm- 
Known  by  his  plume, 
And  his  long  hair,  gave  signal  for  the  trenches; 
Himself  leapt  first,  the  regiment  all  plunged  after, 
ffis  charger,  by  a  halbert  gored,  rear'd  up. 
Flung  him  with  violence  oS,  and  over  him 
The  horses,  now  no  longer  to  be  curb'd^ 

[Thekla  who  hat  accompanied  the  latl  tpeech  wiA 
aU  the  marht  ef  increasing  agony,  trtmiitt 
through  her  vhole  frame,  and  it  fa&ng,  Tk 
Ladt  Neubkonn  nau  to  her,  and  recetsei  kr 
in  AerorsM. 


. 


WKUXIKN. 


^< 
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l«t 


CAPTAIN. 

I  retire. 


Twover. 


Princ 


OAfTAiii  (eiM^tued), 


GAPTAXN. 

WiMdeipeir 
tioope  with  fienxjr  when  they  saw 
perish;  every  thought  of  rescue 
;  they  finigfat  like  wounded  tigers ;  their 
lance  roused  our  soldiery ; 
I  fi|^  took  place,  nor  was  the  contest 
ne  their  last  man  felL 

TEMXLAifaUering). 

And  whe 
Pou  have  not  told  me  alL 

CAPTAm  {after  a  pauie). 

Thismommg 
tiim.    Twelve  youths  of  noblest  birth 
n  to  interment ;  die  whole  army 
9  bier.    A  laurel  deck'd  his  coffin ; 
of  .the  deceased  was  placed  upon  it, 
honor,  by  the  Rhmegrave's  sel£ 
•ere  wanting ;  for  there  are  among  us 
had  themseWes  experienced 
Bss  of  his  mind,  and  gentle  manners ; 
fected  at  his  fiite.  Hie  Rhinegrave 
ingly  have  saved  him;  but  himself 
the  attempt— lis  said  he  wish'd  to  die. 

rM  (fo  Tbmmja,  «fto  ku  hidden  her  com^ 


(TiucKLA  mUndly  mahei  dgm  to  him  to  go,  tmi 
Utnafrfmkan.  The CtrsiJX UmgirB, ami 
ie  about  to  tpeak  Lady  NxoBEOMM  ryealf 
Ike  sigmU,  and  he  reArte, 


SCENE  V. 

Tbecla,  Ladt  NxuBBimii: 

TBIKLA  {JdUe  on  Ladt  Nbubrunn'8  nedk). 
Now.  gentle  Neubrunn,  show  me  the  aflectioii 
Which  dion  hast  ever  promised— prove  thyself 
My  own  true  ihend  and  ftithfol  fidlow-piljpim. 
This  night  we  must  away ! 

mRTBRUNN. 

Away!  andwfaitherf 

TKDUiA. 

Whither!  There  is  bat  one  place  in  die  woild. 
Thither  where  he  lies  buried!  To  his  coffin! 

IfKI7BRUllN. 

What  would  you  do  there  t 


Where  ishisgravet 

CAPTAIN. 

It,  lady ;  m  a  cknster  church 

latns  deposited,  until 

»ve  dizectinns  fiom  his  father. 

THXKLA. 

B  doiitei'a  name  ? 

CAPTAIN. 

Saint  Cadierine's. 


Whatdodieref 
That  wouldst  thou  not  have  ask'd,  hadst  dioa  a'er 

loved. 
Tliere,  theie  is  all  that  still  remains  of  him. 
That  single  spot  is  the  whole  eardi  to  me. 

NXUBRUNN. 

That  place  of 


aritUdiidiert 

CAPTAIN. 

Near  twelve  leagues. 

THXKLA. 

kdie  way! 

CAPTAIN. 

You  go  by  Tirschenreit 
inbeig,  through  our  advanced  posts. 

TBKKLA. 


Is  now  the  only  pkee, 
Where  life  yet  dwells  for  me:  detain  me  not! 
Come  and  make  preparatioos :  let  us  diink 
Of  means  to  fly  fiom  hence. 

NXUBRI7NN. 

Toorfodier's 

THEKLA. 

That  time  is  pest— 

And  now  I  fear  no  human  being's  nge. 

NKUBIUNN. 

The  sentence  of  die  world!  Tie  tongue  of  calumiiy! 

THKKLA. 

Whom  am  I  seeldngt  Him  who  is  no  more. 

Am  I  then  hastening  to  the  arms O  God ! 

I  haste  but  to  the  grave  of  the  beloved. 

NEUBRUNN. 

And  we  alone,  two  helpless  feeble  women  t 

THXKLA. 

Wt^^  take  weapons :  my  arm  shall  protect  thee^ 

NXUBRI7NN. 

In  the  daik  night-time  t 


Who 


! 


CAPTAIN. 

Colonel  Seckendorf 

KLkMip$ioihetaUe,andtakeiaringfr€m 
a  ftttfiff 


hAM  me  m  my  agony, 

m  a  feeling  heart   Please  you,  accept 

[Gfmiv  kirn  ike  rmg. 
cfdiMhoor.    Now  go!' 


Darkness  will  conceal  US. 

NXUBRUNN. 

This  foac^  tempestoous  night 

THXKLA.  - 

Had  he  a  soft  bed 
Under  dM  hoofr  of  his  war4iorsest 

NXUBRUNN. 

Heaven! 

And  then  die  many  posts  of  the  enemy ! 

THXKLA. 

They  are  human  beings.    Misery  travels  free 
Through  the  whole  eiiith. 
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mnrBEUNN. 
Tbe  journey*!  weary  leogUi— 

THBKLA. 

Hie  pilglim;  travelling  to  a  distant  shrine 

Of  hope  and  healing,  doth  not  ooont  the  leagaei. 

NSUBRUNN. 

How  caa  we  paa  the  gatea  ? 


Gold  opena  them. 
Go^dobntga 

NIUBRUNN. 

Should  we  be  recognized — 

THEKLA. 

In  a  deapaiiing  woman,  a  poor  fugitive, 

Will  no  one  seek  the  daughter  of  Duke  Friedland. 

NXUBRUNN. 

And  where  procure  we  horses  for  our  flight  ? 

THEKLA. 

My  equerry  procures  them.    Go  and  fetch  him. 

NEUBEUNN. 

DaiBs  he,  without  the  knowledge  of  his  lord  7 

THEKLA. 

He  will    Go^  only  go.    Delay  no  longer. 

NEUBRUNN. 

Dear  lady!  and  your  mother? 

THEKLA. 

Oh !  my  mother ! 

NEUBRUNN. 

So  much  as  she  has  sufler'd  too  already ; 
Your  tender  mother — ^Ah !  how  ill  prepared 
For  this  last  anguish ! 

THEKLA. 

Woe  is  me !  my  mother ! 

[Patuea. 
Go  instantly. 

NEUBRUNN. 

But  think  what  you  arc  doing ! 

THEKLA. 

What  can  be  thought,  already  has  been  thought 

NEUBRUNN. 

And  being  thoro,  what  purpose  you  to  do  f 

THEKLA. 

There  a  Divinity  will  prompt  my  soul. 

NEUBRUNN. 

Your  heart,  dear  lady,  is  disquieted ! 
And  this  is  not  the  way  that  leads  to  quieL 

THEKLA. 

To  a  deep  quiet,  such  as  he  has  found, 

It  draws  me  on,  I  know  not  what  to  name  it. 

Resistless  does  it  draw  roe  to  his  grave. 

There  will  my  heart  be  cased,  my  tears  will  flow. 

O  hasten,  make  no  further  questioning ! 

There  is  no  rest  for  roe  till  I  have  left 

These  wa1I»— tlioy  fall  in  on  roe — a  dim  power 

Drives  me  from  hence — O  mercy !  What  a  feeling ! 

What  pale  and  hollow  forms  ore  those !  They  fill, 

They  crowd  the  plac« !  I  have  no  longer  room  here ! 

Mercy !  Still  more !  More  still !  The  hideous  swarm ! 

They  press  on  roe ;  they  cliosc  me  from  these  walls — 

71)080  hollow,  bodiless  forms  of  living  men ! 


NEUBRUNN. 

You  frighten  me  ao,  lady,  that  no  longer 
/  f/aro  Htny  hero  mytielf.     I  (to  and  call 
lioeonherg  instantly.  [Exit  Lady  Neubilwn.\  oimvtaA  m'^hntA is^on  \»  ^  v^i 


SCENE  VL 


THEKLA. 


His  spirit  *tis  fliat  calls  me :  'tis  the  troop 

Of  h^  true  followers,  who  ofier'd  np 

Themselves  to  avenge  his  dea& :  and  they  aocon  ■• 

Of  an  ignoble  loitering    Ifey  would  not 

Foisake  their  leader  even  in  his  death— liey  died  flv ' 

him! 
And  shall  /  live  % — 

For  me  too  was  that  laurel-gariand  twined 
That  decks  his  bier.    Life  is  an  empQr  casket: 
I  throw  it  fnmi  me.    O !  my  only  hope ; — 
To  die  beneath  the  hoofi  of  trampling  steeda— 
That  is  the  lot  of  heroes  upon  earth!  [EadtTwaaoA^ 
i^The  cwrUun  drops). 


ACT  V. 

SCENE  I. 

Scene — A  Saloon^  terminated  by  a  ChBery  wUA  » 
tends  far  into  the  back^roimd. 

Wallenstein  (sittis^  at  a  taUe). 

The  Swedish  Captain  {ttmding  before  km). 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Commend  me  to  youi  lord.    I  sympathise  ^ 

In  his  good  fortune ;  and  if  you  have  seen  me 
Deficient  in  the  expressions  of  that  joy. 
Which  such  a  victory  might  well  demiuid, 
Attribute  it  to  no  lack  of  good-will. 
For  henceforth  are  our  fortunes  one.    Farewell 
And  for  your  trouble  take  my  thanks.    Tmhohow 
The  citadel  shall  be  surrender'd  to  yon 
On  ]rour  arrival. 

[The  Swedish  Captain  retires.  Wallenctein  mU 
lost  in  thought^  his  eyesjixed  vacanUyf  ami  ki 
head  sustained  by  his  hand.  7^  Countv 
Tertsky  enters,  stands  be/ore  him  awkSky  ss- 
observed  by  him ;  at  length  he  starts,  sees  her 
and  recollects  himself. 


• 


wallenstein. 
Comest  thou  from  her  ?  Is  she  restored  7  How  is  sbel 

COUNTESS. 

My  sister  tells  me,  she  was  more  collected 
After  her  conversation  wiA  the  Swede. 
She  has  now  retired  to  rest 

wallenstein. 

The  pang  will  soAbd. 
She  will  shed  tears. 

COUNTESS. 

I  find  thee  altered  too. 
My  brother !  After  such  a  victory 
I  had  expected  to  have  found  in  thee 
A  cheerful  spirit    O  remain  (Aou  finn ! 
Sustain,  uphold  us !  For  our  light  thou  art. 
Our  sun. 

wallenstein. 
Be  quiet    I  oil  nothing.    Where  *s 
Thy  husband  ? 


*  The  aoUloqar  of  Thekla  consists  in  tbe  oriicinal  of  i 
twenty  lines,  twenty  of  which  ore  in  rfarmei  of  irregnUr  i 
roaoe.  I  thought  it  pnideot  to  abridge  it  Indeed  the  wholsi 
botwem  ThekU  and  Lady  Neobr turn  nufht.  perhaps,  have  beis 


^^^ 
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OOUNTE88. 

At  a  banqaet^-lie  and  Hlo. 
HSTKUff  (ruef  tmd  ttridet  acrota  the  mloony. 
It's  fiur  ipent    Betake  thee  to  thy  chamber. 

COITlfTISS. 

KiC  p>,  O  let  me  itay  urith  thee ! 

WALLKiiSTEiN  {wioveM  to  the  window). 

a  bwy  motion  in  the  Heaven, 

d  doth  chaae  the  flag  upon  the  tower, 

lep  the  clouds,  the  oiekle*  of  the  moon, 

ig,  dartB  matches  of  uncertain  light 

of  star  is  visible !    That  one 

Bin  of  light,  that  single  glinmiering  yonder, 

[Cassiopeia,  and  therein 

T.    (A  pau$e).   But  now 

:lmesB  of  die  troubled  element  hides  him! 

I  staJb  into  profound  mdancholyt  and  lookt 

vacantly  into  the  distance. 
■  (2odb  on  him  mowmfuUyt  (hen  gratpe  his 

handy. 
t  tibou  brooding  on? 

WALLINffTEIN. 

Methinks, 
saw  him,  'twould  be  well  with  me. 
e  star  of  my  nativity, 
m  marvellously  hath  his  aspect 
mgth  into  my  heart 

COURTCH. 

Tlioant  see  him  again. 
VTKiic  {remains  for  a  wkSe  with  absent  in^ad, 
issumes  a  livelier  manner,  and  turns  suddenly 
Countess). 
1  againf  O  never,  never  again ! 

comma. 


He  is 


WALUDWrEXN. 

dust. 

G017NTI88. 

Whom  meanest  thou  then? 


WAIXJENSTKIN. 

moce  fortunate !  yea,  he  hath  finish'd ! 
there  is  no  longer  any  future, 
is  bright— bright  without  spot  it  was, 
mot  cease  to  be.    No  ominous  hour 
at  his  door  with  tidings  of  mishap, 
is  he,  above  desire  and  fear ; 
B  submitted  to  the  change  and  chance 
ansteady  planets.    O  His  well 
m!  but  who  knows  what  the  coming  hour 
1  thick  darkness  brings  for  us  ? 

I  fwr  inei  are  ezpreand  in  theoricinsl  with  exqointe 

a  HimDel  ut  geacheftige  Bewernng. 
ei  ThnniMi  Fahoe  jagt  der  Wind,  ■chnell  geht 
er  Wolken  Zag.  die  Mondes-Sickel  wakkU 
nd  doreh  die  Nacht  zaekt  ongowiuo  Helle. 

nd  "  OMOD-siekle."  retnindi  me  of  a  punge  in  Bar- 
>tad  bj  Johnson,  under  the  word  **  falcated.**  **  The 
id  part  of  the  moon  appeari  in  the  form  of  a  atckle  or 
ook,  which  ia  while  she  ia  moving  from  the  coigonc- 
w  opposition,  or  from  the  new-moon  to  the  fbU:  hot 
Id  a  aew  again,  tho  enlightened  part  appears  gibbooi, 
ukfmlcuted." 

trie  **  wankeo"  and  "  ichwoben"  are  not  easily  trans- 
he  Esgliah  words,  by  which  we  attempt  to  reoder 
imlgar  or  pedantic,  or  not  of  loflieiently  gene- 
Bo  "der  Wolken  Zug'*— The  UnA,  the  Pro- 
u— The  Maaes  of  tho  Cloiids  f  weQ>  oairafd 


OODNTUB. 

Thou  speakest 
Of  Picoolomini.    What  was  his  death  ? 
The  courier  had  just  left  thee  as  I  came. 

CWallxnstein  by  a  motion  of  his  hand  wukes 
signs  to  her  to  be  sHenL 
Turn  not  thine  eyea  upon  the  backward  view. 
Let  us  look  forward  into  sunny  dajrs. 
Welcome  with  joyous  heart  the  victory, 
Fozget  what  it  has  cost  thee.    Not  to-day. 
For  the  iint  time,  thy  friend  was  to  thee  dead ; 
To  thee  he  died,  when  fixst  he  parted  from  thee. 

WALLKNSTXIN. 

This  anguish  will  be  wearied  down,*  I  know ; 
What  pang  is  permanent  with  man?  From  the  highest 
As  from  the  vilest  thing  of  every  day 
He  learns  to  wean  himself:  for  the  strong  hours 
Gmquer  him.    Yet  I  feel  what  I  have  lost 
In  him.    The  bloom  is  vanish'd  from  my  lift. 
For  O!  he  stood  beside  me,  hke  my  youth, 
Transform'd  for  me  the  real  to  a  dream. 
Clothing  the  palpable  and  the  femiliar 
With  golden  exhalations  of  the  dawn. 
Whatever  fortiues  wait  my  future  toils. 
The  beautiful  is  vanish'd— -and  ratuins  not 

C0ITNTE88. 

O  be  not  treacherous  to  thy  own  power. 
Thy  heart  is  rich  enough  to  vivify 
Itselll    Thou  lovest  and  prizest  virtues  in  him. 
The  which  thyself  didst  plant  diyself  unfold. 

WALLENSTEIN  (Striping  to  the  door). 
Who  interrupts  us  now  at  this  late  hour  ? 
It  is  the  Governor.    He  brings  the  keys 
Of  the  Citadel    Tis  midnight   Leave  me, 


COUNTESS. 

0  'tis  so  hard  to  me  this  night  to  leave 
A  boding  fear  possesses  me ! 

WAJLtENBTEIN. 

Fear?  Wherefive?* 

C0UNTE88. 

Shoiddst  thou  depart  this  night,  and  we  at  waking 
Never  more  find  thee ! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Fancies ! 

COUNTESS. 

O  my  sold 
Has  long  been  weigh'd  down  by  these  dark  forebodings. 
And  if  I  combat  and  repel  them  waking. 
They  still  rush  down  upon  my  heart  in  dreams. 

1  saw  thee  yester-night  with  Uiy  first  wife 
Sit  at  a  banquet  gorgeously  attired. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

This  was  a  dream  of  favorable  omen. 

That  marriage  being  the  founder  of  my  fortunes. 

C0UNTE88. 

To^ay  I  dreamt  that  I  was  seeking  thee 

In  thy  own  chamber.    As  I  enter'd,  lo ! 

It  was  no  mora  a  chamber :  the  Chartreuse 

At  GitKhin  'twas,  which  thou  thyself  hast  founded. 


•  A  very  hiadeqaate  tramlation  of  the  original. 
Venehmerseo  werd*  ich  diewn  Schlag.  das  w 
Denn  was  verschmerzto  nicht  der  Mensch ! 


ich. 


LITERALLY. 

J  shall  grins  dowa  this  btow,  of  VlKall^mcfiiiiacwMa- 
What  does  not  laaa  %xwn  dowal 


\ 


198 


COLEatlDGE'S  POETIGAL  WORKR 


And  wbere  it  a  tiby  will  that  Iboa  ihoiildft  be 
Inten^d.  

WALLENVrBUC. 

Thy  loul  11  boty  with  theie  dioaghli. 

C0UNTX88. 

What!  doit  thou  not  believe  that  oft  in  dieama 
A  voice  of  warning  ipeaks  prophetic  to  m  f 

WALUEN8TEIN. 

Tliere  ia  no  doubt  that  there  exiat  auch  voicea. 

Yet  I  would  not  call  them 

Voicea  of  warning  that  announce  to  ua 

Only  the  inevitable.    Aa  the  aun, 

Ere  it  ia  riaen,  sometiniea  painta  ita  image 

In  the  atmoaphere,  aa  often  do  the  ipiritB 

Of  great  eventa  itride  on  before  the  eventa, 

And  in  to-day  already  walka  to-morrow. 

That  which  we  read  of  the  fourth  Heniy*!  death 

Did  ever  vex  and  haunt  me  like  a  tale 

Of  my  own  fiiture  deatiny.    The  kmg 

Felt  in  his  breatt  the  phuitom  of  the  knife, 

Long  ere  Ravaillac  arm*d  himaelf  therowidL 

Hia  quiet  mind  foraook  him :  the  phantaama 

Started  him  in  hia  Louvre,  chaaed  him  forth 

Into  the  open  air :  like  funeral  knella 

Sounded  Aat  coronation  festi^'al ; 

Axid  still  with  boding  eenae  he  heard  the  tread 

Of  thoae  feet  that  even  then  were  aeeking  him 

Hiroughottt  the  atreeta  of  Paris. 

G0UNTE8B. 

And  to  Ciba» 
The  voice  widiin  tiby  aoul  bodea  nothing  f 

WALLKN8TIIN. 

Nothing. 
Be  wlKiUy  tnaqiuL       

OOtniTEift 

Axid  another  time 
I  hastened  after  thee,  and  thou  rann'st  fiom  me 
Through  a  long  suite,  through  many  a  spacious  hall, 
There  scem'd  no  end  of  it :  doors  creak'd  and  clapp'd ; 
I  follow'd  panting,  but  could  not  o'ertake  thee ; 
When  on  a  sudden  did  I  feel  myself 
Grasp'd  from  behind — the  hand  waa  cold,    that 

gnisp'd  mo— 
Twas  thou,  and  thou  didst  kiss  me,  and  there  aeem'd 
A  crimson  covering  to  envelop  ua. 

WALLKNSTEIN. 

Tliat  is  the  crimson  tapestry  of  my  chamber. 

COUNTESS  {gazing  on  Aim), 
If  it  should  come  to  that — if  I  should  see  thee. 
Who  standest  now  before  me  in  the  fullness 
Of  life —  [SkefaUt  on  ku  breatt  and  weept. 

WALLEN8TEIN. 

llie  Emperor*s  proclamation  weighs  upon  thee — 
Alphabets  wound  not — and  he  finds  no  hands. 

00UNTE88. 

If*  he  tkould  find  them,  my  reaolve  is  taken— 
I  bear  about  me  my  support  and  refuge. 

[ExUCoxnrrmBB, 


WAULEWWEIW. 

I  hear  a  boisteroos  music !  and  die  CmHb 
blighted  op.   Who  are  the  revellers? 

ooanoN. 
There  is  a  banquet  given  at  the  CaaUe 
To  the  Coont  Tertaky,  and  Fleki  Manhal  IDoi 

WALLXNSTEIN. 

In  honor  of  the  vicfioiy— This  tribe 
Can  show  their  joy  in  nothing  else  bat 

[Ringa.    The  Groom  of  the  Ci 
Unrobe  me.    I  will  lay  me  down  to  aleepu 

[Wallenbtein  takeg  the  htyfnm  Gou 

So  we  are  guarded  from  all  enemies. 

And  shut  in  with  sure  friends. 

For  all  most  cheat  me,  or  a  ftce  like  thia 

[Fixing  his  eye  m  Gon 
Was  ne'er  a  h]rpocrite*s  mask. 

[T%e  Grooic  of  the  Chamber  uAbb  af  Im  ■ 
Ue,  coBar,  and  xarf. 

WALLENSTEUf. 

Take 


SCENE  II. 

Wallenstein,  Gordon. 

wallen8tein. 
All  quiet  in  the  town  7 

GORDON. 

The  town  ia  quiet 


iidi 

OROOM  OF  THE  CHAMBER. 

The  golden  chain  is  snapped  in  twa 

WALLENSTEIir. 

WeU,  it  hM  laated  long  enough.    Here— give  it 

[HetttkeMomilookt&lAiA 
Twaa  die  first  present  of  the  Emperor. 
He  hong  it  round  me  in  the  war  of  Friobb 
He  being  tiben  Archduke;  and  I  have  woiR  it 
Till  now  fifom  habit 
From  superstition,  if  you  will.   Belike^ 
It  was  to  be  a  Talisman  to  me; 
And  while  I  wore  it  on  my  neck  in  ftith. 
It  was  to  chain  to  me  all  my  life  loqg 
The  volatile  fortune,  whose  first  pledge  it  was. 
Well,  be  it  so !  Henceforward  a  new  fbrtmie 
Must  spring  up  for  me ;  for  the  potoicy 
Of  this  charm  is  dissolved. 

Groom  of  the  Chamber  rttirm  wkk  At  ^ 
menu,    Wallenstein  rises,  tabs  a  a 
across  the  room^  and  alandt  M  htt  h, 
Gordon  in  a  potture  of  aieifilttfioa 
How  the  old  time  returns  upon  me !  I 
Behold  myself  once  more  at  Bnrgau,  whara 
We  two  were  Pages  of  the  Court  togedier. 
We  oftentimes  disputed :  thy  intention 
Was  ever  good ;  but  thou  wert  wont  to  play 
The  Moralist  and  Preacher,  and  woukbt  rail  ati 
That  I  strove  after  things  too  high  for  me. 
Giving  my  faith  to  bold  unlawful  dreams^ 
And  ^ill  extol  to  me  the  golden  mean. 
—Thy  wiadom  hath  been  proved  a  thrifUess  fiii 
To  thy  own  self    See,  it  has  made  thee  eariy 
A  superannuated  man,  and  (but 
That  my  munificent  staia  will  intervene) 
Would  let  thee  in  some  miserable  conier 
Go  out  like  an  untended  lamp^ 

GORDON. 

My  Prince! 
With  light  heart  the  poor  fiaher  moors  his  boat. 
And  watchea  from  the  shore  the  lofly  ship 
Stranded  anud  the  stoim. 


\ 
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dien,  old  man  ?  Well !  I  am  not 
Dquflff^d  agmt  dnvm  me  o'er  life's  billows ; 
I  gtOl  firm,  my  canvas  swelling  praudly. 
vf  goddess  still,  and  Youth  my  inmate ; 
a  we  stand  tfans  front  to  front  almost, 
resume  to  say,  ^t  the  swift  years 
I'd  by  powerless  o*er  my  nnblanch'd  hair, 
■sees  witik  2oN^  sfrid»acras«  tA«  Soloofi,  and 
reaMMS  <m  ie  cppomle  tide  aver<igain8t 

GOftDON. 

'  penisti  in  calling  Fortnne  &lse  T 

B  has  proTed  fiudbifiil,  with  lond  love 

fiom  oat  the  common  ranks  of  men, 

a  mother  goddess,  with  strong  arm 

le  swiftly  np  the  steps  of  life. 

B  common  in  my  deMiny, 

a  fiuiows  of  my  hand.    Who  dares 

then  my  life  for  me  as  'twere 

le  midisiingairiiable  many  f 

hm  present  moment  I  appear 

w  indeed ;  but  I  shall  rise  again. 

flood  will  soon  follow  on  this  ebb ; 

lain  cf  my  fortune,  which  now  stops 
and  bound  by  some  malicious  star, 
in  joy  play  fcrth  fiom  all  its  pipes. 

OORDON. 

•emember  I  die  good  old  proverb, 
night  come  befbre  we  praise  the  day.** 
le  slow  fiom  long-coolinued  fortune 
r  hope :  fat  Hope  is  the  companion 
the  unftrtonate  by  pitying  Heaven ; 
eis  roond  the  head  of  prosperous  men : 
unsteady  are  die  scales  of  fiite. 


(smiling). 
e  veiy  Gordon  that  of  old 
t  to  preach  to  me,  now  once  more  preaching ; 
irell,  that  all  sublunary  things 
the  vassals  of  vicissitude, 
tipitioas  gods  demand  their  tribute. 
I  «go  the  andent  P&gans  knew  : 
eibre  of  their  own  accord  they  offer'd 
lelves  ii\)uries,  so  to  atone 
onsy  of  their  divinities : 
lan  sacrifices  bled  to  'Tjrphon. 
kr  a  pautCt  teriouB,  and  in  a  more  eubdued 


e  sacrificed  to  him — For  me 
U  the  dearest  friend,  and  through  my  &ult 
No  joy  from  favorable  fortune 
rwMgh  the  anguish  of  this  stroke, 
y  of  my  destiny  is  glutted  : 
I  for  life.    On  his  pure  head  the  lightning 
wxk  off  which  would  else  have  shatter'd  me. 


SCENE  ni. 

To  theee  enter  Seni. 

WAIJJCNSTKIN. 

It  Seni  T  and  beside  himself, 

ay  trust  his  looks?  What  brings  thee  hither 

ito  hour,  Baptista  7 

MEML 

Terror,  Duke ! 
looount. 

WALLBNSTEUf- 

What  now  7 
SB 


■UTL 

Flee  ere  the  diajr-break ! 
Trust  not  thy  penon  to  the  Swedes ! 

WALLKHBTEUf. 

What  now 
binthy  dioiights7 

8B1I1  (with  hmder  vcial^ 
Trust  not  thy  person  to  these  Swedes. 

»-  WALLE^STKIIC 

What  is  it  then? 

SENI  {atm  more  urgendi/). 

0  wait  not  the  arrival  of  these  Swedes ! 
An  evil  near  at  hand  is  threatening  thee 

From  ftbe  fiiends.   All  the  signs  stand  full  of  honor! 
Near,  near  at  hand  the  net-work  of  perditioo — 
Yea,  even  now  'tis  being  cast  around  thee ! 

WALLXNflTKINl 

Baptista,  thou  art  dreaming ! — Fear  befoob  thee. 

8INI. 

Believe  not  that  an  emp^  fear  deludes  me. 
Come,  read  it  in  die  planetaiy  aspects ; 
Read  it  thyself,  that  ruin  thrmtens  diee 
From  fidse  fiiends ! 

WAIJJCN8TB1N. 

From  the  folseness  of  my  fiiends 
Has  risen  die  whole  of  my  unprosperous  fortunes. 
The  warning  shpold  have  come  before.  Atpreoent 

1  need  no  revdalkxi  fiom  die  stars 
To  know  that 

SINI. 

Come  and  see !  trust  thine  own  eyes ! 
A  fearful  sign  stands  in  the  house  of  life — 
An  enemy ;  a  fiend  lurin  close  behind 
The  radiance  of  thy  planet — O  be  wam'd ! 
Deliver  not  thyself  up  to  these  headiens. 
To  wage  a  war  against  our  holy  church. 

WALLENSTUN  (Icngking  gently). 
The  oracle  rails  diat  way !  Yes,  yes !  Now 
I  recollect    This  junction  with  the  Swedes 
Did  never  please  theo    lay  thyself  to  sleep, 
Baptista !  Signs  like  these  I  do  not  fear. 

GORDON  (toko  during  the  whole  of  Uda  dialogue  ha$ 
akown  marke  of  extreme  agitation,  and  now  turns  to 

WALLEN8TEIN). 

My  Duke  and  General !   May  I  dare  presume  ? 

WALLENBTEIN. 

Speak  freely. 

GORDON. 

What  if  'twere  no  mere  creation 
Of  fear,  if  God's  high  providence  vouchsafed 
To  interpose  its  aid  for  your  deUverance, 
And  made  that  mouth  its  organ  ? 

WAU<BNSTBIN. 

Ye  're  bodi  feverish ! 
How  can  mishap  come  to  me  from  these  Swedes  ? 
They  sought  tUs  junction  widi  me — 'tis  their  in- 
terest 
GORDON  {with  dificulty  suppressing  his  emotion). 
But  what  if  the  arrival  of  diese  Swedes-- 
What  if  this  were  the  very  thing  that  wing'd 
The  ruin  diat  is  flying  to  your  temples  ? 

[Flings  kimsel/  at  his  feet. 

There  ii  yet  time,  my  Prince. 

BENl. 

O  Vkoax  >^aii\  V«u  Xaso^'^ 
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GORDON  (ritu). 
The  RhinegrmYe*!  still  far  off    Give  but  the  orden, 
ThiB  citadel  ihall  cloee  its  gates  upon  him. 
If  then  he  will  besiege  us,  let  him  try  it 
But  this  I  say ;  he  '11  find  his  own  destruction 
With  his  whole  force  before  these  ramparti,  sooner 
Than  weaiy  down  the  valor  of  our  spirit 
He  shall  experience  what  a  band  of  heroes, 
Inspirited  by  an  heroic  loader, 
Is  able  to  perform.    And  if  indeed 
It  be  thy  serious  wish  to  make  amend 
For  that  which  thou  hast  done  amiss, — this,  this 
Will  touch  and  reconcile  the  Emperor 
Who  gladly  turns  his  heart  to  thoughts  of  mercy. 
And  Friedland,  who  returns  repentant  to  him. 
Will  stand  yet  higher  in  his  Emperor's  fiivor. 
Than  e'er  ho  stood  when  he  had  never  fallen. 

WALLENCTTEIN  {canicmplatet  him  with  turprise^  remaint 
silefU  avohile^  betraying  gtrong  emotion). 

Gordon — ^your  seeal  and  fervor  lead  you  far. 
Well,  well — an  old  friend  has  a  privilege. 
Blood,  Gordon,  has  been  flowing.     Never,  never 
Can  the  Emperor  pardon  me :  and  if  he  could. 
Yet  I — ^I  ne'er  could  let  myself  be  pardon'd. 
Hod  I  foreknown  what  now  has  taken  place, 
That  he,  my  dearest  friend,  would  fall  for  me. 
My  first  death-ofibring ;  and  had  the  heart 
Spoken  to  me,  as  now  it  has  done — Gord(Hi, 
It  may  be,  I  might  have  betliought  myself. 
It  may  be  too,  1  might  not    Might  or  might  not. 
Is  now  on  idle  question.    All  too  seriously 
Has  it  b^un,  to  end  in  nothing,  Gordon ! 
Lei  it  then  have  its  course. 

[Stepping  to  the  toindom. 
All  dark  and  silent — at  the  Castle  too 
All  is  now  hush'd — Light  me.  Chamberlain ! 

[The  Groom  of  thk  Chamber,  who  had  entered 
during  the  hut  dialngue,  and  had  been  stand- 
ing at  a  digtaiux  and  listening  to  it  toUh 
visible  expressions  of  the  deepest  interest  ad' 
vances  in  extreme  agitation,  and  throws  him' 
sdf  at  the  Duke's  feet. 
And  thou  too !   But  I  know  why  Uiou  dost  wish 
My  reconcilement  \^ilh  the  F.mporor. 
Poor  man !  he  hath  a  small  estate  in  Caemthen, 
And  fears  it  will  be  forfeited  because 
He 's  in  my  service.     Ami  then  so  poor. 
That  I  no  longer  can  indemnify 
My  ser\'ants  ?  Well !  to  no  one  I  employ 
Means  of  compulsion.     If  'tis  thy  belief 
That  Fortune  has  fled  from  me,  go !  forsake  me. 
This  night  for  the  last  time  mayst  thou  unrobe  me, 
And  then  go  over  to  thy  Fmperor. 
Gordon,  good  night !  I  think  to  make  a  long 
Sloop  of  it :  for  the  struggle  and  the  turmoil 
Of  this  last  day  or  two  was  great.  May 't  please  you ! 
Take  care  that  they  awake  mo  not  too  early. 

[Exit  WALX,ENSTEIN,Me  GrOOH  OF  THE  CHAMBER 

lighting  him.  Seni  follows,  Gordon  remains 
on  the  darhened  stage,  fallowing  the  Duke 
with  his  eye,  till  he  disappears  at  the  farther 
end  of  the  gallery :  then  by  his  gestures  the  dd 
man  expresses  the  dejtth  of  his  anguish,  and 
stands  leaning  against  a  pillar. 


SCENE  IV. 

OoftoON,  BcTTLKR  (ot  Jirtt  behind  Ike  Seenef^ 

B17TLXR  (not  yef  come  into  mewof  the  iCBfge). 
Here  steid  in  silence  till  I  give  the  signal. 

GORDON  (slorte  tq>). 
Tis  he,  he  has  already  Inought  the  muiderom. 

BUTLXR. 

The  lights  are  out    All  lies  in  profound  sleep. 

GORDON. 

What  shall  I  do 7  Shall  I  attempt  to  save  himf 
Shall  I  call  up  the  house  f  Aliuin  the  guarcbf 

BtTTLKR  ((^ipears,  but  tcarcdy  osi  the  stage). 
A  light  gleams  hither  from  the  corridor. 
It  leads  directly  to  the  Duke's  bed-chtmber. 

GORDON. 

But  then  I  break  my  oath  to  the  Emperor ; 
If  he  escape  and  strengthen  the  enemy. 
Do  I  not  hereby  call  down  upon  my  head 
All  the  dread  consequences  ? 

butler  {stepping  forward). 

Hark!  WbospeabflMnI 

GORDON. 

Tis  better,  I  resign  it  to  the  hands 
Of  Providence.    For  what  am  1,  that  / 
Should  take  upon  myself  so  great  a  deed  7 
/  have  not  murder'd  him,  if  he  be  muider'd ; 
But  all  his  rescue  were  my  act  and  deed ; 
Mae — and  whatever  be  the  consequencei^ 
I  must  sustain  them. 

BUTZ^R  (odtxmc^ff). 

I  should  know  that  voice. 

GORDON. 

Butler! 

BCTLSR. 

*Tis  Gordon.    What  do  you  want  here  f 
Was  it  so  hite  then,  when  the  Duke  dismia'd  you  ? 

GORDON. 

Your  hand  bound  up  and  in  a  scarf  7 

BUTLER. 

"Tia  wounded. 
That  lUo  fought  as  he  were  frantic,  till 
At  last  we  threw  him  on  the  ground. 

GORDON  {shuddering). 

Both  dead  7 

BUTLER. 

b  he  in  bed  7 

GORDON. 

Ah,  Butler ! 

BUTLER. 

Is  ho  7  Speak. 

GORDON. 

He  shall  not  perish !  Not  through  you '  The  Heaven 
Refuses  your  arm.    See — 'tis  wounded ! 

BUTI.ER. 

There  is  no  need  of  my  arm. 

GORDON. 

The  most  guilty 

Have  perish'd,  and  enough  is  given  lo  justice. 

[The  Groom  of  the  Chamber  advances  ft 

the  gallery  with  hisfnger  on  his  mouth, 

manding  silence 

GORDON. 

He  sleeps !  O  murder  not  the  holy  sleep ! 

BUTLER. 

No '.  he  shall  die  awake.  [Is  gotng 
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eOBDON. 

Wm  heart  still  cleaves 
To  eaithly  diinp :  he's  not  prepared  to  step 
Into  th0  pfeaence  of  his  God ! 

BOTUDi  {going), 

God's  merciful! 
OOKDON  {ktida  him). 
CmA  lam  hut  fliis  nighf  s  respite. 

BUTLER  {kuffjng  of). 

TTie  next  nmnent 

Biqr  minalL 

OOUMN  (hiold$  Mm  KiS). 
One  hour  !•»— 

BUTLKE* 

UnboUme!  What 
Can  that  short  respite  profit  him  ? 

OOaDON. 

O— Time 
WarkB  mirscleSi    In  one  hour  many  thousands 
Of  grains  of  sand  run  out ;  and  quick  as  Aey, 
TlMNight  IbUowB  thought  within  the  human  souL 
Otaly  one  hour !  Yottr  heart  may  change  its  purpose, 
JKf  heart  may  change  its  purpose — some  new  tidings 
Bfay  come ;  some  fortunate  event,  decisive, 
Bfay  fidl  fiom  Heaven  and  rescue  him.    O  what 
May  not  (me  hour  achieve ! 


You  hut  remind  me, 
How  predous  every  minnto  is! 

[Ht  $Ua^  on  iktptat. 


SCENE  V. 


To  them  Oder  Macdonald.  and  Deveuux,  wUk  (he 

HAunutDncRs. 

ooRDOif  (tkrowiMg  ktBudf  between  him  and  them). 

No,  monster! 
First  over  my  dead  hody  thou  shalt  tread. 
I  will  not  live  to  see  the  accursed  deed ! 

BDTLKR  (forcing  him  out  of  the  vny). 
Weak-hearted  dotard ! 

[TVampefi  are  heard  in  the  dietence. 

XIEVXRRUZ  and  macoonald. 

Hark!  The  Swedish  trumpets! 
TIm  Swedes  beibre  the  ramparts !  Let  us  hasten ! 

GORDON  {ruihee  out). 
O,  God  of  Mercy ! 

BUTLER  (calling  after  him). 
Governor,  to  your  post! 
GROOM  OF  THE  CHAMBER  (hutriee  in). 
Who daiea  make larum  here 7  Hush!  The  Duke  sleeps. 

DKVEREUZ  (with  a  loud  hareh  voice). 
Friend,  it  ia  time  now  to  make  larum. 

GROOM  OF  THE  CHAMBER. 

Help! 
Mnider! 

BUTLER. 

Down  with  him ! 
OBOOM  OF  THE  CHAMBER  (run  through  the  body  by 
DBVRREUZ,/a22f  at  the  entrance  cf  the  gallery). 

Jesus  Msria! 

BUTLER. 

Bunt  the  doois  open. 

[TVy  ruth  over  the  body  into  the  gaOery-~iwo 
dome  areheard  to  crash  one  after  the  other — 
VoiceB  deadened  by  the  dietanee—^Jlcuh  of 
arm$ — then  all  at  once  aprcftmni  sSence, 


SCENE  VI. 

OOUlfTESS  TBRTBKT  (with  Q  Ught). 

Her  bed-chamber  is  empty ;  she  herseU* 
Is  nowhere  to  be  found!  The  Neubrunn  too, 
Who  walch'd  by  her,  is  missing.    If  she  should 

Be  fiown But  whither  iown  f  We  must  call  up 

Every  soul  in  the  house.    How  will  the  Duke 
Bear  up  against  these  worst  bad  tidings  T  O 
If  that  my  husband  now  were  but  retum'd 
Home  fiom  the  banquet ! — Hark !  I  wonder  whether 
The  Duke  is  still  awake !  I  thought  I  heard 
Voices  and  tread  of  feet  here !  I  will  go 
And  listen  at  the  door.    Hark !  what  is  thatf 
Tis  hastening  up  the  steps ! 


SCENE  VII. 
Countess,  Goriwn. 


GORDON  (ruahes  in  out  of  br&Uh), 
1*i8  a  mistake ! 
Tis  not  the  Swedes— Ye  must  proceed  no  further — 
Buder  J-^-O  God !  where  is  he  7 

GORDON  (obaerving  the  Countess). 

Countess!  Say 

countess. 
You  are  come  then  from  the  castle?  Where's  my 
husband? 

GORDON  (in  an  agony  of  affright). 
Your  husband !— AJik  not ! — ^Tb  the 


countess. 


You  have  discover'd  to  me- 


Nottill 


GORDON. 

On  this  moment 
Does  the  world  hang.   For  God's  sake !  to  the  Duke* 

While  we  are  speaking 

[Ckdling  loudly. 
Butler!  BuUer!  God! 

COUNTESS. 

Why,  he  is  at  the  castle  with  my  husband. 

[Butler  comeefrom  the  Gallery. 

GORDON. 

Twas  a  mistake — Tis  not  the  Swedes — it  is 
The  Imperialist's  Lieutenant-^yoneral 
Has  sent  me  hither — will  be  here  himself 
Instandy. — You  must  not  proceed. 

BUTLER. 

He  oomes 
Too  late.      [Gordon  daehes  himtelf  against  the  wall 

GORDON. 

O  God  of  mercy ! 

COUNTESS. 

What  too  bite  7 
Who  will  be  here  himself  7  Octavio 
In  Egra  7  Treason !  Treason !— Where 's  the  Duke  7 

[She  ruehee  to  the  Gallery. 


SCENE  VIII. 

(Servants  run  across  the  StagefuU  of  terror.  The  whole 
Scene  must  be  spoken  entirely  unthout  pauses). 

SEN!  (from  the  QaQenJ^. 
O  bloody  frightful  doedl 
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couNms. 

Whatiflit,  Seni? 

PAOK  {Jrtm  ike  QoUenf), 
O  piteoui  Hghl ! 

[Other  SertanU  kculm  in  wUk  tordkt. 

OOUNTBH. 

Wbataitt  ForGod'anke! 

8KNL 

And  do  yott  ask? 
^thin  tbe  Doke  lies  miirder'd— and  your  huaband 
A—anati»d  at  the  Caade. 

[The  CouNTBa  tiande  motundese, 
FIMALI  8X&VAifT  (nuhing  acrosi  the  aktge). 
Help!  Help!  die  Duchen! 

•uiaoMABTXK  {entert). 

What  mean  iheae  confbaed 
Loud  criea,  that  wake  the  sleepera  of  this  house  7 

GORDON. 

Your  house  is  cuised  to  all  eternity. 
In  youi  house  doth  the  Duke  lie  murder'd ! 
BURGOMASTER  {nohing  Old). 

Heaven  forbid! 

FIRST  SERVANT. 

Fly !  fly !  they  murder  us  all ! 

SECOND  SERVANT  {carrying  tiher  ftaie). 

Thai  way !  the  lower 
Pkssagea  are  block'd  up. 

VOICE  {from  behind  the  Scene). 
Make  room  ibr  the  lieutenantpGeneral ! 

[At  them  wordt  the  Countess  ttarUfrom  her  etupor, 
coOecU  hertdf,  and  retires  euddenljf. 
voice  {from  behind  the  Scene). 
Keep  back  the  people!  Guard  the  door! 


SCENE  IX. 


7b  theee  enters  Octavio  Piccolomini  with  aU  his 
Train.  At  the  same  time  Devereux  and  Macdon- 
ALD  enter  from  the  Corridor  with  the  Halberdiers. 
— Wallenstein's  dead  body  is  carried  over  the 
bach  part  of  the  Stage,  wrapped  in  a  piece  of  crimr 
son  tapestry, 

octavio  {entering  abruptly). 
It  must  not  be !  It  is  not  possible ! 
Butler!  Gordon! 
rU  not  beheve  it    Say,  No! 

[Gordon,  without  answering,  points  with  his  hand  to 
the  Body  of  Waijjenstein  as  it  is  carried  over 
the  bach  of  the  Stage.  Octavio  looks  that  way, 
and  stands  overpowered  with  horror. 

devereux  {to  Butler). 
Here  is  the  golden  fleece — the  Duke's  sword — 

macdonald. 
Is  it  your  order — 

BUTLER  {pointing  to  Octavio). 

Here  stands  he  who  now 
Hath  the  sole  power  to  issue  orders. 

[Devereux  and  Macdonald  retire  with  marks  of 
obeisance.  One  drops  away  after  the  other, 
tiU  only  Butler,  Octavio,  and  Gordon 
remain  on  the  Stage. 

octavio  {turning  to  Butler). 
Was  that  my  purpose,  Butler,  when  we  parted  ? 
O  God  of  Justice ! 

To  thee  I  lift  my  hand !  I  am  not  guilty 
Of  this  ibul  deed. 


■UTXXR. 

Your  hand  is  pore.    Tou  have 
Avail*d  ymindf  of  mine. 

octavio. 

Merefleas  man! 
Thus  to  abuse  die  orders  of  thy  Lofd — 
And  stain  thy  Emperor^  holy  name  with  maidflr, 
With  bloody,  most  accuned  aiassinatinn ! 

BUTLER  (coMjf). 
I've  but  ffalfiird  the  Emperor's  own  aentenca. 

octavio. 

0  curse  of  kings, 

Infusing  a  dread  life  into  their  words. 
And  linking  to  the  sudden  transient  though 
The  unchangeable  irrevocable  deed. 
Was  there  necessity  for  such  an  eager 
Dispatch  7  Couldst  thou  not  grant  the  meraiiil 
A  time  for  mercy  ?  Time  is  man's  good  AngeL 
To  leave  no  interval  between  the  aentenca^ 
And  the  fulfilment  of  it,  doth  beseem 
God  only,  the  immutable ! 

butler. 

For  what 
Rail  you  against  me?  What  is  my  oflenee f 
The  Empire  from  a  fearful  enemy 
Have  I  deliver'd,  and  expect  reward. 
The  single  difference  betwixt  jrou  and  me 
Is  this :  you  placed  the  arrow  in  the  bow ; 

1  pull'd  the  string.    You  sow'd  blood,  and  yet  stand 
Astonish'd  that  blood  is  come  up.    I  always 
Knew  what  I  did,  and  therefore  no  result 

j&th  power  to  frighten  or  surjMrise  my  spirit 

Have  ]rou  aught  else  to  order?  for  this  instant 

I  make  my  best  speed  to  Vienna ;  place 

My  bleeding  sword  before  my  Emperor's  Tlimie, 

And  hope  to  gain  the  applause  which  undelaying 

And  punctual  obedience  may  demand 

From  a  just  judge,  [Exit  Butler. 


SCENE  X. 


7b  thete  enter  the  Countess  Tertskt,  pede  and  dis- 
ordered. Her  utterance  is  slow  and  feeUe,  and  mn- 
impastioned. 

OCTAVTO  {meeting  her). 
O  Countess  Tertsky !  These  are  the  results 
Of  luckless  unblest  deeds. 

COUNTESS. 

They  are  the  finits 
Of  your  contrivances.    The  duke  is  dead. 
My  husband  too  is  dead,  the  Duchess  straggles 
In  the  pangs  of  death,  my  niece  has  disappear'd. 
This  house  of  splendor,  and  of  princely  glory, 
Doth  now  stand  desolated :  the  afiirighted  servant 
Rush  forth  through  all  its  doors.    I  am  the  last 
Therein ;  I  shut  ft  up,  and  here  deliver 
The  keys. 

octavio  {with  a  deep  anguish). 
O  Countess !  my  house  too  is  desolate. 

countess. 
Who  next  is  to  be  murder'd  ?  Who  is  next 
To  be  maltreated  ?  Lo !  the  Duke  is  dead. 
The  Emperor's  vengeance  may  be  pacified  * 
Spare  the  old  servants ;  let  not  their  fxlehty 
Ea  impiuted  \o  ^«  faith&il  as  a  crime — 
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piMB  hoam  your  ■dvenitf , 

in  in  joai  ifflidiona,  openi  to  yrm 

ksri^annB!  Theralbre  no  bnhsT  inn ; 

lOnBir  np  in  hope  u>d  confidence 

mpemi  Gnce! 

lUHim  (ui£il  Jler  ajk  muBJ  Jo  Aanvn) 

p«oe  hh)  mercy  of  a  grealer  Mutei 

M  up  mjrnU:    Where  ihalt  the  body 

yoke  bsTe  ile  |dw»  of  Gnil  nst  F 

IhATtreoee,  nhich  he  himaelf  did  fijond 

kin,  mt  Am  ConnlcH  Wellanncin ; 

hor  nde,  lo  nbom  be  wm  indeblsd 

GiM  £iitimM.  gnUfolly  ha  wi*h'd 

u  nmeliiDe  npoo  in  death !  O  lei  him 

id  than.  And  liknrin,  for  my  huaband'i 

1. 1  uk  du  lika  grace.   The  Emperor 

ptoprietoT  of  all  oar  CaRle*. 

e  may  nell  be  granted  u* — one  aepulchre 

he  •epolchra  of  oor  ibre&there  I 


Hon  wofthily  <^  me,  Ihao  to  belie** 

I  noaM  nurive  Ifae  down&ll  of  my  luoe. 

We  did  not  bold  aunelrsa  too  meaa  tai  graip 

Denji,  Int  not  the  feeling  aul  Ibe  ^dt 
Tlallethe  enwn  belong!  We  deem  a 


Help!  Help!  Sapporther! 


[An  Omcu.  euart,  owl  tnigi  a  Iftttr  wiA  lie 

aouOM  (MqM/onrarrf  awl  maU  Um). 
Whalialhkl 
[I  n  the  Imperial  SeaL 

[&  rtadt  At  addnn,  oxl  JeUtm  lit  UOcr  la 
OcTATio  niAalotktf  j^naA,  md  nil 
iCT  iumIIium  m  At  ward. 
To  the  Prwa  Ficcolomim. 

[OcnTio,a<aituink£i/raMiqinaat«^Mit- 
dtaaagiatk,nattt^tfetlo)mf». 

iTIia  Curiam  dnpi.) 


enr  iFall  of  i&obrttpierte; 

AN  HISTORIC  DRAMA. 


THE  PALL  OF  ROBESPIERRE. 


TO  H.  MARTIN,  ESQ. 
OF  JESUB  COLLEGE.  CAHBUDOE. 

ASSlB. 

.  a*  a  snail  lotimony  of  my  grateful  aUacb- 
la  ibllowing  Dramatic  Poem,  in  which  I  have 
md  to  delwl,  in  an  intereating  fiinn,  the  fall 
D,  nhoae  greal  bad  actione  have  cail  a  db- 
liMbe  (HI  hii  name.  In  the  eiecutioo  of  Ihe 
■  inljicecy  of  plot  could  not  have  been  at. 
Trilhoal  a  eroBi  violabon  of  recent  iacli.  it  '-'■^'■'"-■"  "*  "^■"^rV  ."".Tr  ""  '*Tr™" 

,      r         -.^..v.ju.  .i--"    —  -.      I  \,iri  nnn*  awfnl  mid  unpending 

a  niy  aote  aim  to  imilale  die  impa"ionBd  and  i ,        ,     ,*     , ,"",         X^^^rr.i,, 

lerelop  *e  chancten  of  the  chief  actore  on  ■■'■—  •■  "" 

lege  «t  honor*. 

Toim  tratertially, 

8.T.C0LatMK 

CoixDR,  SipMitcr  3),  1794. 


Thu  lemperi  galbem— be  it  mine  to  wek 
A  friendly  ihelter,  ere  il  bonlt  upon  him. 
Bill  wherel  and  bowl  I  feet  tba  l>raal'i  iomI— 


■  <r<>wl'd  upon  me  with  n 

aking  hii  eye  Ihe  inmate  of  mr  boaom. 

inow  be  Knm  me— and  I  ftel,  I  bale  him— 

It  thiw  il  in  him  that  which  n^ua  ne  tremble . 

(.Brt. 
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Enter  Taluen  and  LBOKNDms. 

TALUElf. 

It  was  Burrere.  Legenclre !  dklst  ihou  mark  him  f 

Abrupt  he  tum'd,  yet  Unger'd  u  he  went. 

And  towards  ua  cait  a  look  of  doubtful  meaning. 

LKGENDRK. 

I  maik*d  him  well.  I  met  hii  oye'a  last  glance; 

It  menaced  not  so  proudly  as  of  yore. 

Methought  ho  would  have  spoke — but  that  he  dared 

not — 
Such  agitation  darken'd  on  his  brow. 

TALLIKN. 

Twas  all-distrusting  guilt  that  kept  from  bursting 
1%*  imprison'd  secret  struggling  in  the  face : 
E'en  as  the  sudden  Im^pczc  upstarting  onwards 
Hurries  the  thundercloud,  that  poised  awhile 
Hung  in  mid  air,  red  with  its  mutinous  burthen. 

I.BGEND1K. 

PMrfklious  Traitor!— still  afraid  to  hask 
In  die  full  blaze  of  power,  the  rustling  serpent 
Lurks  in  the  thicket  of  the  Tyrant's  greatness, 
Ever  prepared  to  ntiiig  who  shelters  him. 
Each  thought,  eocli  action  in  himself  converges ; 
And  love  and  friendship  on  his  coward  heart 
Shine  like  the  powerlew  sun  on  polar  ice : 
To  all  attach'd,  by  turns  deserting  all, 
Cunning  and  dark — a  necessary  villain! 

TALI.FEM. 

Yet  much  depends  upon  him — well  you  know 
With  plausible  harangue  *t  is  his  to  paint 
Defeat  like  victory — ami  blind  tlie  mob 
With  truth-roix'd  falsehood.    They,  led  on  by  him. 
And  wild  of  head  to  u'ork  their  own  destruction. 
Support  with  upruar  what  he  plans  in  darkness. 

I.ROENDRR. 

O  what  a  prroious  name  w  Liberty 

To  scare  or  cheat  thf>  ximplc  into  Mlaves ! 

Yea — wo  muHt  gain  him  over :  by  dark  liints 

We'll  show  enungli  to  rouM>  hix  watchful  fears, 

Till  the  cold  couanl  bliixo  n  {lutriut. 

O  Danton !  ninrder'd  friend !  awint  my  counsels^ 

Hover  around  mo  on  t«ad  memory 'h  wings. 

And  pour  thy  daring  vcnfreancc  in  my  heart. 

Tallien!  if  but  to*nM)rn>w'8  tbteful  sini 

Beholds  the  Tyrant  living — wc  ore  dead  I 

TAI.I.IEN. 

Yet  his  keen  eye  that  Hashes  mighty  meanings^ 

LEHRNDRE. 

Fear  not — or  ratlier  fejir  th*  alternative, 

And  seek  for  courage  e'en  in  cowardice. 

But  see — hither  ho  comes — let  iw  nwny ! 

His  brother  willi  him.  and  the  hloo<ly  Couthon, 

And  high  of  haughty  spirit,  young  Sl-Jiwt. 

[Exeunt 

Enter  Robespierre,  Coornov.  St-Just,  and 
Robespierre  Junior. 

robespierre. 
What !  did  J  a  Fayette  foil  before  my  power  f 
And  did  I  conquer  Roland's  spotless  virtues  1 
The  fer\'ent  eloquence  of  Vergniaud's  tongue? 
And  Brissot's  thoughtful  soul  imbribe<l  and  bold  ? 
Did  zealot  armies  haste  in  vain  to  save  them  f 
W^//  djj  th'asKinin'B  dagt^or  am  its  point 
I^Ibw,  as  a  dream  or  murder,  at  my  buwm  ? 


And  shall  I  dread  the  aoft  luxuiioaa  TalliaBf 
Th'  Adonis  Tallien?  banquet-hnn^  lUlienf 
Him.  whose  heart  fluttera  at  the  dice-box  ?  Him. 
Who  ever  on  the  harlots*  downy  pillow 
Resigns  his  head  impure  to  feverish  alnmbera ! 

■T-JIWT. 

I  cannot  fear  him — yet  we  most  not  aconi  hin. 
Was  it  not  Antony  that  conquer'd  Bnitu% 
Th'  Adonis,  bonquet-himting  Antony? 
T^e  state  ■  not  yet  purified :  and  though 
'the  stream  runs  clear,  yet  at  the  bottom  Uea 
The  thick  black  sediment  of  all  the  factioah^ 
It  needs  no  magic  hand  to  stir  it  up ! 

counioN. 

0  we  did  wrong  to  spare  them — ^fatal  error ! 
Why  lived  Legendre,  when  that  Danton  died? 
And  Collot  d'Herbois  dangerous  in  Crimea  ? 
Fve  fear'd  him,  since  his  iron  heart  endured 
To  make  of  Lyons  one  vast  human  shambles; 
Compared  with  which  the  sun.acorch*d  wildeiiMB 
Of  Zara  were  a  smiling  paradise. 

ST-JUST. 

Rightly  thou  judgest,  Couthon !  He  is  one. 

Who  flies  from  silent  solitary  anguish. 

Seeking  forgetful  peace  amid  the  jar 

Of  elements.    The  howl  of  maniac  uproar 

Lulls  to  sad  sleep  the  memory  of  himsel£ 

A  calm  is  fiitol  to  him — then  he  feels 

The  dire  upboilings  of  the  storm  within  him. 

A  tiger  mad  with  inward  wounds. 1  dread 

The  fierce  and  restless  turbulence  of  guilt. 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Is  not  the  commune  oun 7    The  stem  tribunal? 
Dumas?  and  Vivier?  Fleuriot?  and  Louvetf 
And  Henriot?  Well  denounce  a  hundred,  nor 
Shall  they  behold  to-morrow's  sun  roll  westward. 

ROBESPIERRE  JITMOR. 

Nay — I  am  sick  of  lilotxi ;  my  aching  heart 
Reviews  the  long.  long  train  of  )ii(lo<ius  horrom 
That  still  have  glooni'd  tlie  rixc  nf  the  republic. 

1  should  have  dic<l  beforo  Toulon,  uhcn  war 
Became  the  patriot ! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Most  iHi worthy  wi«h ! 
He,  whose  heart  sickens  at  the  blood  of  troilora. 
Would  be  himself  a  traitor,  wore  he  not 
A  coward!  "Tis  congenial  souIm  alone 
Shed  teors  of  sorniw  for  each  other's  fate. 
O  thou  art  brave,  my  brother !  nnd  thine  eye 
Full  firmly  shinoH  amid  the  grrmning  battle — 
Yet  in  thino  heart  the  u(»mnn-torm  of  |iity 
Assorts  too  large  a  Khnro.  nn  ill-timed  guest! 
There  is  un.soiiiuInrss  in  the  stiitn — To-morrow 
Shall  SIM*  it  clouiuie<l  hy  wh(»lei<omo  massacre! 

ROIIF.sriKRRF.  Jl'MOR. 

Beware !  already  do  the  Hoctions  murmur — 
"  O  the  great  gloriuiu  imtriot,  Uol)OHpierre — 
The  tyratU  guardian  of  the  comitry's/rttt/tan.'" 

COUTHON. 

*Twere  folly  sure  to  work  great  deeds  by  halves ! 
Much  I  suspect  the  dorksome  fickle  heart 
Of  cold  Barrero ! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

I  see  the  villain  in  him ! 

ROBESPIERRE  JUXIOR. 

If  \\e— \(  clW  fonoLVo  ^^fs — ^Nii\v&,l  remains  ? 
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MyMlf!  ihe  tteel-tftroog  Rectitude  of  loul 
And  Viawmty  foblime  'mid  cifcling  virtues ! 
Tbe  gisiit  Victoriea,  my  counaelfl  fonn*d, 
Shall  italk  around  me  with  nm-glitteriiig  plumes, 
Pi«M">g  die  dvts  of  calumny  fiiU  ptMntleaa. 

[EaKiaU  ccBteri,  Manut  Couthon. 

couTRON  (aobiJ). 
80  we  deceive  ouraelvee !  What  goodly  virtnea 
Bloom  OD  the  poiaonoua  branchea  of  ambition ! 
Still,  Robeapi»re !  thou 'It  guard  tlqr  country '■  fieedom 
To  deepotize  in  all  the  patriot*!  pomp. 
While  Cooadence.  *mid  the  mob's  ap|dauding  clamors, 
SfeepB  in  thine  ear,nor  whispers — blood-atain'd  tjnant ! 
Yet  what  ia  Conscience  ?  Superstition's  dream. 
Making  such  deep  impression  on  our  sleep- 
That  long  th'  awaken'd  breast  retains  its  horrors ! 
Bat  he  returns    and  with  him  comes  Barrere. 

[Exit  Couthon. 

£Rfer  RoBBnmKix  and  Barkikc 

KOBBBPUSM. 

There  is  no  danger  but  in  cowardice. — 
Banere !  we  aiolce  the  danger,  when  vie  fear  it 
We  have  such  force  without,  as  will  suspend 
The  cold  and  tremblmg  treachery  of  these  members. 


Twill  be  a  pause  of  terror^— 


But  to  whomf 
Rather  die  short-lived  slumber  of  the  tempest, 
Gathering  ill  strength  anew.  The  dastard  traitors ! 
Bloles,  that  would  undermine  the  rooted  oak ! 
A  pause ^-a  SMSMNl's  pause  S— Tis  all  that  Ufe. 

•A&AERE. 

Tet  much  they  talk— and  phiuaible  their  speech. 
Coudion*s  decree  has  given  such  powers,  that — 


ftOBISFIEMlX. 


That  what  ? 


The  freedom  of  debet 

ROBESriKBRI. 

Transparent  mask! 
Tbiej  wish  to  clog  the  wheels  of  government. 
Forcing  the  hand  that  guides  the  vast  machine 
To  bribe  them  to  dieir  duty — Engluk  patriots ! 
Are  not  the  congregated  clouds  of  war 
Black  all  around  us  ?  tn  our  very  vitals 
Works  not  the  king-brod  poison  of  rebellion  ? 
Say,  what  shall  counteract  the  selfish  plottings 
Of  wretches,  cold  of  heart,  nor  awed  by  fears 
Of  him,  whose  power  directs  th*  eternal  justice  ? 
Tenor?  or  secret«apping  gold ?  The  first 
Heavy,  but  transient  as  the  ills  that  cause  it ; 
And  to  die  virtuous  patriot  render'd  light 
By  the  necessitiefl  that  gave  it  birth  : 
'Hie  other  fouls  the  fount  of  the  republic, 
Making  it  flow  polluted  to  all  ages ; 
Inoculatea  the  state  with  a  slow  venom. 
That,  once  imbibed,  must  be  continued  ever. 
Myself  incorruptible,  I  ne'er  could  bribe  them— 
Therefore  they  hate  me. 

BARRERE. 

Are  the  aecthoB  frieadly  f 


ROBESPIERRE. 

There  are  who  wish  my  ruin — ^but  1 11  make  them 
Blush  for  the  crime  in  blood ! 

BARRERE. 

Nay,  but  I  tell  thee. 
Thou  art  too  fond  of  slaughter— and  the  right 
(If  right  it  be)  workest  by  most  foul  means! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Sdf-cenUring  Fear  !  how  well  thou  canst  ape  Mercy! 
Too  fond  of  slaughter!— matchless  hypocrite ! 
Thought  Barrere  so,  when  Brissot,  Danton  died  7 
Thought  Barrere  so,  when  through  the  streaming 

streets 
Of  Paris  red-eyed  Massacre  o'er-wearied 
Reel'd  heavily,  intoxicate  with  blood  ? 
And  when  (O  heavens  ti  in  Lyons'  death-red  square 
Sick  Fancy  groan'd  o'er  putrid  hills  of  slain. 
Didst  diou  not  fiercely  laugh,  and  bless  the  day  ? 
Why,  thou  hast  been  the  mouth-piece  of  all  honors. 
And,  like  a  blood-hound,  crouch'd  for  murder!  Now 
Aloof  thou  standest  from  the  tottering  pillar, 
Or,  like  a  frighted  child  behind  its  mother, 
Uidest  thy  pale  face  in  the  skirls  o£-^Mtrcy  ! 

BARRERE. 

0  prodigality  of  eloquent  anger ! 

Why  now  I  see  thou  'rt  weak— thy  case  is  desperate ! 
The  cool  ferocious  Robespierre  tum'd  scolder ! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Who  from  a  bad  man's  bosom  wards  the  blow 
Reserves  the  whetted  dagger  for  his  own. 
Denounced  twice— and  twice  I  saved  his  life !  [ExU, 

BARRERE. 

The  sections  will  support  them — there's  the  point ! 
No !  he  can  never  weather  out  the  storm- 
Yet  he  is  sudden  in  revenge — ^No  more !   . 

1  must  away  to  Tallien.  [JSst^ 


SCENE  ckmgeB  to  the  houte  cf  Adelaide. 
Adelaide  enterg,  peaking  to  a  Servant. 

ADELAIDE. 

Didst  thou  present  the  letter  that  I  gave  thee  f 
Did  Tallien  answer,  he  would  soon  return  ? 

SERVANT. 

He  is  in  the  Tuilleriea— with  him  Legendre— 
In  deep  discourse  they  seem'd ;  as  I  approach'd. 
He  waved  his  haiKl  as  bidding  me  retire : 
I  did  not  interrupt  him.  [Returns  tMe  letter. 

ADELAIDE. 

Thou  didst  rightly. 

[Exit  Servant. 
O  this  new  freedom !  at  how  dear  a  price 
We've  bought  the  seeming  good !  The  peaceful  virtues. 
And  every  blandishment  of  private  life, 
The  fother's  cares,  the  mother's  fond  endearment. 
All  sacrificed  to  Liberty's  wild  riot 
The  winged  hours,  that  scatter'd  roses  round  me. 
Languid  and  sad  drag  tlieir  slow  course  along. 
And  shake  big  gall-drops  from  their  heavy  wings. 
But  I  will  steal  away  these  anxious  thoughts 
By  die  soft  languishment  of  warbled  airs. 
If  haply  melodies  mayluU  the  sense 
jOf  sorrow  for  a  wYu\e. 
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Enter  Taujxm. 

TALUKS. 

Marie,  my  love?  O  breathe  again  that  air! 

Soft  none  of  pain,  it  aooUiea  the  weaiy  aoiil 

Of  care,  aweet  as  the  whiiper*d  breew  of  erening 

Tliat  playa  around  the  nek  man's  throbbing  templea. 

BONO. 

Tell  me,  on  what  holy  ground 
May  domestic  peace  be  fimnd  T 
Halcyon  daughter  of  the  skies. 
Far  on  fearful  wing  she  flies. 
From  the  pomp  of  sceptred  stale, 
From  the  rebel's  noisy  hate. 

In  a  cottaged  vale  she  dwells, 
LJst'ning  to  the  Sabbath  bells ! 
Still  around  her  steps  are  seen 
Spotless  Honor's  meeker  mien, 
Love,  the  fire  of  pleasing  fears. 
Sorrow  smiling  through  her  tears ; 
And,  conscious  of  the  post  employ, 
Memory,  bosom-spring  of  joy. 

TALUKN. 

I  thank  thee,  Adelaide !  'twas  sweet,  though  moamfiil. 
But  why  thy  brow  o'ercast,  thy  cheek  so  wan? 
Thou  look'st  as  a  lorn  maid  beside  some  stream 
Tliat  sighs  away  the  soul  in  Ibnd  despairing, 
While  Sorrow  sad.  hke  the  dank  willow  near  her, 
Hangs  o'er  the  troubled  fountain  of  her  eye. 

AOKLAIDK. 

Ah !  rather  let  me  ask  what  mystery  lowen 

On  Tallicn's  darken'd  brow.  Thou  dost  me  wrong— 

Thy  soul  distemper'd,  con  my  heart  be  tranquil  ? 

TALUKN. 

Tell  me,  by  whom  thy  brother's  blood  was  spilt? 
Asks  he  not  vengeance  on  these  patriot  murderers  ? 
It  has  been  borne  too  tamely.    Fears  and  curses 
Groan  on  our  midnight  beds,  and  e'en  our  dreams 
Threaten  the  assassin  hand  of  Robespierre. 
He  dies ! — nor  has  the  plot  escaped  his  fears. 

ADELAIDE. 

Yet — 3ret — be  cautious !  much  I  fear  the  Commune — 
The  tyrant's  creatures,  and  their  &te  with  his 
Fast  link'd  in  close  indissoluble  union. 
The  Pale  Convention — 

TALUEN. 

Hate  him  as  they  fear  him. 
Impatient  of  the  chain,  resolved  and  ready. 

ADELAIDE. 

Th'  enthusiast  mob.  Confusion's  lawless  sons — 

TALLIEN. 

They  are  aweary  of  his  stem  morality. 
The  foir-mask'd  offspring  of  ferocious  pride. 
The  sections  too  support  the  delegates : 
All — all  is  ours!  e'en  now  the  vital  air 
Of  Liberty,  condensed  awhile,  is  bursting 
(Force  irregtMible!)  from  itM  coropressure — 
To  shatter  the  arch-chemist  in  the  explosion*. 


Enter  Boxaud  VAiomn  tmi  Boukoon  l'Ohb. 

[Adklaiih  rdirci 

B0I71D0N   L'om. 

TUlien!  wm  this  a  time  for  amorooa  oonferaioe? 
Heniiot,  the  tyrant's  most  devoted  cfealnre, 
Mb— >»«i«  the  fivce  of  Fkris :  the  fierce  dnfa^ 
With  Vivier  at  their  bead,  in  loud  acclaim 
Have  sworn  to  moke  the  guillotine  in  blood 
Float  on  the  scofibkL — Bat  who  cornea  ban  f 

Enter  Barrkrs  chrupHy, 

BAR&EEE. 

Say,  are  ye  friends  to  Freedom ?  lam  ker's! 
Let  us,  forgetful  of  all  common  feuds. 
Rally  around  her  shrine !  E'en  now  the  tymt 
Concerts  a  plan  of  instant  massacre ! 

BILLAUD  VARKNNE8. 

Away  to  the  Convention !  with  that  voice 
So  oft  the  herald  of  glad  victory. 
Rouse  their  &]len  spirits,  thunder  in  their  ana 
The  names  of  tyrant,  plunderer,  assassin ! 
The  violent  workings  of  my  soul  within 
Anticipate  the  monster's  blood  f 

[Cry/nm  the  Mreei  of-^No  Tynml !  Dmm 
ihe  Tjfrantr 

TALLIEN. 

Hear  ye  that  outcry  ?— If  the  trembling  manben 
Even  for  a  moment  hold  his  fate  suspended, 
I  swear,  by  the  holy  poniard  that  stabb'd 
This  dagger  probes  his  heart! 


ACT  n. 

SCENE.— 7^  (knventum. 

ROBESPIERRE  (mounts  the  TVibune). 

Once  more  befiui  it  that  the  voice  of  Truth, 

Fearless  in  innocence,  though  leaguer'd  round 

By  En^y  and  her  hateful  brood  of  hell. 

Be  heard  amid  this  hall ;  once  more  befits 

The  patriot,  whose  prophetic  eye  so  oft 

Has  pierced  through  faction's  veil,  to  flash  on  crimes 

Of  deadliest  import    Mouldering  in  the  grave 

Sleeps  Capet's  caitifl'  corse ;  my  daring  hand 

Levell'd  to  earth  his  blood-cemented  throne. 

My  voice  declared  his  guilt,  and  stirr'd  up  France 

To  call  for  vengeance.    I  too  dug  the  grave 

Where  sleep  the  Girondists,  detested  bond ! 

Long  with  the  show  of  freedom  they  abused 

Her  ardent  sons.    Long  time  the  well-tum'd  phrase. 

The  high-fraught  sentence,  and  the  lofly  tone 

Of  declamation,  thunder'd  in  this  hall, 

Till  reason  'midst  a  labyrinth  of  words 

Perplex'd,  in  silence  scem'd  to  yield  assent 

I  durst  oppose.    Soul  of  ray  honor'd  friend  ! 

Spirit  of  Marat,  upon  thee  I  call — 

Thou  know'st  me  faithful,  know'st  with  what  warm 

zeal 
I  urged  the  cause  of  justice,  stripp'd  the  mask 
From  Faction's  deadly  visage,  and  destroy'd 
Her  traitor  brood.  Whose  patriot  arm  hurl'd  down 
Hebert  ^nd  Rousin,  and  the  villain  friends 
Of  Dontun,  foul  apostate !  those,  who  long 
vMaiACd'YtcaaoiCtt  fonnVn  liXsATt^'s  (air  garb, 

1\^ 
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FraBM  wkfa  bkwd,  and  dunt  defy 
!  but  I,  it  teems,  am  &be! 

too!  I — Robespierre! 
■me  the  dastard  despoC  brood 
dk  ftar,  and  call  on  saints  to  help  them! 
9caae  me  f  who  shall  dare  belie 
■me  ?  Speak,  ye  accomplice  band, 
[  accused  ?  of  what  strange  crime 
I  Robespierre  accused, 

this  hall  the  bos  of  discontent 
tur?  who  shall  speak? 

BILLAUD  TARXMNES. 

O  patriot  topgoe, 
ool  heart !  Who  was  it  urged, 
nrants,  that  accurst  decree 
oce,  faraoding  o*er  Hm  hallow'd  hall, 
idi  loDgue  U>  silence.    Who  destroyed 
of  debate,  and  carried  through 
ff  that  doom'd  the  delegates, 
jie  their  equals,  to  the  bar 
^  sat  thfonsd,  and  murder  reign*d 
BMS  eoequal?  Say — ^thou  man 
oquenoe,  whose  law  was  that  f 

COUTBON. 

8  mine.    I  urged  it — I  proposed — 
France  assembled  in  her  sons 
»ugh  the  tame  and  timid  voice 
nrmnr'd.    I  adviaad  that  law — 
U  was  wise  and  good. 


m  wise,  and  most  coofenient  too ! 
mark'd  tfaae^  Robespierre— end  now 
le  tnifor — ^rnmt! 

[Loud  (qipkuuei, 

lOlMfUJUUL 

It  is  weU. 
r!  oh,  Oat  I  had  lallen 
lult  lihed  high  the  murderous  knife ; 
I  instrument  belike  of  those 
emselTes  would  ftin  assassinate, 

tibeir  murders.   I  stand  here 
jatriot'— hemm*d  around 
loisy  pack ;  beset  and  bay*d 
lett-hounds  who  know  no  escape 
I*  outstretch'd  arm,  but  by  the  force 

through  her  breast. 
rt,  amd  Aouls  qf—Doum  with  the  tyrant  I 

KpBBSPIZRRK. 

rin  be  heard.    There  was  a  time, 
ipiene  began,  the  loud  applauses 
itriolB  drown'd  the  honest  sound, 
s  changed,  and  villany  {nvvails. 

OOLLOT  D*HEaB0I8. 

shall  ML    France  could  not  brook 
sway— sounds  the  dictator's  name 
ig  to  her  ear? 

BOO&DON  L'OISE. 

Rattle  her  chains 
dly  now  than  when  the  hand 
ffged  her  fetten,  or  the  crew 
thundered  out  their  blasphemies, 
talk'd  of  virtue? 

BOBISnXRRK. 

Oh,  that  BrkMC 
(gain  to  thunder  in  this  hall, 
t  lived,  and  Danton's  gJMnt  ibrm 
8C 


ScowVd  once  again  defiance !  so  ny  loul 
Might  cope  wi&  worthy  Ibea. 

People  of  France, 
Hear  me !  Beneath  the  vengeance  of  the  law, 
Traiton  have  perish*d  countless ;  more  survive : 
The  hydr»4ieaided  Action  lifts  anew 
Her  daring  fion^  and  firuitfhl  fiom  her  wounds^ 
Cautious  fiom  past  defeats,  contrives  new  wilea 
Against  the  sons  of  Freedom. 

TALLIBf. 

Freedom  lives! 
Oppression  fidla— finr  Frsnce  has  felt  her  chains, 
lbs  burst  them  toa    Who  traitor>lika  slept  fertfa 
Amid  the  hall  of  Jacobins  to  save 
CamiUe  Desmoulins,  and  the  venal  wretch 
D'Eglantine? 


I  did— -fer  I  thought  diem  honest 
And  Heaven  ferefend  that  vengeance  ere  should  sIiSm^ 
£re  justice  doom*d  the  btow. 


Thutor,  dioa 
Tes,  the  aecompHoe  of  their  dark  designs, 
Awhile  didst  thou  defend  them,  when  die  storm 
Lower'd  at  safe  distance.    When  the  clouds  fiown'd 

darker, 
Fear'd  for  yourself  and  left  them  to  their  fiite. 
Oh,  I  have  mark*d  thee  long,  and  through  the  vefl 
Seen  thy  foul  progects.    Yes,  ambitious  man, 
Self-will'd  dictator  o'er  the  realm  of  France, 
The  vengeance  thou  hast  plann*d  for  patriots 
Falls  on  thy  head.   Look  how  thy  broiher's  deeds 
Dishonor  thine !  He  die  firm  patriot, 
Thou  the  foul  parriicide  of  liberty! 

ROBOPIKBIX  JUNIOB. 

Barrere    attempt  not  meanly  to  divide 
Me  from  my  brother.  I  partake  his  guill, 
For  I  partake  his  virtue. 


EOBESPIKEEI. 

Brother,  by  my  soul 
Moro  dear  I  hold  tibee  to  my  heart,  that  thus 
With  me  thou  darest  to  tread  the  dangerous  path 
Of  virtue,  than  that  Nature  twined  h«  coids 
Of  kindred  round  us. 


Tes,  allied  in  guilt. 
Even  as  in  blood  ]re  are.   Oh,  thou  worst  wretch, 
Thou  worse  than  Sylla !  hast  thou  not  proscribed. 
Yea,  in  most  foul  anticipation  slaughtered, 
Each  patriot  representative  of  France  ? 

BOURDON  L'om. 

Was  not  the  younger  Gmmr  too  to  reign 
O'er  all  our  valiant  armies  in  the  soutih, 
And  still  continue  there  his  merchant  wiles? 

ROBBSraERRB  JUNIOR. 

His  merchant  wiles!  Oh,  grant  me  patience,  Heaven! 
Was  it  by  merchant  wiles  I  gain'd  you  back 
Toulon,  when  proudly  on  her  captive  towers 
Waved  high  the  English  flag  ?  or  fought  I  then 
With  merchant  wiles,  when  sword  in  hand  I  led 
Your  troops  to  conquest  ?  Fought  I  merchant4ike. 
Or  barter'd  I  for  victory,  when  death 
Strode  o'er  the  reeking  streets  with  giant  stride, 
And  shook  his  ebon  plumes,  and  sternly  smiled 
Amid  the  bloody  banquet?  when  appall'd, 
Tha  hireling  sons  of  England  «pc««\  \\vb  w^ 

^\1 


ao8 


COLERIDGirS  POETICAL  WORKS. 


Of  safety,  fimght  Ilike  a  merchant  then? 
Oht  patience !  patience ! 

BOUKDON  L*OUX. 

How  thii  younger  tyrant 
Month!  ont  defiance  to  us!  even  lo 
He  had  led  on  the  armiee  of  the  south. 
Till  once  again  the  plains  of  France  were  drench'd 
With  her  best  blood. 

COLLOT  d'BKRBOIS. 

Till,  once  again  display'd, 
Lyons*  sad  tragedy  had  call'd  me  forth  . 
The  minister  of  wrath,  whilst  slaughter  by 
Had  bathed  in  human  Uood. 

DUBOIS  OUNCE. 

No  wonder,  friend. 
That  we  are  traitor*— that  our  heads  must  fall 
Beneath  the  ax  of  death !  When  Cesar-like 
Reigns  Robespierre,  'tis  wisely  done  to  do(Hn 
The  fall  of  Brutus.    Tell  mo,  bloody  man. 
Hast  thou  not  parcellM  out  deluded  France, 
As  it  had  been  some  province  won  in  fight, 
Between  your  curst  triumvirate  ?  You,  Coutlum, 
Go  with  my  Inother  to  the  southern  plains ; 
St  Just,  be  yours  the  army  of  tho  north ; 
Meantime  I  rule  at  Paris. 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Matchless  knave ! 
What— pot  one  blush  of  conscience  on  thy  cheek — 
Not  one  poor  blush  of  truth !  Most  likely  tale ! 
That  I  who  ruin'd  Brissot's  towering  hopes, 
I  who  discovered  Ilcbert's  impious  wiles. 
And  sharp'd  for  Danton's  recreant  neck  tho  ax. 
Should  now  be  traitor!  had  I  been  so  minded, 
Think  ye  I  had  destroy'd  the  very  men 
Whose  plots  resembled  mine  7  Brmg  forth  your  proofs 
Of  this  deep  troaflon.    Tell  me  in  whose  breast 
Found  ye  the  fatal  licroll  7  or  tell  rao  rather 
Who  forged  the  shamelesa  faUohood  ? 

COIJL.OT  d'UERBOIS. 

Ask  you  proofs  7 
Robespierre,  what  proofi  wore  ask'd  when  Brissotdiod? 

legendre. 
What  proofs  adduced  you  when  the  Danton  died  7 
When  at  tho  iniinincnt  (leril  of  my  life 
I  rose,  and  fearless  of  thy  frowning  brow, 
Proclaim'd  him  guiltless  7 

ROBESPIERRE. 

I  remember  well 
The  fatal  day.    I  do  repent  mo  much 
That  I  kill'd  (?trsar  and  spared  Antony. 
But  I  have  been  loo  lenient    I  have  8[)ared 
The  stream  of  bluod,  and  now  my  own  must  flow 
To  fill  the  current 

[Lmtd  applauses. 
Triumph  not  loo  soon, 
Justice  may  yet  bo  victor. 

Enter  St-Just,  and  mmtnts  the  Tribune. 

ST- JUST. 

I  come  from  the  committee — charged  to  speak 
Of  mattere  of  high  import.    I  omit 
Their  orders.    Repreftcnlativcs  of  France, 
Boldly  in  his  own  })crBon  speaks  StJust 
What  his  own  heart  shall  dictate. 


Insulted  delegates  of  France  T  StJuat 
From  your  committee  comes— ocHnes  dwtgedto 
Of  matters  of  high  import — ^yet  omits 
Their  orders !  Representatives  of  Franoe, 
That  bdd  man  I  denounce,  who  disobaya 
The  natiaD*a  ordexsd — ^I  denounce  SiJiiBt 

[Limd 

BT-JDBT. 

Hear  me!  [Viainf 


TALLIEN. 


nesir  yo  thts, 


He  shall  be  heard! 

BoumnoN  l'oue. 
Most,  we  contaminate  this  sacred  haU 
With  the  fiml  breath  of  treason  ? 

COLLOT  D*HEEB0I8. 

Drag  him 
Hence  with  him  to  the  bar. 

coinnoir. 

Oh,  just 
Robespierre  prevented  liberty  of  speech — 
And  Robespierre  is  a  tyrant !  Tallien  reigns. 
He  dreads  to  hear  the  vmce  of  innocence-^ 
And  StJust  must  be  silent ! 


LEGENDRE. 

Heed  we  well 
That  justice  guide  our  actions.    No  light  import 
Attends  this  day.    I  move  StJust  be  heard. 

FRERON. 

Inviolate  be  the  sacred  right  of  man. 
The  freedom  of  debate. 

8T-JU8T.  J 

I  may  be  heard,  then !  much  the  timea  an  c^^M 
When  StJust  thanks  this  hall  for  hearing  him.  '   ' 
Robespierre  is  call'd  a  tyrant    Men  of  France, 
Judge  not  too  soon.    By  popular  discontent 
Was  Ariatides  driven  into  exile. 
Was  Phocion  murder'd  7  Ere  ye  dare  proooiziice 
RolM?8pierre  is  guilty,  it  Ixffits  yo  weU, 
Consider  who  accuse  him.    Tallien. 
Bourdon  of  Oise — tlie  very  men  denounced. 
For  their  dark  intrigues  disturbed  the  plan 
Of  guvomment.    LoRendro,  the  sworn  friend 
Of  Danton,  fall'n  apostate.    Dubois  Craned, 
He  who  at  Lyons  spared  the  royalists — 
Collot  d'Uerbois— 


BOURDON  l'oISE. 

What — shall  the  traitor 
His  head  amid  our  tribune — and  blaspheme 
Each  patriot  7  shall  the  hireling  slave  of 


I  am  of  no  faction. 
Against  all  fuctioiis. 


ST-JUfiT. 

I  contend 


TALUEN. 

1  espouse  the  cause 
Of  truth.    Robespierre  on  yester-morn  prooounced 
Upon  his  own  authority  a  report 
To-day  St-Just  comes  do\%-n.    Si-Just  neglects 
What  the  committee  orders,  and  harangues 
From  his  own  will.    O  citizens  of  France. 
1  weep  for  you — I  weep  for  my  poor  country — 
I  tremble  for  the  cause  of  Liberty, 
When  individuals  shall  assume  the  sn-ay, 
And  with  more  insolence  than  kingly  pride 
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WUJJJm  VAIKNIIXB. 

9  jepwiacnlatiYeg  of  France, 
itk  honor.  Henriot  commaxidB 
ill'd  Ibrce  of  Pma — Henriot, 
ide— tbe  sworn  ally  of  Hebert, 
hy  all — upheld  by  Robespienre. 
I  Lb  Vallette  F  who  promoted  him, 
ti  die  deep  dye  of  nobility  7 
ex-peer  gave  the  high  command  T 
i'd  firom  justice  the  rapacious  thief? 
A  chains  die  friends  of  Liberty  7 
»,  the  selfstyled  patriot  Robespierre— 
i,  allied  widi  vilisin  Daubignd — 
I,  the  fiml  arch-tyrant  Robespierre. 

■OITKDON  L'onX. 

'  Tirtoft— of  morality — 
patriot !  he,  Daubign^'s  friend ! 
upporter  yirtuoos !  Preach  of  virtue, 
)  idth  villains,  for  with  Robesfuorre 
me  ally.   Thou  art  a  tyrant ! 
» tftwnt,  Robespiene  I 

[Loud  appkttues. 


die  name,  ye  cttiiens  of  France — 
I  eloMor.  Cries  of— Damn  with  the  Tyrani} 

TALLIBf. 

falls.    The  tzaitor  stmdi  appall'd— 
1  iangs  engTMp  his  Arinlnug  soul — 
iflsembled  Frsnoe  denounce  his  crimes ! 
le  mask  torn  from  his  secret  sins — 
lea  OD  the  pncqiioe  of  ftte. 
Ify  tynmt!  mnider'd  by  thy  rage, 
r  an  innooent  victim's  blood  has  stam'd 
lom's  altar !  Syllaplike,  thy  hand 
wn  die  virtues,  that,  thy  foes  removed, 
Dictator  thou  mightst  reign, 
ntae  o'er  France,  and  call  it  freedom ! 
in  timid  guilt  the  traitor  plann'd 
I  w0e»-«ucoe8s  embolden'd  sin — 
retch'd  arm  had  grasp'd  the  diadem 
but  that  the  coward's  heart  recoil'd, 
«  awaked,  should  rouse  her  from  her  dream, 
ilodd  for  vengeance.    He,  like  Coesar, 
1  step  urged  on  his  bold  career, 
le  summit  of*  ambitious  power, 
I'd  die  name  of  King  alone  was  wanting, 
diis  we  huri'd  proud  Copet  down  7 
■  we  wage  eternal  war 
m  tyrant  horde  of  murderen, 
n*d  cockatrices  whose  Ibul  venom 
Europe  7  was  it  then  for  this 
to  guard  our  liberty  with  life, 
epierre  should  reign  ?  the  spirit  of  freedom 
sunk  so  low.    The  glowing  flame 
•im  each  honest  Frenchman's  heart 
ctinguish'd.    I  invoke  thy  ^ade, 
Brutus !  I  too  wear  a  dagger ; 
)  representatives  of  France, 
ear  or  favor,  should  delay  the  sword 
,  Talhen  emulates  thy  virtues ; 
ke  Bnitos,  Ufls  the  avenging  arm ; 
all  save  his  country. 

[VioUni  (qtpUuiaet. 

BILLAUD  VARKNNEB. 

i  demand 


The  arrest  of  the  trsitors.    Memorable 
Will  be  diis  day  for  France. 

KOBXSriERRK. 

Yes!  memorable 
This  day  will  be  for  France ^fbr  villaiiw  triumph. 

UEBA8. 

I  will  not  share  in  this  day's  tlMim^rfg  gaSSX. 
Condemn  me  too. 

[Great  cry-^Doum  wUh  iJie  7\frani»! 

(TketWoRontBFltBMMB,  C0UTH0N,STJuSTaiM2LKBAa 

are  led  off). 


ACT  m. 

Scim  oonftniiet. 

COLLOT  D'HUBOIS. 

GiBsar  is  fidlen !  The  baneful  tree  of  Java, 
Whose  death-distilling  boughs  dropt  poisonous  dew. 
Is  rooted  from  its  base.   This  worse  than  Ciomwell, 
The  austere,  die  self^enying  Robospletre, 
Even  in  this  hall,  where  once  with  terror  mute 
We  listen  *d  to  the  hypocrite's  harongues, 
Has  heard  his  doom. 

BILLAUD  VARKNNBS. 

Tet  must  we  not  suppose 
The  tyrant  will  foil  tamely.   His  sworn  hireling 
Henriot,  the  daring  desperate  Henriot 
Commands  the  force  of  Paris.    I  denounce  him. 

FRKRON. 

I  denounce  Flenriot  too^  the  majror  of  Pftris. 
Enter  Ditboxb  CramoL 

DUBOIS  CRANCf. 

Robespierre  is  rescued.   Henriot  at  the  head 
Of  the  arm'd  force  has  rescued  the  fierce  tyrant 

COLLOT  D'lnCRBOIS. 

Ring  the  tocsin— call  all  the  citizens 

To  save  their  counoy — ^never  jret  has  Puis 

Forsook  the  representatives  of  Fiance^ 

TALLIKN. 

It  is  the  hour  of  danger.    I  propose 
This  sitting  be  made  permanent 

[Loud  i^jptautes. 

COLLOT  D'hERBOIS. 

The  National  ConventiuQ  shall  remain 
Firm  at  its  post 

Enter  a  Messknokr. 

MESSENGER. 

Robespierre  has  raach'd  die  Commune.  They  espouse 
The  tyrant's  cause.    StJust  is  up  in  arms ! 
StJust — the  young  ambitious  bold  StJust 
Harangues  the  mob.    The  sanguinary  Couthon 
Thirsts  for  your  blood. 

[Tocsin  rings. 

TALLIEN. 

These  tyrants  are  in  arms  against  the  law : 
Outlaw  the  rebels. 

Enter  Merlin  of  Douat. 

MERUN. 

Health  to  the  representatives  of  France ! 
I  past  this  moment  through  the  armed  force— 
They  ask'd  my  name— and  when  they  heasd«kde\.«^V^« 
Swore  I  was  not  the  Iheod  of  France. 
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COLLOT  D*B1RB0I& 

He  tynnto  throaten  xm,  of  when  they  tnm'd 
The  cannon's  mouth  on  ~  ' 


Elder  anoiker  MESSKManu 

SECOND  MESSKNOBL 

Viyier  harangniw  the  JacolHni— the  dob 
£>pouie  the  cause  of  RobespiezTe. 


EiUer  another  MESgEKQJOu 

THIBO  MESmiOEft. 

Airs  loiit-^the  tyrant  triumphs.    Henriot  leads 

The  aoldieis  to  his  aid. Already  I  hear 

The  rattling  cannon  destined  to  surroood 
This  sacred  hall. 

TALLIKN. 

Why,  we  will  die  like  mok  then ; 
Tie  representatives  of  France  dare  death, 
When  duty  steels  their  bosoms. 

[Loud  €^ph»UB$. 

TALUXN  {addremng  the  gaOeriiu). 

Citizens! 
Fkance  is  insulted  in  her  delegates — 
The  m^esty  of  the  republic  is  insulted— 
Tyrants  are  up  in  arms.    An  armed  force 
Threats  the  Convention.   The  Convention  swears 
To  die.  Of  save  the  country ! 

[Viotent  appUuttei  from  tkegaBeria. 

CITIZEN  ifrom  above). 

We  too  swear 
Tq  die,  or  save  the  country.    Follow  me. 

[AM  the  men  ^itU  CAe  gaJELeridt. 

Enkr  another  Messengke. 

FOUETH  MESSENGEE. 

Henriot  is  taken  .* — 

[Loud  applttuaes. 
Henriot  is  taken.    Three  of  your  brave  s^diers 
Swore  they  would  seize  the  rebel  slave  of  tyrants, 
Or  perish  in  the  attempt    As  he  patrolPd 
The  streets  of  Pariit,  sUrring  up  the  mob, 
They  seized  him. 

[AppUmaei. 

BILLAUD  VARENNES. 

Let  the  names  of  these  brave  men 
Live  to  the  future  day. 

Enter  Bourdon  l'Oise,  sword  in  hand. 

BOURDON  L'OISS. 

I  have  clear'd  the  Commune. 

[Appilauees. 
Through  the  throng  I  rush*d, 
Brandishing  my  good  sword  to  drench  its  blade 
Deep  in  the  tyrant's  heart.  The  timid  rebels 
Gave  way.  I  met  the  soldiery — ^I  spake 
Of  the  dictator's  crimes — of  patriots  chain'd 
In  dark  deep  dungeons  by  his  lawless  rage — 
Of  knaves  secure  beneath  his  fostering  power. 
I  spake  of  Liberty.  Their  honest  hearts 
Caught  the  warm  flame.  The  general  shout  biurst  forth, 
"  Live  the  Convention — Doun  with  Robespierre !" 

[Applauaet. 
[Shouts  from  without — Down  with  the  Tyrant! 


To  pnnciples,  not  penona,  apuni  the  idol 
Hiey  wwshipp'd  once.    Yes,  Robeapiem 
As  Capet  fell !   Oh !  never  let  us  deem 
That  France  shall  crouch  beneath  a  fjnaBf • 
That  the  almighty  people  who  have  broka 
On  their  oppresson*  heads  tha  oppnmne  daaa, 
Will  court  again  their  fetters!  easier  wen  it 
To  hurl  the  cloud-capt  mountain  fion  its 
Than  ibrce  the  bonds  of  slavery  npoo 
Determined  to  be  free ! 

I 

Enter  Ligxndrz,  a  pittd  m  one  Amt,  leys  «i 

oCAer. 

lbgendrb  (JUnging  dmm  ffe  fcyi). 
So— let  the  mutinous  Jacobiiis  meet  now 
In  the  open  air. 

[Lomi  ^ 
A  fectioas  torbnlent  paify 
Lording  it  o*er  the  state  linoe  Danloa  disd. 
And  with  him  the  CordelierBr->A  lww>lw^  ^ 

I  Of  loud-tongued  orators  oontnll'd  the  dnU 
And  bade  them  bow  the  knee  to  RobeapieiiiL 
Vivier  has  *scaped  me.    Curse  his  oowaid 
This  &te-iVaught  tube  of  Justice  in  my  hta^ 
I  rush'd  into  the  haU.    He  mark'd  mmy  ey« 
That  beam'd  its  patriot  anger,  and  ilasli*d  foil 
With  death-denouncing  meaning.    'Blid  0m  , 
He  mingled.    I  pursued — ^bnt  staid  my  hta^ 
Leat  haply  I  might  died  the  innofifflt  blood. 

C 

FEiaON. 

They  took  from  me  my  ticket  of 

Ezpell'd  me  fiom  their  sittimpi^— Now, 

Humbled  and  trembling  re-insert  ray  nama; 
But  Fr6ron  enters  not  the  club  again 
Till  it  be  purged  of  guilt— till,  purified 
Of  tyrants  and  of  traitors,  honest  m«a 
May  breadie  the  air  in  safety. 

[Skmitsfnm 

BARRERE. 

What  means  this  uproar?  if  the  tyrant  bond 
Should  gain  the  people  once  again  to 
We  are  as  dead ! 

TALLIEN.  ^ 

And  wherefore  fear  we  dealht     , 
Did  Brutus  fear  it  ?  or  the  Grecian  fiiends  I 

Who  buried  in  Hipparchus'  breast  the  swoid. 
And  died  triumphant ?  Cesar  should  fear  dea&: 
Brutus  must  scorn  the  bugbear. 
Shouts  from  without.  Live  the 
with  the  TyranU! 


TALUEN. 

The  sounds  of  hanest  Freedom ! 


Hark!  again 


TALUEN. 

/  hear,  I  bear  the  soul-inspiring  sounds, 
Frojicc  shaii  be  saved !  her  generous  sona,  attached 


Enter  Deputies  from  the  Sectioni. 

CITIZEN. 

Citizens !  representatives  of  France ! 
Hold  on  your  steady  course.    The  men  of  Ptoi« 
Espouse  your  cause.    The  men  of  Paris  swear 
Thoy  will  defend  the  delegates  of  Freedom. 

TALLIEN. 

Hear  ye  this.  Colleagues  ?  hear  ye  this,  my  bivthren 
Axtd  does  no  thrill  of  joy  pervade  your  breasts  ? 
M7  \xxom  \xranAa  V^  tsl\Kmx<&.   I  Vsave  seen 
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FkiDoe  diake  off  the  tyrant  yoke ; 
mcii  as  lies  in  mine  own  arm, 
A  the  nsarper^— Come  death  when  it  will, 

lloDgenmi^ 

[SkimUwUhmL 


i!  through  the  gloom 
#s«Ding — harbinger  of  death, 
loni!  the  dreadful  generale 
vodi^  Pan^— 

[Cry  wUJUmt^Dovn  wUk  As  TynaU! 

£aCer  Licoiirr&i. 
ixconrrax. 
noal  jiMtice  Mast  the  fees 

so  peiiah  all  die  ^^m^  brood, 
emhaspeiirii'd!   Citiaens, 

[Loud  and  repeated  t^flcauet, 
$^  that  widi  such  iearle«  (rant, 
oar  TSi^eanoe,  and  with  angry  eye 
Bd  dw  baU  defiance.   He  relied 

^  aid the  Comnrane's  villain  fnendship, 

BHIi  tougkten  socoots.    Ye  have  heard 
iol  rescoed  him— how  with  open  arms 
tone  welcomsd  in  the  rebel  tyrant — 
ioc  aided,  and  ssdttioas  Vivier 
lie  Jacobin.   AH  had  been  lost— 
entatives  of  Ftanee  had  perish'd — 
Md  sunk  beneath  die  tyrant  arm 
I  pankide, hot  dwt bsriprit 
ke  men  of  Paiia.   Heorioc  call'd 
'  in  vam,  whilit  Booidon's  patriot  voice 
stoqaflnea^  and  o'er  the  Jacobins 
fiown'd^mgr.   The  tyrants  fled — 
h'd  die  HrtaL    We  gadier*d  round— we 
»U'd 

ince!  Long  time,  obsdnate  in  despair, 
■  they  hack*d  around  them.  Till  foreboding 
lee  of  die  kw,  die  damoroos  cry 
Iswandi  bailing  their  destructi<m, 
ht  by  suicide  to  escape  die  dread 
LefaM  succeeded.   From  the  window 
foonger  Robespierre,  but  his  fractured  limb 
The  self-will'd  dictator 


Asa  die  keen  knife  in  his  dark  breast, 

nl  to  die.    He  Uvea  all  mangled 

a  tremnlons  hand !  All  gash'd  and  gored, 

» taste  the  bittemea  of  Death. 

they  meet  theirdoom.  The  bloody  Couthon, 

» SlJust,  even  now  attend  their  tyrant 

oeadi  the  ax.    I  saw  the  torchea 

heir  vissgei  a  dreadiiil  lightr— 

n  whilst  the  black  blood  roll'd  adown 

I  free,  even  then  widi  daunde«  eye 

nd  contemptuous,  dying  aa  they  lived, 

f  frte! 

[Lottd  ami  repeated  e^pUtuati. 


BiJUUBRX  (sioimte  the  Tr&tme). 
For  ever  hallow'd  be  this  glorioui  day. 
When  Freedom,  bursting  her  oppreanve  chain, 
Tiamplea  on  the  opprenor.    When  the  t3rrant, 
Hurl'd  fiom  his  blood-cemented  throne  by  the  arm 
Of  the  almig^  people,  meets  the  deadi 
He  plann*d  finr  thousands.   Oh!  myackeningheait 
Has  sunk  within  me,  when  the  various  woes 
Of  my  brave  country  crowded  o'er  my  brain 
In  ghastly  numbers— virhen  asMmbled  hordea, 
Dr^'d  fiom  their  hoveb  by  despotic  power, 
Rush*d  o*er  her  fiontiers,  plunder'd  her  fitir  hamlets. 
And  MMsk'd  her  populous  towns,  and  drench'd  widi 

bkxxi 
The  reeking  fields  of  Flandert^-When  widiin, 
Upon  her  vitals  prey'd  the  rankling  tooth 
Of  treason ;  and  oppreaiion,  giant  form. 
Trampling  on  fieedom,  left  the  alternative 
Of  slavery,  or  of  death.    Even  firom  that  day. 
When,  on  the  guilty  Capet,  I  pronounced 
The  doom  of  ii^jured  France,  has  Faction  rear'd 
Her  hated  head  amongst  us.   Roland  preach'd 
Of  mercy — die  uxmioos  dotard  Roland, 
The  woman-govem'd  Roland  durrt  aspire 
To  govern  France ;  and  Petkm  talk'd  of  virtue. 
And  Vergniand*s  eloquence,  like  the  honey*d  tongue 
Of  some  soft  Syren,  wooed  us  to  destruction. 
We  triumph*d  over  these.   On  the  same  scafiold 
Where  die  last  Louis  pour'd  his  guilty  blood. 
Fell  Brissot's  head,  the  womb  of  darfaome  treasons. 
And  Orleans,  villain  kinsman  of  the  Capet, 
And  Hebert's  adieist  crew,  whose  maddening  hand 
HurPd  down  the  altars  of  the  living  God, 
With  all  the  infideVs  intolerance. 
The  hist  wont  traitor  triumph'd— triumph'd  long. 
Secured  by  matchleai  villany.   By  turns 
Defending  and  deaerting  each  accomplice. 
As  interest  prompted.    In  the  goodly  soQ 
Of  Freedom,  the  foul  tree  of  treason  struck 
Its  deep^*d  roots,  and  dropt  the  dews  of  death 
On  all  who  slumber'd  in  its  specious  shade. 
He  wove  the  vnh  of  treachery.   He  caught 
The  listening  crowd  by  his  wild  eloquenoe. 
His  cool  ferocity,  that  persuaded  murder. 
Even  whilst  it  spake  of  mercy !— Never,  never 
Shall  this  regenerated  country  wear 
The  despot  yoke.   Though  myriads  round  assail, 
And  vndi  worse  fury  urge  thui  new  cronde 
Than  savages  have  known;   though  the  leagued 

despots 
Depopulate  all  Europe,  so  to  pour 
The  accumulated  mass  upon  our  coasts, 
Sublime  amid  the  storm  shall  France  arise. 
And  like  the  rock  amid  surrounding  waves 
Repel  the  rushing  ocean^— She  shall  wield 
The  diunderbolt  of  venge^mce— she  shall  bhvt 
The  despot's  pride,  and  liberate  die  world ! 
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PROSE  m  RHYME :  OR  EPIGRAMS,  MORAIJTIES,  Ain)  THmOS  WITBOOT 


'^put  iu  \dXnipos  haipof* 


In  wuxf 

The 

Batiafiu 


doet  the  fUD  heart  reveal 
of  the  bve  it  woald  oonoeal ; 

tb*  eetraoffed  heart  lets  know 
of  the  love,  which  yet  it  ftin  wooM 


LOVE.* 

A  LI.  thoughts,  all  pawoni,  all  delights. 
Whatever  stin  this  mortal  frame, 
All  are  but  miiusters  of  Love, 
And  feed  his  sacred  flamo. 

Oft  in  my  waking  dreams  do  I 
live  o'er  again  that  happy  hour. 
When  midway  on  the  mount  I  lay 
Besde  the  ruin'd  tower. 

The  moonshine,  stealing  o*er  the  scene. 
Had  blended  with  the  lights  of  eve ; 
And  she  was  there,  my  hope,  my  joy. 
My  own  dear  Genevieve! 

She  leant  against  the  armed  man. 
The  statue  of  the  armed  knight ; 
She  stood  and  Usten'd  to  my  lay. 
Amid  the  lingering  light 

Few  sorrows  hath  she  of  her  own. 
My  hope !  my  joy !  my  Genevieve  f 
She  loves  me  bent,  whene'er  I  sing 
The  songs  that  make  her  grieve. 

I  play'd  a  soft  and  doleful  air, 
I  sang  an  old  and  moving  story — 
An  old  rudo  song,  that  suited  well 
That  ruin  wild  and  hoary. 

She  liston'd  with  a  flitting  blush. 
With  downcast  eyes  and  modest  grace ; 
For  well  she  knew,  I  could  not  choose 
But  gaze  upon  her  face. 

I  told  her  of  the  Knight  that  wore 
Upon  his  shield  a  burning  brand  ; 
And  that  for  ten  long  years  he  wooed 
The  Lady  of  tho  Land. 

I  told  her  how  he  {uned  :  and  ah ! 
The  deep,  the  low,  the  pleading  tone 
With  which  I  sang  another's  love, 
Interpreted  my  own. 


*Thig  pioce  may  be  found,  at oricinalljr  ixibUihsd,  undsr  an- 
otber  titte,  ai  imge  SB. 


She  Usten'd  with  a  flitting  blosh. 
With  downcast  eyes,  and  roodert  grao 
And  she  forgave  me.  that  I  gttnd 
Too  fondly  on  her  ftce. 

Bat  when  I  told  the  cruel  aooni 
That  crazed  that  bold  and  lovely  Km 
And  that  he  cross'd  the  monntMii-woc 
Nor  rested  day  nor  night ; 

Tliat  sometimes  from  the  aaYige  den. 
And  sometimes  from  the  darksonie  sh 
And  sometimes  starting  up  at  oDoe 
In  green  and  sunny  glade, 

Tliere  came  and  look'd  him  in  the  & 
An  angel  beautiful  and  bright ; 
And  that  he  knew  it  was  a  Fiend* 
This  miserable  Knight ! 

And  that,  unknowing  what  he  did. 
He  leap'd  amid  a  murderous  band. 
And  saved  from  outrage  wtMse  than  c 
The  Lady  of  the  Land! 

And  how  she  wept,  and  cla^'d  his  fc 
And  how  she  tended  him  in  vain— 
And  ever  strove  to  expiate 

The  scorn  that  crazed  his  brain. 

And  that  she  nursed  him  in  a  cave ; 
And  how  his  madness  went  away, 
>Vhen  on  the  yellow  forest-leaves 
A  dying  man  he  lay. 

His  dying  word»— but  when  I  rmcb'c 
That  tenderest  strain  of  all  the  ditty. 
My  faltering  voice  and  pausing  harp 
Disturbed  her  soul  with  pity ! 


\ 


All  impulses  of  soul  and 
Had  thrill'd  my  guiltless  Genevieve ; 
The  music  and  tlie  doleful  tale. 
The  rich  and  balmy  eve ; 

And  hopes,  and  fears  that  kindle  hop 
An  undistinguishable  throng. 
And  gentle  wishes  long  subdued. 
Subdued  and  chcrish'd  long ! 
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ipt  wiA  pi^  and  delight, 
aab*d  widi  love,  and  virgin  ihame ; 
ce  the  mannar  of  a  dream, 
beard  her  breathe  my  name. 

•om  heaved — she  stept  aside, 
fldotii  of  my  look  she  itepp'd — 
nddenly,  with  timorouB  eye 
le  fled  to  me  and  wepL 

ilf  incloaed  me  with  her  arms, 
ess'd  me  with  a  meek  embrace ; 
ending  back  her  head,  look'd  up, 
nd  gazed  upon  my  &ce. 

partly  Love,  and  partly  Fear, 
utly  'twas  a  beahful  art, 

might  rather  feel,  than  see, 
be  swelling  of  her  heart 

*d  her  fears,  and  she  was  calm, 
lid  her  love  with  virgin  pride ; 
>  I  won  my  Genevieve, 
[y  bright  and  beanteons  Bride. 


OTY  SURVIVING  SELF-LOVE, 
LT  SinUB  nUBHD  or  DKCUNING  LIFE. 
ASCOiLOQUT. 

D  within  to  see  all  cfaaiged  without, 
lot  and  hard  to  bear,  no  doubt 
I  othen*  waniingB  shooldst  thou  fret? 
mightsC  dioa  led  a  just  regret, 
withheld  thy  bve  or  hid  thy  light 
iretfaoogbt  oi  neg^t  and  slight 
Ihen,  fiom  feeble  yearnings  (reed, 
m  w^kom,  thou  mayest — shine  on !  nor  heed 
e  object  by  reflected  light 
radiance  or  absorb  it  quite ; 
i  thou  notest  from  thy  safe  recess 
I  bum  dim,  like  lamps  in  noisome  air, 
for  what  they  are :  nor  love  them  loss, 
thee  they  are  not  what  they  toere. 


PHANTOM  OR  FACT  f 

A  DIALOGUE  IN  VERSE. 
AUTHOR. 

brm  there  sate  beside  my  bed, 
feeding  calm  its  presence  shed, 
ve  so  pure  from  earthly  leaven 
)the  the  fancy  might  control, 
jwn  spirit  newly  come  from  heaven 
gentle  way  into  my  soul ! 
»  change — It  had  not  stirr'd,  and  yet— 
change  how  fain  would  I  forget ! 
ing  back,  like  one  that  bad  mistook ! 
,  wandering,  disavowing  Look ! 
nother,  feature,  look,  and  frame, 
etbought  I  knew  it  was  the  same ! 

FRIEND. 

g  tale,  to  wliat  does  it  belong  7 
vision  ?  or  uri  idle  aoag  1 


Or  rather  say  at  once,  within  what  space 

Of  time  this  wild  disastious  change  took  place  ? 

AUTHOR. 

Call  it  a  moments  work  (and  such  it  seems). 
This  tale's  a  firagment  fiom  the  life  of  dreams; 
But  say,  that  years  matured  the  silent  strife, 
And  lis  a  record  fiom  the  dream  of  life. 


WORK  WTTHOUT  HOPE. 

LIRXS  OOMPOSSD  SlST  FKBRUAJIT,  1827. 

All  Nature  seems  at  work.   Stags  leave  their  lair— 
The  bees  are  stirring — Birds  are  on  the  wing— 
And  Winter,  slumbering  in  the  open  air. 
Wears  on  his  smiling  fiice  a  dream  of  Spring! 
And  I,  the  while,  the  sole  unbusy  thing, 
Nor  honey  make,  nor  pair,  nor  build,  nor  sing. 

Yet  well  I  ken  the  banks  where  amaranths  blow. 
Have  traced  the  fount  whence  streams  of  nectar  flow. 
Bloom,  O  ye  amaranths !  bloom  for  whimi  ye  may, 
For  me  ye  bloom  not !  Glide,  rich  streami,  away ! 
With  lips  unbrighten'd,  WTeathless  brow,  I  stroll : 
And  would  you  learn  the  spells  that  drowse  my  soul? 
Woric  without  hope  draws  nectar  in  a  sieves 
And  hope  without  an  olgect  cannot  live. 


YOUTH  AND  AGE. 

Vkrsb,  a  breeze  'mid  Uossoms  strajring, 
Where  Hope  clung  feeding,  like  a  bee-- 
Both  were  mine !  lifo  went  a-maying 
With  Nature,  Hope,  and  Poesy, 
When  I  was  young! 
When  I  was  young  ^— Ah,  woful  when  ! 
Ah  for  the  change  'twixt  now  and  then! 
This  breathing  house  not  built  with  hands, 
This  body  that  does  me  grievous  wrong. 
O'er  airy  cliffii  and  glittering  sands. 
How  lightly  then  it  flash'd  along: — 
Like  those  trim  skifl^  unknown  of  jrore. 
On  winding  lakes  and  rivers  wide, 
That  ask  no  aid  of  sail  or  oar. 
That  foar  no  spite  of  wind  or  tide ! 
Nought  cared  this  body  for  wind  or  weather. 
When  Youth  and  I  lived  in't  together. 

Flowers  are  lovely ;  Love  is  flower-like ; 
Friendship  is  a  sheltering  tree ; 
O  the  joys,  that  came  down  shower-like, 
Of  Friendship,  Love,  and  Liberty, 

Ere  I  was  old ! 
Ere  I  was  old  ?  Ah  woful  Ere, 
Which  tells  me,  Youth 's  no  longer  here ! 

0  Youth !  for  years  so  many  and  sweet, 
'TIS  known,  that  thou  and  I  were  one, 
I'll  think  it  but  a  fond  conceit — 

It  cannot  be,  that  thou  art  gone ! 
Thy  vesper-bell  hath  not  yet  toU'd  >- 
And  thou  wert  aye  a  masker  bold ! 
What  strange  disguise  hast  now  put  <m. 
To  make  bdieve  that  thou  art  gone  f 

1  see  these  locks  in  silvery  slips, 
This  drooping  gait,  this  aVler'd  voa  \ 
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But  ■pringtide  blovniiii  on  thy  lipi. 
And  teua  take  fuiHluiie  fitun  thiiae  tjml 
Ufe  n  but  thought :  no  think  I  will 
Tliat  youth  and  I  are  house-mata  itilL 


A  DAT  DREAM. 

Mr  eyea  make  pictures,  when  they  ara  drat : — 

I  MO  a  ibuntain,  huge  and  fair, 
A  willow  and  a  ruin'd  hut, 

And  thee,  and  me,  and  Maiy  there. 

0  Bfaiy !  make  thy  gentle  lap  our  pillow ! 

Bend  o*er  us,  like  a  bower,  my  beautiful  gre«i  wiDow! 

A  wild-rose  loofi  the  ruin'd  shed. 

And  that  and  summer  well  agree : 
And  k) !  where  Mary  leans  her  head. 
Two  dear  names  carved  upon  the  tree ! 
And  Mary's  tears,  they  are  not  tears  of  sorrow : 
Our  sister  and  our  friend  v^ill  both  be  here  to^norrow. 

Twos  day!  But  now  few,  large,  and  bright. 

The  stars  are  round  the  crescent  moon ! 
And  now  it  is  a  dark  worm  night. 
The  balmiest  of  the  month  of  June ! 
A  glow-vi-orm  fallen,  and  on  the  marge  remounting 
Shines,  and  its  shadow  shines,  fit  stars  for  our  sweet 
fountain. 

O  evei^-ever  be  thou  blest ! 

For  dearly,  Asra !  lovo  I  thee ! 
This  brooding  warmth  acrnm  my  breast. 
This  depth  of  tranquil  bliss— ah  me  I 
Fount,  tree  and  shed  are  gone.  I  know  not  whither. 
But  in  one  quiet  room  we  three  are  still  together. 

The  shodou-s  dance  upon  the  wall. 
By  the  Mtill  dancing  fire-fbraea  nmde; 

And  now  they  iilunil)or,  moveless  all ! 
And  now  I  hoy  innlt  to  one  deep  shade ! 
But  not  from  mo  fdiall  this  mild  darkniMS  Hteal  thee  : 

1  dream  tlioo  with  mine  eyes,  and  at  my  heart  I  feel 

thee! 

Thine  eyelash  on  my  cheek  doth  play — 

Tib  Mory'M  hand  upon  my  l)row ! 
But  let  me  check  thiH  tender  lay. 

Which  none  may  hear  but  she  and  thou ! 
like  the  still  hive  at  quiet  midnight  humming. 
Murmur  it  to  yourselves,  ye  two  beloved  women ! 


What  outward  ibnn  aod  feature 
He  guesseth  bat  in  part; 

Bat  what  within  is  good  and  lair 
He  seeth  widi  the  heart 


LINES  SUGGESTED  BY  THE  LAST  WQBDB 
OF  BERENGARIU& 


OB.  ANNO  DOM.  1088. 

No  more  'tmizt  conscience  staggering  and  lbs  ?^ 
Soon  shall  I  now  before  my  God  appear. 
By  him  to  be  acquitted,  as  I  hope ; 
By  him  to  be  condemned,  as  I  fear, 

KKFLKCnONS  ON  THE  ABOVB- 

Lynx  amid  moles !  hod  I  stood  by  thy  bed, 
Be  of  good  cheer,  meek  soul !  I  w^ould  hawMd. 
I  see  a  bopo  spring  from  tliat  humble  fear. 
All  are  not  stroug  alike  tlirmigh  storms  to  stsv 
Right  onward.    What  thougli  dread  of  llrakB'4 

deatli 
And  dungeon  torture  made  thy  hand  and  bnaih 
Inconstant  to  the  truth  within  thy  heart  ? 
That  trutli,  from  which,  ihioogfa  fear,  dioa  tmi 

dklst  start. 
Fear  haply  told  thee,  was  a  learned  strife, 
Or  not  so  vital  as  to  claim  thy  life : 
And  myriads  had  reach'd  Heaven,  who  never  knn 
Where  lay  the  difforcnco  'twizt  the  felse  and  Iras! 

Ye  who,  secure  'mid  trophies  not  your  own. 
Judge  him  who  won  thom  when  he  stood  alotf, 
And  proudly  talk  of  recrtant  Berknoabe— 
O  first  the  age,  and  then  the  man  compare ! 
That  age  how  daik  \  congenial  minds  bow  anl 
No  host  of  fiiends  with  kindred  zeal  dkl  bumf 
No  throbbing  hearts  au-aited  his  return ! 
Prostrate  alike  when  prince  and  peamnt  fell. 
He  only  dimcnchanted  from  the  speU, 
Like  the  weak  worm  that  gems  the  starless  niglu. 
Move<i  in  the  si'anty  circlet  of  Iuh  hght: 
And  was  it  strange  if  he  witlidrew  the  ray 
That  did  but  guide  the  night-birds  to  their  pny  ? 

The  ascending  Day-star  with  n  bolder  eye 
Hath  lit  each  dew-^rop  on  our  trimmer  lawn! 
Yet  not  for  this,  if  wise,  will  we  decry 
The  spots  and  struggles  of  the  timid  Dawn  ! 
Lest  so  we  tempt  ih'  approaching  Noon  to  sooia 
The  mists  and  painted  vaiwn  of  our  Mobn. 


TO  A  LADY, 

OFFENDED  BY  A  SPORTIVE  OBSERVATION  TllAT  WOMEN 

IIAVnS  NO  sou  LB. 

Nay,  dearest  Anna !  why  so  grave  7 
I  said,  you  had  no  soul,  'tis  true ! 

For  what  you  are  you  cannot  have: 
Tis  I,  that  have  one  since  I  first  had  you.' 


1  have  hoard  of  reasons  manifold 
Why  Lovo  miutt  ncedx  be  Mind. 

But  tiiis  the  best  of  all  I  hold— 
ilia  cyc:f  arc  in  hia  mind. 


THE  DEVIL'S  THOUGHTS. 

From  his  brimstone  l)od  at  break  of  day 

A-walking  the  Devil  is  gone. 
To  visit  his  little  snug  farm  of  the  earth, 

And  see  how  his  stock  went  on. 

Over  the  hill  and  over  the  dale, 

And  he  wont  over  the  plain. 
And  Inck wards  and  £>rwiirds  he  swish'd  his  koS^ 

As  a  gentleman  swishes  his  cane. 

And  how  then  wnn  the  Devil  drest  ? 
Oh  !  ho  was  in  his  Suntiey's  best : 
His  jacket  uas  red  and  his  breeclios  wore  bine, 
\     AivA  vVvew  >N\\a  ql  hole  wliore  the  tail  cnrae  ihieu8" 
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ft  IjAWTSB  Idfling  a  Viper 
hn^-heap  bedde  hii  stable. 
Devil  oaOed,  for  it  put  him  in  mind 
in  and  Km  brother,  AbeL 

ECA&T  on  a  white  hone 

by  on  hie  vocatioiia, 

Devil  thought  of  hie  old  Friend 

I  in  ^  RevelatJopg. 


ft  cottage  with  a  double  ooach>houw, 
age  of  gentiUty ! 
Devil  £d  grin,  for  hie  darling  on 
le  that  apee  homilitjr. 

;  into  a  ridi  bookseOer'B  ihop, 
.  he !  we  are  both  of  one  coUege; 
«elf  nte  like  a  oormorant  once 
If  die  tree  of  knowledge.* 

B  river  there  plied  with  wind  and  tide, 
,  with  VBftoderitjr; 

Devil  look'd  wiie  ai  he  aaw  how  the  while, 
own  duoat  Thwe!  quoth  he,  with  a  nnile, 
*Eng1and'a  conmerGial  prosperity 


»» 


ent  through  Coldfi^  Fieldi,  he  saw 
taryoell. 

Devil  waa  pleaied,  for  it  gave  him  a  hint 
nproving  his  prinoa  in  HeU. 


&ce 


w  widi  oonetematiMi, 
k  to  Hall  hirway  did  he  take, 
Oevfl  diOQg^t,  by  a  ilight  mistake, 
I  genoral  conflagration. 


,  dwm  stood  the  TVsf  •/  Life 

bloominf  ajnbrosisl  fhiit 
I  gold  bpieiy  P4per  flws«y7) ;  sod  next  to  Lift 
Dsalh,  tbs  TVsssf  AMsMfs,  giew  flhst  by.— 


IsD^  this  fifst  gmid 

MS  ap  k«  flsw,  sod  on  the  tree  of  life 

ike  a  eonnocsot— Per.  Ijo§U  IV. 


fory  bera  is  so  spt,  tfast  io  a  cstalogue  of  vmnem§ 
Maioed  from  ooUstioff  the  MBS-ooemiflit  expect  to 
sd,  that  for  **X4fs"  Cod.  qmd  kaimt,  **  Trait," 
sdssd  l*s  truie,  L  e.  the  bibliopolic,  so  esUed, 
VTf  oaj  be  leffsfded  ss  JLtfk  nan  tmhumtimi:  a 
wfaiehl  owe  to  a  yoimg  retailer  Id  ttie  hosiery  liae, 
a  dsseriiMion  of  the  oet  profits,  diooer  partiss. 
etc.  of  the  trade,  exdaimed,  "Ay!  that's 
I  Uft  now!"— Thk  "Life,  mir  Death,"  is  thus 
atrsled  with  the  fruits  of  Anthorriiip.— Sic  nos  noa 
ifieaansi  Apes. 

nem,  with  which  the  Fire,  Fsniiae  sod  Blaofhter 
Nd  hi  the  Mommc  Post,  the  three  tint  staons.  whkh 
al  the  rest,  sod  ths  nioth.  were  dictated  by  Ur. 
lelweeu  the  ointh  and  the  cooclodiog  staasa,  two  or 
■dUsd  ss  gronndsd  oo  sufajscts  that  have  test  thsir 
adferbstlst  rtssoBS 

ss  dMMid  ssk.  who  GsDsral ■sant,  the  Aether 

to  iafena  hisB,  that  he  did  ooee  sss  a  rsd-feoad  par- 

HBwhoaiby  the  drea  he  took  for  a  OsasraJ ;  bat 

SD  ' 


CONOTANCT  TO  AN  IDEAL  OBJECT. 

SiMCX  all,  that  beat  about  in  Nature's  range, 
Or  veer  or  vanish,  why  shouldat  thou  remain 
The  only  constant  in  a  worid  of  change — 

0  yearning  thought,  that  livest  but  in  the  bnin  ? 
Cdl  to  the  HOI7X8,  that  in  the  distance  play. 
The  foiry  people  of  the  future  day 

Fond  THOUGHT !  not  one  of  all  that  shining  swaim 
Win  breathe  on  thee  with  lifo-enkindling  breath. 
Till  when,  like  strangers  shelt'ring  frou)  a  stonn, 
Hope  and  Despair  meet  in  the  porch  of  Death! 
Yet  still  thou  haunt'st  me ;  and  though  well  I  see. 
She  is  not  thou^  and  only  thou  art  she. 
Still,  still  as  though  some  dear  embodied  good. 
Some  living  love  before  my  eyes  there  stood. 
With  answering  look  a  ready  ear  to  lend, 

1  mourn  to  thee  and  say-^  Ah!  loveliest  fiiand ! 
That  this  the  meed  of  all  my  toils  might  be, 

To  have  a  home,  an  flnglish  home  and  thee ! 
Vain  repetition !   Home  and  thou  art  one. 
The  peacefull'st  cot  the  moon  shall  shine  upon, 
Lull'd  by  the  durush  and  waken'd  by  the  lark. 
Without  thee  were  but  a  becalmed  Baik, 
Whose  helmsman  on  an  ocean  waste  and  wide 
Sita  mute  and  pale  his  mouldering  helm  beride. 

And  art  thou  nothing?  Such  thou  art,  aa  when 
The  woodman  winding  westward  up  the  glen 
At  wintry  dawn,  where  o*er  the  sheep-track's  maie 
The  viewless  snow-mist  weaves  a  glist'ning  haie. 
Sees  Aill  before  him,  gliding  without  tread, 
An  imaget  with  a  j^ory  round  its  head ; 
The  enamour'd  ruidc  worships  its  fair  hues. 
Nor  knows,  he  mahee  the  shadow  he  pursuei ! 


THE  SUICIDE'S  ARGUMENT. 

Ebx  the  birth  of  my  life,  if  I  wish'd  it  or  no 
No  question  was  ask'd  me— it  oould  not  be  so! 
If  the  life  was  the  question,  a  thing  sent  to  try. 
And  to  live  on  be  Yes  ;  what  can  No  be  f  to  die. 

NATUBK'a  ANSWKR. 

18*1  retum'd  aa  'twas  sent?  Is't  no  wone  for  the  wear? 
TUnk  first,  what  you  auk!   Call  to  mind  what  you 


I  gave  you  innocence,  I  gave  you  hope, 
Gave  health,  and  genius,  and  an  ample  scope. 
Return  you  me  gidlt,  lethargy,  despair  f 
Make  out  the  Invent'iy ;  inspect,  compare ! 
Th&a  die— if  die  you  dare ! 


he  mifflrt  have  been  nristsksn,  and  nost  certainly  he  did  not 
hear  any  names  mentioned.  In  simpis  verity,  the  Author  asfsi 
mesot  sny  one,  or  indeed  sny  thing  but  to  put  a  condndinc 
staasa  to  his  doggerel 

t  This  phenomenon,  whidi  the  Author  has  hisMeif  axpe- 
rienoed,  sod  of  which  the  reader  may  find  a  deieriptioa  in  oaa 
oftheeaihervolomesof  theMancherterPhikMophieal  Tkaas- 
aetaons,  is  spplied  figwatively  in  the  following  pasisgs  of  Aa 
Mdtu  RefiteUon: 

*' Pindsr's  fins  reoMrk  respecting  the  diflbraot  eflbets  of  srasto 
oodiflsrsnt  chsraeten,  holds  equally  true  of  Geoios :  ss  ssaar 
as  are  not  deU^tad  by  it  are  distnrbed,  perplexed,  irritated. 
IhebehokUreHhsrrecognlsee  it  mtMvnjtiitdfermtfkie  swi 
Btimg,  OstsievssHfertUsiWitkaGleni  rsmiiitalyMiLvt 
rseeili  ikoBi  it  as  a  spedkn.''— JliAs  to  lUJIadUim  ^.  Vfe. 
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THE  BLOSSOMING  OF  THE  SOLITARY 
DATE-TREE. 


A  LABfENT. 


I  Mtra  to  have  an  indiitinct  racoHeetion  of  haTuiff  nad  tUba 
in  000  of  the  pooderoiu  tomei  of  George  of  Venice,  or  in  ■onie 
oChor  compilation  from  the  oninqHred  Hebrew  Writen,  an 
Apologae  or  Rabbinical  Tradition  to  the  foltowing  porpoee: 

While  our  firrt  parents  etood  before  their  oflbnded  Maker, 
and  the  lait  worde  of  the  woteoce  were  yet  eoiinding  in  Adam*i 
•ar,  the  goileftil  falee  eerpeot,  a  eonnterfieit  and  a  ueorper  from 
the  beff^ning,  preiumptuously  took  on  himself  the  character 
of  advocate  or  mediator,  and  pretending  to  intercede  for  Adam, 
exclaimed :  "  Nay.  Lord,  in  thy  justice,  not  so !  for  the  Man 
was  the  least  in  fault.  Rather  let  the  Woman  return  at  once 
to  the  4ust,  and  let  Adam  remain  in  this  thy  Paradise."  And 
the  word  of  the  Most  High  answered  Satan:  **  71s  Under 
lerrifs  ^  tkt  wicked  are  erwd.  Treacherous  Fiend !  if  with 
guilt  like  thine,  it  had  been  poesible  for  thee  to  have  the  heart 
of  a  Man,  and  to  leel  the  yearning  of  a  human  soul  for  its 
counterpart,  the  sentence,  which  thou  now  oounsellest,  should 
have  been  inflicted  on  thyself." 


[The  title  of  the  following  poem  vfn»  snggeeted  by  a  Act 
tiooed  by  Linncus,  of  a  Date- tree  in  a  nobleman's  garden, 
which  year  afrer  year  had  put  forth  a  foil  show  of  hlnesoms. 
but  never  produced  fruit,  till  a  branch  from  a  Date-tree  had 
been  conveyed  from  a  distance  of  some  hundred  leagues. 
The  first  leaf  of  the  BfS.  from  which  the  poem  has  been 
transcribed,  and  which  contained  the  two  or  three  introdue- 
loiy  stansas,  is  wanting :  and  the  author  has  in  vain  taxed 
his  memory  to  repair  the  loss.  But  a  rode  draught  of  the 
poem  contains  the  substance  of  the  stansas,  and  the  reader 
is  requested  to  receive  it  as  the  substitute.  It  is  not  impossi- 
ble, that  some  congenial  spirit,  whose  years  do  not  exceed 
those  of  the  author  at  the  time  the  poem  was  written,  may 
find  a  pleasure  in  rostoring  the  Lament  to  its  original  Integ- 
nty  by  a  reduction  of  the  thoughts  to  the  requisite  BCelre.— 

B.T.O. 


1. 
Beneath  the  blazo  of  a  tropical  sun  the  moun- 
tain peaks  are  the  Thrones  of  Frost,  through  the 
absence  of  objects  to  reflect  the  rays.  "  What  no 
one  with  us  shares,  seems  scarce  our  own."  The 
presence  of  a  one, 

The  best  beloved,  who  loveth  me  the  best, 
is  for  the  heart,  what  the  supporting  air  fnmi  within 
is  lor  the  hollow  globe  with  its  suspended  car.  De- 
prive it  of  this,  and  all  without,  that  would  have 
buoyed  it  aloA  even  to  the  scat  of  the  gods,  becomes 
a  burthen,  and  crushes  it  into  flatness. 

2. 

The  finer  the  sense  for  the  beautiful  and  the  lovely, 
and  the  fairer  and  lovoUer  the  object  presented  to  the 
sense ;  the  more  exquisite  the  individual's  capacity 
of  joy,  and  the  more  ample  his  means  and  opportu- 
nities of  enjoyment,  the  more  heavily  will  he  feel 
the  ache  of  solitariness,  the  more  unsubstantial  be- 
comes the  feast  spread  around  him.  What  matters 
it,  whether  in  fact  the  viands  and  the  ministering 
graces  are  shadowy  or  real,  to  him  who  has  not 
hand  to  grasp  nor  arms  to  embrace  them  I 

3. 

Imagination ;  honorable  Aims ; 
Free  Commune  with  the  choir  that  cannot  die ; 
Science  and  Song;  DeUght  in  little  things, 
The  buoyant  child  surviving  in  the  man ; 
Fields,  forests,  ancient  mountains,  ocean,  sky. 
With  all  their  voices— O  dare  I  accuse 
Mjr  earthly  lot  u  guilty  of  my  gpleen. 


Or  call  my  destiny  niggard  f  O  no!  no ! 
It  is  her  largeness,  and  her  overflow, 
Which  bmng  incomplete,  disquieteth  me  so ! 

4. 
For  never  touch  of  gladness  stirs  my  heart. 
But  tim'rotisly  beginning  to  rejoice 
like  a  bUnd  Arab,  that  fhnn  sleep  doth  start 
In  lonesome  tent,  I  listen  for  thy  voice. 
Beloved !  'tis  not  thine;  thou  art  not  there! 
Then  melts  the  bubble  into  idle  air, 
And  wishing  without  hope  I  restlessly  despair. 

5. 

The  mother  with  anticipated  glee 
Smiles  o'er  the  child,  that  standing  by  her  chair. 
And  flatt'ning  its  roimd  cheek  upon  her  knee. 
Looks  up,  and  doth  its  rosy  lips  prepare 
Tb  mock  the  coming  sounds.    At  that  sweet  sight 
She  hears  her  own  voice  with  a  new  delight; 
And  if  the  babe  perchance  should  Usp  the  notes 
aright, 

6. 
Then  is  she  tenfold  gladder  than  before ! 
But  should  disease  or  chance  the  darling  take. 
What  then  avail  those  songs,  which  sweet  of  yore 
Were  only  sweet  for  their  sweet  echo's  sake  f 
Dear  maid!  no  prattler  at  a  mothei^s  knee 
Was  e'er  to  dearly  prized  as  I  prize  thee : 
Why  was  I  made  for  love,  and  love  denied  to  me  f 


FANCY  IN  NUBIBUS, 

OR  THE  POET  IN  THE   CLGUDI. 

O!  IT  is  pleasant,  with  a  heart  at  ease. 

Just  aAer  sunset,  or  by  moonlight  skies, 
To  make  the  shiAing  clouds  be  what  you  pl( 

Or  let  the  easily  i}ersuadod  eyes 
Own  each  quaint  likeness  issuing  from  the  mouUI 

Of  a  friend's  fancy ;  or  with  head  bent  low 
And  cheek  aslant,  see  rivers  flow  of  gold 

'Twizt  crimson  banks ;  and  then,  a  traveller,  go 
From  moimt  to  mount  through  Clo&dlani>.  gw- 
geous  land! 

Or  list'ning  to  the  tide,  with  closed  sight. 
Be  that  blind  bard,  who  on  the  Chian  strand 

By  those  deep  sounds  possess'd,  with  inward  li^t 
Beheld  the  Tuad  and  the  Odyssey 

Rise  to  the  swelling  of  the  voiceful 


THE  TWO  FOUNTS. 

STANZAS  ADDRESSED  TO  A  LADT  ON  HER  RECOTIft** 
WITH  UNBLEMISHED  LOOKS,  FROM  A  SEVERE  AT" 
TACK  OF  PAIN. 

'TWAS  my  last  waking  thought,  how  it  could  be 
That  thou,  sweet  friend,  such  anguish  shouldstenduT* 
When  straight  from  Dreamland  came  a  Dwarf,  and  ^ 
Could  tell  the  cause,  forsooth,  and  knew  the  cure. 

Methought  he  fronted  me,  with  peering  look 
Fix'd  on  my  heart;  and  read  aloud  in  game 
The  loves  and  grieft  therein,  as  from  a  book : 
\  Knd  \ittoVd  \sniaQ  like  one  who  wish'd  to  blame. 
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ait  (quoth  be)  flinoe  Adam's  lin, 
I  there  are,  of  nifieriiig  and  of  cheer ! 
forth,  and  this  to  keep  within ! 
loae  aipect  I  find  imaged  here, 

»  oo]y  will  to  all  dispeme, 
akme  unlock'd,  by  no  distrees 
um*d  inward,  but  still  issue  thence 
d  cheer,  persistent  lovelinc 


jiving  cloud  the  shiny  Bow, 
OS  thing  made  up  of  tears  and  light, 
lid  rack  and  rain  that  slants  below 
ing  forth,  unmoYod  and  freshly  bright : 

the  spirits  of  all  lovely  flowers, 
each  its  wreath  and  dewy  crown, 
'  sank  to  earth  in  Yemal  showers, 
I  bridge  to  tempt  the  angels  down. 


!  CD  thai  fiice  of  thine, 
lignant  face,  whose  look  alone 
tnnslucence  through  her  cr]rstal  shrine !) 
to  soothe  all  ■"g""**  but  thine  own. 

overs  stin,  and  ne'er  takes  wing, 
silent  charm  compels  the  stem 
ig  Genius  of  the  bitter  spring 
iback,  and  cower  upon  his  urn. 

needs  weoder,  if  (no  outlet  found 
spleen,  or  strifo)  the  fount  of  pain 
S  beats  against  its  lovely  mound, 
id  flaahee  shoots  fitxn  heart  to  braint 

the  Dwazf  with  that  unsteady  gleam 
ed  lip^  that  aped  a  critic  smile,    <. 

:  yet  I,  my  sad  thoughts  to  beguile, 
Qg  on  the  tissue  of  my  dream : 

y  at  length  I  cried,  as  though 
i  indeed  been  present  to  my  eyes, 
nreet  suflforer !  if  the  case  be  so, 
t,  be  less  good,  leu  sweet,  lest  wise ! 

x}k  a  barbed  arrow  send, 
jft  lips  let  scorn  and  anger  live ! 
ng,  rather  than  thus,  sweet  friend ! 
tkytelC  the  pain  thou  wilt  not  give ! 


WHAT  IS  LIFEt 

i  lifo  what  once  was  held  of  light, 

)  in  itself  for  human  sight  ? 

te  self  7  an  element  ungrounded  ? 

e  see,  all  colors  of  all  shade 

oach  of  darkness  made  f 

)  by  consciousness  unbounded  ? 

e  thoughts,  pains,  joys  of  mortal  breath, 

brace  of  wrestling  i^e  and  death  f 


THE  EXCHANGE. 

iledged  our  hearts,  my  love  and  h 
1  my  arms  the  maiden  clasping ; 
Id  not  tell  the  reason  why, 
t,  oh !  I  trembled  like  an  atpen. 


Her  Other's  love  she  bade  me  gain ; 

I  went  and  shook  like  any  reed ! 
I  strove  to  act  the  man — in  vain ! 

We  had  exchanged  our  hearts  indeed. 


SONNET, 

OOMPOnD  BT  THE  8BABIOK,  OOTOBOl  1817. 

Oh  !  it  is  pleasant,  with  a  heart  at  ease, 

Just  after  sunset,  or  by  moonUght  skies. 

To  make  the  shifting  clouds  be  what  you  please ; 

Or  3rield  the  easily  persuaded  eyes 

To  each  quaint  image  issuing  fiom  the  mould 
Of  a  friend's  foncy ;  or  with  head  bent  low. 
And  cheek  aslant,  see  rivers  flow  of  gold 
'Twixt  crimson  banks ;  and  then,  a  traveller,  go 

From  mount  to  mount,  dirough  CtoudlaDd,  goigeooa 

land! 
Or  listening  to  the  tide,  with  olosed  sight, 
Be  that  blind  bard,  who  on  the  Chian  strand. 
By  those  deep  soimds  possoss'd,  with  inward  light 
Beheld  the  Iliad  and  the  Odyssey 
Rise  to  the  swelling  of  the  voicefbl  sea ! 


EPIGRAM& 

I. 

I  A8K^  ray  &ir,  one  happy  day. 

What  I  should  call  her  in  my  lay. 

By  what  sweet  name  fiom  Rome,  or  Graeoa, 

Neara,  Laura,  Daphne,  Chkms, 

Carina,  Lalage,  or  Doris^ 

Dorimene,  or  Lucrece  ? 

n. 

"  Ah,"  replied  my  gentle  fair ; 
«  Dear  one,  what  are  names  but  airf— 
Choose  thou  whatever  suits  the  line ; 
Call  me  Laura,  call  me  ClUoris, 
Call  me  Lalage,  or  Doris, 
Oiily^-0Dly^--calI  me  lUne  /" 


Slt  Belnbnb  took  all  occasions 
To  try  Job's  constancy,  and  patience. 
He  took  lus  honor,  took  his  health ; 
He  took  his  children,  took  his  wealth. 
His  servants,  oxen,  horMs,  cows« — 
But  cunning  Satan  did  not  take  his  spouse. 

But  Heaven,  that  brings  out  good  from  evil. 
And  loves  to  disappoint  the  devil, 
Had  predetermined  to  restore 
Twofold  all  he  had  before ; 
His  servants,  horses,  oxen,  cows- 
Shortsighted  devil,  not  to  take  his  spouse ! 


HoAiac  MBvius  reads  his  hobbling  vena 
To  all,  and  at  all  times; 
And  fhids  them  both  divinalj  vboq^ 
Hk  voica  aa  wall  aa  fcsfism^ 
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But  iblki  say  Mnviui  i»  no 
Bat  MBBviuB  makes  it  dear 
That  he's  a  mooiter  of  an  t 
An  aH  withoat  an  ear! 


Thkuc  comes  from  old  Avaro's  grave 
A  deadly  stench — ^why,  sure,  they  have 
Immured  his  toul  within  lus  Grave ! 


Last  Monday  all  the  papeis  said. 

Thai  Mr. was  dead  ; 

Why,  then,  what  said  the  city  ? 
The  tenth  part  sadly  shook  their  head. 
And  shaking  sigh'd,  and  sighing  said, 
<« Pity,  indeed, 'tis  pity!" 

But  when  the  said  report  was  found 
A  rumor  wholly  without  ground, 
Why,  then,  what  said  the  city  ? 
The  other  nine  parti  shook  their  head, 
Repeating  what  the  tenth  had  said, 
*«  Pity,  indeed, 'tis  pity!" 


YoiTi  poem  must  eternal  be. 
Dear  1^ ! — it  cannot  fiul — 
For  'tis  incomprehensible. 
And  wants  both  head  and  iaU, 


SwANB  sing  before  they  die — ^'twere  no  bad  diing 
Did  certain  perrans  die  before  they  sing. 


THE  WANDERING**  OF  CAIN. 


PUFATORT  NOTI. 


tbs*'FofftnBSlsklBi*'oftlieMaM:  sad  Hmo  olhv  ni  i 

lunMntoasinMSMtsproBtptsd  a  diffinmit  Tsjace,  i 
ehonge  sod  s  noorer  pott.  I  have  io  Tain  tzisd  to 
linetftoni  the  PaGmpwit  tablet  of  my  meoionr:  aadleaaoab 
offer  the  introdndory  stanza,  whieh  had  beeo  oomaiiUsd  to 
writins  for  the  irarpooe  of  procuring  s  friend's 
lbs  metre,  ae  aapedmeo. 

Eodnctored  with  a  twine  of  leaves. 
That  leafy  twine  hie  <mly  drem ! 
A  lovely  Boy  was  pfaickini  ftoito. 
By  moonUght,  in  a  wildemoM. 
The  moon  wae  bright,  the  air  was  ins. 
And  ftnite  and  ilowen  together  grew 
On  many  a  ihrub  and  many  s  tree: 
And  all  pat  on  a  gentle  hno. 
Hanging  in  die  ehadowy  ak 
Like  a  piouire  rich  and  rare. 
It  wae  a  cUmato  where,  they  eay. 
The  night  it  more  beloved  than  day. 
But  who  that  beanteoni  Boy  begoiled. 
That  beaateooe  Boy.  to  Knger  here  T 
Alone,  by  night,  a  little  child. 
In  place  to  eilent  and  eo  wild- 
Has  he  no  friend,  no  knring  Mother  near  1 

I  have  hero  given  the  birth,  parentage,  and  premstnre 

of  the**  Wandering!  of  Cain,  a  poem,*'— entreslfaig,  hewsin, 
my  Readers  not  to  think  eo  meanly  of  my  jndgmenc,  ae  to  ei 
poee  that  I  eith»  regard  or  offer  it  ae  any  exeaee  Ibr  the  pi 
lieation  of  the  following  fragment  (and  I  may  add,  of  «•§ 
two  otheri  in  ite  nn^boriiood),  or  its  primitite  crodity. 
I  ehoukl  find  itill  greater  difficulty  hi  forgiving  mysoK  n 
to  record  pro  trnUe  pobtteo  s  eet  of  petty  nririnps  sad  aas«^ 
sncee  which  I  myeelf  wirii  to  fbrget  Imostheesatoat  dNnto 
with  aamring  the  friendly  Reader,  that  the  lea  hs  attribcitois 
appearance  to  the  Anthor'e  wiU.  ehoios,  or  Jodgaent,  Ihi 
nearer  to  the  troth  he  wiU  be.  8.  T.  C 


CANTO  n. 


A  proee  compoaition.  one  not  in  metre  at  leaet,  leems  priaui 
faeie  to  require  explanation  or  apology.  It  waa  written  in  the 
year  1796.  near  Nether  Stowey  in  Sommetihire,  at  which  place 
Cvsnctim  et  emabiU  nomen '  rich  by  lo  many  amoeiationi  and 
reeoUectioni)  the  Author  had  taken  up  hie  reeidenee  in  order 
to  eqjoy  the  eociety  and  cloee  neighborhood  of  adear  and  hon- 
ocedfHeod.T.  Poole.  Eiq.  The  work  waa  to  have  been  written 
in  concert  with  another,  whose  name  ia  too  venerable  within 
the  preeincta  of  geoitta  to  be  unnecoaaarily  brought  into  oonnez - 
ion  with  aneh  a  trifle,  and  who  waa  then  reaiding  at  a  email 
diatsnce  from  Nether  Stowey.  The  title  and  auUiect  were  aug- 
geatod  by  myaelf,  who  Ukewiae  drew  out  the  acheme  and  the 
oontenta  for  each  of  the  three  booka  or  cantoee,  of  which  the 
work  waa  to  conaist,  and  which,  the  reader  ia  to  be  infbrmed. 
waa  to  have  been  finbriied  in  one  night!  My  partner  undertook 
the  fint canto :  Itheaeeood :  and  whichever  had  dcmeJtr»U  waa 
to  aet  about  the  third.  Almoat  thirty  yeara  have  paaaed  by ;  yet 
at  thia  momrat  I  cannot  frithout  aomething  more  than  a  amile 
moot  the  qneation  which  of  the  two  thinga  waa  the  more  im- 
practicable, for  a  mind  ao  eminently  original  to  compoae  another 
man'a  thoughta  and  fanciea,  or  for  a  taste  ao  aurterely  pure  and 
aimple  to  inutate  the  Death  of  Abel  1  Methinka  I  aee  hia  grand 
and  noble  countenance  aa  at  the  moment  when  having  diipatch- 
ed  my  own  portion  of  the  taak  at  full  finger-apeed,  I  haatened 
to  him  with  my  manuscript— that  look  of  humoroua  despond- 
ency fixed  on  hia  almoat  blank  aheet  of  paper,  and  then  ita 
silent  mock-piteoua  admiarion  of 'faihire  atruggling  with  the 
senae  of  the  exceeding  ridicnlouaneaa  of  the  whole  acheme— 
which  broke  up  in  a  laugh :  and  the  Andent  Mariner  was  writ- 
ten inatead. 

Yeara  afterward,  however,  the  drafl  of  the  Plan  and  propo- 

aed  Incidenta,  and  the  portion  executed,  obtained  favor  in  the 

eyea  of  aaore  than  one  peraon,  whoae  judgment  on  a  poetic 

work  eoaJd  not  bat  hare  weighed  with  me,  even  though  no  pa- 

tvaul  jmrtuUity  bad  beeo  thrown  into  die  aama  acale,  as  a 

mmke-wmigbt:  and  /  detenniood  on  commencing  anew,  anA 

eompoming  tbe  whole  in  stanzas,  and  made  eome  piogiesa  in .  .    . \_va^  vv-. 

~i2i4v  thie  inteotho,  when  advene  tales  droTs  my  bsik  oft[^^^^  Y»swi<»  Yam. 


**  A  LiTTUB  fmther,  O  my  fitfher,  yet  a  litifefiiite 
and  we  shall  oome  into  the  open  mooolight' 
road  was  through  a  forest  of  fir-trees ;  at  its 
the  trees  stood  at  distances  from  each  odier.  and  Ihs 
path  was  broad,  and  the  moonlight,  and  the  mmwiKglit 
shadows  reposed  upon  it,  and  appeared  qnietfy  toiD* 
habit  that  solitude.  But  soon  tho  path  winded  «d 
became  narrow;  tho  sim  at  high  noon  TriiiMlimr 
speckled,  but  never  illumined  it,  and  now  it  nm 
6aA  as  a  cavern. 

"It  iB  dark,  O  my  fiither!"  said  Enoa;  "but  d» 
path  under  our  feet  is  smooth  and  soft*  and  wm  daS 
soon  come  out  into  the  open  moonlig^" 

**  Lead  on,  my  child !"  said  Cain :  **  gind«  nn^ 
little  child  ."*  And  the  innocent  little  child  daapads 
finger  of  the  hand  which  had  miudered  the  lighleaai 
Abel,  and  he  guided  his  fother.  **  The  fir  iwyKhf 
drip  upon  thee,  my  son."  **  Yea,  pleasantly,  fiidMr, 
fi>r  I  ran  fiist  and  eagerly  to  bring  thee  the  pitete 
and  the  cake,  and  my  body  is  not  yet  cool, 
happy  the  squirrels  are  that  feed  on  theae 
they  leap  finm  bough  to  bough,  and  the  old 
play  roiuid  their  young  ones  in  the  nest  I  domb  ( 
yesterday  at  noon,  O  my  fiither,  that  I  mi^  pi^ 
with  them ;  but  they  leapt  away  finom  the  bnoiiSii^ 
even  to  the  slender  twigs  did  diey  leap,  and  m  a 
moment  I  beheld  them  on  another  tree.  Why,  O  m^ 
fiither,  would  they  not  play  with  me  ?  I  woold  ba 
good  to  them  as  thou  art  good  to  me :  and  I  groaned 
to  them  even  as  thou  groaneet  when  thou  givast  na 
to  eat,  and  when  thou  coverst  me  at  evening,  and  aa 
often  as  I  stand  at  thy  knee  and  diine  eyes  look  aA 
me."  Then  Coin  stopped,  and  stifling  hia  groans  ha 
sank  to  tihe  ea3E^«  vul  ^  «^aSA  Edos  stood  in  dia 
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AiMJ  Cam  liAed  up  hia  roioe  and  cried  bitterly, 

and  nid, "  TIm  Bfigfaty  One  that  penecuteth  roe  n 

OQ  diii  ade  and  on  that ;  be  punueth  my  aoul  like 

dw  wind,  like  die  MDd-bli«t  be  paaeth  through  roe ; 

he  ia  aroand  me  even  an  the  air!   O  that  I  might  be 

utterly  no  more!  I  desire  to  die— yea,  the  thinga 

tfiat  never  had  life,  neither  move  they  upon  the 

earth — ^behold !  they  leem  predona  to  mine  eyea.    O 

that  a  man  might  live  without  the  breath  of  hia  noa- 

trib!   So  I  might  abide  in  darkneai,  and  bUckneaB, 

and  an  «sipty  apace !  Yea,I  would  lie  down,  I  would 

not  liae,  neither  would  I  atir  my  limba  till  I  became 

M  the  took  in  the  den  of  the  lion,  on  which  the 

young  Uoo  reateth  hia  head  whilat  he  aleepeth.    For 

the  torrent  that  roareth  &r  off  hath  a  voice,  and  the 

ckmda  in  heaven  look  terribly  on  me ;  the  Mighty 

One  who  ia  againat  me  apeaketh  in  the  wind  of  the 

cedar  grove;  and  in  ailence  am  I  dried  up."    Then 

Enoe  apake  to  lua  &ther:    "  Ariae,  my  father,  ariae, 

we  are  but  a  little  way  from  tho  place  where  I  found 

the  cake  and  the  pitcher."    And  Coin  aaid,  "  How 

tnpweat  thour  and  the  child  anawered — **  Behold, 

the  bare  rocka  are  a  few  of  thy  atridea  distant  from 

Am  fiinatj  and  while  even  now  thou  wert  lifting  up 

Ihj  voice,  I  heard  the  ecba"    Then  the  child  took 

hold  of  hk  ftther,  aa  if  he  would  raise  him :  and 

Gun  being  fiunt  and  (eeble,  roae  alowly  on  hia  kneea 

nd  pwed  himaelf  againat  the  trunk  of  a  fir,  and 

Mood  upright,  and  followed  the  child. 

The  path  waadark  tiU  within  three  strides*  length 
of  ita  termination,  when  it  tamed  suddenly ;  the 
thick,  black  treea  formed  a  low  arch,  and  the  moon« 
light  appeared  for  a  moment  like  a  dazzling  portaL 
Enoa  ran  before  and  atood  in  the  open  air ;  and  when 
Cain,  hia  fiither,  emerged  from  the  darknesa,  the 
child  waa  aflnghted.  For  the  mighty  limba  of  Cain 
wm  waaled  aa  by  fire ;  hia  hair  waa  aa  the  matted 
ouia  on  the  Biaon'a  forehead,  and  so  glared  his  fierce 
and  aoDen  eye  beneath:  and  the  black  abundant 
locka  on  either  side,  a  rank  and  tangled  mass,  were 
and  scorched,  aa  though  the  graap  of  a 
ifoo  hand^had  atriven  to  rend  tbem^  and  hia 
told  in  a  atrango  and  terrible  language 
that  had  been,  and  were,  and  were  adll 
to  be. 
aroand  waa  deaolate ;  aa  for  aa  the  eye 
it  waa  deaolate :  the  bare  rocka  fiiced 
otfior,  and  left  a  long  and  v^ide  interval  of  thin 
You  might  wander  on  and  look  round 
and  looodf  and  peep  into  tho  crevicea  of  tho  rocks, 
ad  diaeovar  nothing  that  acknowledged  tho  influ- 
iMt  of  the  aeaaona.  There  waa  no  spring,  no  aum- 
■MT,  no  antnmn :  and  the  winter's  snow,  that  would 
lovely,  fell  not  on  these  hot  rocks  and 
■nds.  Never  morning  lark  had  poised 
over  this  desert;  but  the  huge  serpent  often 
there  beneath  the  talons  of  the  vulture,  and 
whnre  screamed,  hia  winga  imprisoned  within 
of  the  aerpent  The  points]  and  ahattered 
of  the  ridgea  of  the  rocka  made  a  rude 
of  human  concema,  and  aeemed  to  proph- 
of  thinga  that  then  were  not ;  ateeplea, 
hattlementa,  and  ships  with  naked  masts.  As  far 
the  wood  as  a  boy  might  sling  a  pebble  of  the 
tfaeie  was  one  rock  by  itself  at  a  small  dis- 
fros  the  main  ridge.  It  had  been  precipitated 
by  the  groan  which  the  Earth  uttered 
aoM  Sm  Alter  JeU.  Before  you  approecbed,  it 
'  t9  He  Oei  oa  ibe  gmuad,  but  it»  beae  bImM- 
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ed  from  its  point,  and  between  ita  point  and  the 
sands  a  tall  man  might  stand  upright  It  was  here 
that  Enos  had  found  the  pitcher  and  cake,  and  to 
this  place  he  led  his  lather.  But  ere  they  had  reach- 
ed the  rock  they  beheld  a  human  shape :  hia  back 
was  towards  them,  and  they  were  advancing  imper- 
ceived,  when  they  heard  him  smite  hia  braaat  and 
ciy  aloud,  **  Woe  ia  me !  woe  is  me!  I  moat  never  die 
again,  and  yet  I  am  periahing  with  thirat  and  hun- 
ger." 

Pallid,  aa  the  reflectioo  of  the  aheeted  lightning  on 
the  heavy-aailing  night-cloud,  became  the  fooe  of 
Cain;  but  the  child  Enoa  took  hold  of  the  ahaggy 
skin,  his  fiuher's  robe,  and  raised  hia  eyea  to  hia 
fiither,  and  liatening  whiapered,  "Eire  yet  I  could 
speak,  1  am  sure,  O  my  fother !  that  I  heard  that 
voice.  Ilave  not  1  often  said  that  I  remnnberBd  a 
sweet  voice?  O  my  fiither!  this  ia  it:**  and  Cain 
trembled  exceedingly.  The  voice  waa  aweet  indeed, 
but  it  waa  thin  and  queruloua  like  that  of  a  foeUe 
slave  in  miseiy,  who  despairs  altogether,  yet  canpot 
refitun  himself  from  weeping  and  lamentatioa.  And, 
behold !  Enos  glided  forward,  and  creeping  softly 
round  the  bese  of  the  rock,  stood  before  the  stranger, 
and  looked  up  into  his  face.  And  the  Shape  shiisk- 
ed,  and  turned  round,  and  Cain  beheld  him,  that  his 
limbs  and  hia  foce  were  those  of  his  brother  Abel 
whom  be  had  killed !  And  Cain  stood  like  one  who 
struggles  in  hia  sleep  becauM  of  die  exceeding  ter- 
riUeness  of  a  dream. 

Thus  as  he  stood  in  silence  and  darkneaa  of  aoul, 
the  Shape  fell  at  hia  feet,  and  embraced  hia  kneea, 
and  cried  out  with  a  bitter  outcry, "  Tlion  eldeat- 
bom  of  Adam,  whom  Eve,  my  mother,  farou^t  forth, 
ceaae  to  torment  me !  I  waa  fiseding  my  fiocka  in 
green  paatures  by  the  aido  of  quiet  rivera,  and  thou 
killedst  me ;  and  now  I  am  in  miaery."  Then  Cain 
closed  his  eyes,  and  hid  them  with  his  hands ;  and 
again  he  opened  his  eyes,  and  looked  around  him, 
and  said  to  Enos,  '*  What  behoUeet  thou?  Didst  thou 
hear  a  voice,  my  son  V*  **  Yes,  my  fiuher,  I  beheld 
a  man  in  unclean  garments,  and  be  uttered  a  aweet 
voice,  fiill  of  lamentation."  Then  Cain  raiaed  up 
the  Shape  that  waa  like  Abel,  and  aaid: — ^The 
Creator  of  our  fiUher,  who  had  reapect  unto  thee, 
and  unto  thy  oflfering,  wherefiire  h^  he  foraaken 
theo  T*  Then  the  Shape  ahrieked  a  aecond  time,  and 
rent  his  garment,  and  his  naked  ddn  was  like  the 
white  sands  beneath  their  feet ;  and  he  shrieked  yet 
a  third  time,  and  throw  himself  on  hia  fiice  upon  the 
sand  that  was  black  with  the  shadow  of  the  rock, 
and  Coin  and  Enos  sate  beside  him;  the  child  by  his 
right  hand,  and  Cain  by  his  left.  They  were  all 
three  under  the  rock,  and  within  the  shadow.  The 
Shape  that  was  like  Abel  raised  himself  up,  and 
spake  to  the  child :  **  I  know  where  the  cold  waters 
are,  but  I  may  not  drink ;  wherefiire  didst  thou  then 
takeaway  my  pitcher  r  But  Cain  said,  **  Didst  thou 
not  find  favor  in  the  sight  of  the  Lord  thy  God  V* 
The  Shape  anawered,  ■'The  Lord  ia  God  of  the 
living  only,  the  dead  have  another  God."  Then 
the  child  Fjmm  lifted  up  hia  eyea  and  prayed ;  but 
Cain  rejoiced  aocrotly  in  hia  heart  **  Wretched  ahall 
they  be  all  the  daya  of  their  mortal  life,*'  exclaimed 
the  Shape,  **  who  aacrifice  worthy  and  acceptable 
aacrificea  to  the  God  of  the  de«d\\MX«!^»t  ^t*!^ 
their  toil  ceaaeth.  Woe  ia  inA,fai  \  ^R«B'N«>\\A>nN«A 
,  by  the  God  of  the  Uving,  eiui  €!fuib\  ^«t\.  ^^c^>  ^ 
Imy  brother,  who  didal  kibU^  mie  ii.'fivi  '        ^ 
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and  hii  dominintL*'  HsTiiig  nttiered  tfMM 
^fonbilie  roM  middenlj,  and  fled  oTerthe  nndi; 
md  Cain  nid  in  hifl  heart,  "The  cone  of  the  Lord 
ii  on  me ;  but  who  is  the  God  of  the  dead  T  and  he 
van  after  the  Shape,  and  the  Shape  fled  ihrieking 
over  the  nnda,  and  the  aandt  rone  like  white  miM 
behind  the  itepa  of  Cain,  but  the  feet  of  him  that 
waa  like  Abel  disturbed  not  the  sands.  He  graatly 
OQtran  Cain,  and  taming  short,  he  wheeled  loond, 
and  came  again  to  the  rock  where  they  had  been 
illlo^  and  where  Enos  still  stood;  and  the  child 
ma^  bold  of  his  garment  as  he  passed  by,  and  he 
ftU  apon  the  groond.  And  Cain  stopped,  and  be- 
holding him  not,  said,  **  he  has  passed  into  the  dark 
woods,"  and  he  walked  dowly  back  lo  the  rocks; 
and  whan  he  reached  it  the  child  told  him  that  he 
bad  caught  hold  of  his  garment  as  he  passed  by,  and 
that  the  man  had  &Ilen  npon  the  ground :  and  Cain 
once  more  sate  beside  him,  and  said, "  Abel,  ray  bio- 
tfm,  I  would  lament  ibr  thee,  but  that  die  apnit 
within  me  is  withered,  and  burnt  up  with  extreme 
agony.  Now,  I  pray  thee,  by  thy  flocks,  and  by  thy 
pastures,  and  by  the  quiet  rivers  which  thou  lovedsC, 
that  thou  tell  me  all  that  thou  knowest  Who  is  the 
Ood  of  the  dead  f  wbme  doth  he  make  his  dwelling? 
what  sacrifices  are  acceptable  unto  him?  for  I  have 
oflbrad,  bat  have  not  been  received ;  I  have  prayed, 
and  have  not  been  heard;  and  how  can  I  be  afflicted 
move  than  I  already  am?"  The  Shape  aroee  and 
answered,  "O  that  thou  hadst  had  pity  on  me  as  I 
win  have  pity  on  thee.  Follow  me.  Son  of  Adam! 
and  bring  thy  child  with  thee !" 

And  they  three  passed  over  the  white  sande  be- 
tween the  rocks,  alent  as  the  shadows. 


ALLEGORIC  VISION. 

A  racLUf  o  of  sadness,  a  peculiar  melancholy,  is 
wont  to  take  possession  of  me  alike  in  Spring  aixl  in 
Autumn.  But  in  Spring  it  is  the  melancholy  of 
Hope :  in  Autumn  it  is  ^e  melancholy  of  Resigna- 
tion. As  I  was  journeying  on  foot  through  the  Apen- 
nine,  I  fell  in  with  a  pilgrim  in  whom  the  Spring  and 
the  Autumn  and  the  Melancholy  of  both  seemed  to 
have  combined.  In  his  discourse  there  were  the 
freshness  and  the  colors  of  April: 

Qual  ramieel  •  nuno, 
Tal  da  pentier  pennero 
In  Itti  cermogUava. 

But  as  I  gazed  on  his  whole  form  and  figure,  I  be- 
thought me  of  the  not  unlovely  decays,  both  of  age 
and  of  the  late  season,  in  the  stately  elm,  after  the 
clusters  have  been  plucked  from  its  entwining  vines, 
and  the  vines  are  as  bands  of  dried  withies  around 
its  trunk  and  branches.  Even  so  there  was  a  memo- 
ly  on  his  smooth  and  ample  forehead,  which  blended 
with  the  dedication  of  his  steady  eyes,  that  still 
looked — I  know  not,  whether  upward,  or  &r  onward, 
or  rather  to  the  line  of  meeting  where  the  sky  rests 
upon  the  distance.  But  how  may  I  express  that 
diamess  of  abstraction  which  lay  on  the  lustre  of  the 
pilgrim's  eyes,  like  the  flitting  tarnish  from  the  breath 
of  a  sigh  on  a  silver  mirror!  and  which  accorded 
mtb  their  thw  and  reluctant  movement,  whenever 


now  imAill^  hot  never  fbrgotten.    It  waa  at  onea  Ae 
melancholy  of  hope  and  of  resignation. 

We  had  not  h»g  been  fellow-trnveOen^  are  asod* 
den  tempeat  of  whod  and  rsin  flnoed  as  losaekpn> 
teetioa  in  the  vaulted  door-way  of  a  kme  diapeliy : 
and  we  sate  &oe  to  fiu:e  each  on  the  alone  bani^ 
along-side  the  low,  weatheiwrtained  wall,  and  aa  daw 
as  poarible  to  the  maasy  door. 

AAer  a  paoae  of  silence :  Even  dtaa,aBidba,]iks 
two  stnngeiB  that  have  fled  to  the  same  shelter  Irmi 
the  aanie  storm,  not  seldom  do  Despair  and  Haps 
meet  ftr  the  first  time  in  the  porch  of  Death!  All 
eitremea  meet,  I  answered ;  bat  yours  vfaa  a  atmngs 
and  viaonaiy  tbooghL  The  better  then  dolh  it  be- 
seem both  the  place  and  me,  he  replied.  FVoa  a 
VaaoDarywUt  thou  hear  a  Vision?  MaikOatvivid 
fhshthioa^  this  torrent  of  rain!  Five  and  wal«. 
Even  here  thy  adage  holds  true,  and  its  traift  is  As 
moral  of  my  Vision.  I  entnated  him  to  pnesai 
Sloping  his  &ce  towards  the  arch  and  jrel  avaMiif 
his  eye  from  it,  he  seemed  to  seek  and  prepaia  \m 
words :  till  listiming  to  the  wind  that  echoed  wittii 
the  hoUow  edifice,  and  to  the  rain  withoat; 

WUeli  ilold  QO  hit  thoochts  with  llit«o4Ud  ssasi, 
The  elsih  hsid  br  and  tbs  manmir  aD  lOSBd; 

he  gmdnally  sank  away,  alike  from  me  and  from  \m 
own  parpoae,  and  amid  the  ^oom  of  the  sion^  mi 
in  the  daikniesB  of  that  place,  he  aato  like  an  «§• 
Uem  on  a  lidi  man's  sepolchre,  or  lika  a 
on  the  sodded  grave  of  an  only  one— an  ngad 
vriio  is  watdm^  the  waned  moon  and  aocffoweifc  aot 
Starting  at  length  from  his  brief  trance  of  abttse* 
tioo,  vi^  ooartesy  and  an  atonmg  smile  he  mtaii 
hia  discootae,  and  commenced  hisparabia 

Daring  one  of  those  short  foriooghs  from  flbeainin 
of  the  Body,  which  the  Sool  may  somatiflMs  aMi 
even  in  this,  its  militant  state,  I  found  inyaelf  ii  • 
vast  plain,  which  I  immediately  knew  to  be  lbs  Vil* 
ley  of  life.    It  possesMd  an  astonishing  divenii]r  ^ 
soils :  and'  here  was  a  sunny  spot,  and  there  a  dsik 
one,  forming  just  such  a  mixture  of  sunshine  sod 
shade,  as  we  may  have  observed  on  the  moantsini^ 
side  in  an  April  day,  when  the  thin  broken  dooili 
are  scattered  over  heaven.    Almost  in  the  veiy  f^ 
trance  of  the  valley  stood  a  laige  and  gkMmiy  f3^ 
into  wludi  I  seemed  constrained  to  enter.   EfSiT 
part  of  the  building  was  crowded  with  tawdry  otv** 
ments  and  fimtastic  deformity.   On  every  window 
was  portrayed,  in  glaring  and  inelegant  cdon,  8O0>* 
horrible  tale,  or  preternatural  incident,  so  dnt  no(  * 
ray  of  light  could  enter,  imtinged  by  the  medii>^ 
through  which  it  passed.    The  body  of  die  boildi^ 
was  full  of  people,  some  of  them  dancing,  in  P^ 
out,  in  unintelligible  figures,  with  strange  ceremora*^ 
and  antic  merriment,  while  others  seemed  convnl^^^ 
vrith  horror,  or  pining  in  mad  melancholy.   In^^^ 
mingled  with  these,  I  observed  a  number  of  iUP^\ 
clothed  in  ceremonial  robes,  who  appeared,  noiT' 
marriial  the  various  groups  and  to  direct  their  mc^ 
ments,  and  now,  with  menacing  countenancea^   ^ 
drag  some  reluctant  victim  to  a  vast  idol,  firameA- 
iron  bars  interoroased,  which  formed  at  the 
time  an  immense  cage,  and  the  shape  of  a 
Colossus. 

I  stood  for  a  while  lost  in  wonder  what  theae 
might  mean ;  when  lo!  one  of  the  directon 


he  tamed  them  to  any  object  on  the  right  hand  or  on\  U>  mie,  vxA  w\tK  a  stem  and  repraachfbl  look  ^    ^ 
the  left  t  It  eeemed,  methonght,  as  if  there  lay  upoD^miaimJCiQrTCft  locj  \««\<,  loa  ^&aii^ub\^Mft  into  whls^^. 
^A^MigAtnasanebadowypreaeneeofdiaappointiiiMite^        «Btew4  vwa  ^Boa  \s«k^  ^  ^»  <m^1%xq» 
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gioD,  in  the  holier  receei  of  which  the  great  Godden 
penonally  reaided.  Himeelf  too  he  bade  me  reverence, 
81  die  oomecrated  minister  of  her  ritee.  Awe-atruck 
hf  the  name  of  Religion,  I  bowed  before  the  prieet, 
and  humbly  and  earnestly  entreated  him  to  conduct 
me  into  her  preience.  He  assented.  Oflerings  he  took 
from  me,  with  mystic  sprinklings  of  water  and  with 
salt  he  purified,  and  with  strange  sufflations  he  ex- 
orciaed  me ;  and  then  led  me  through  many  a  dark 
and  winding  alley,  the  dew^dampa  of  which  chilled 
my  flesh,  and  the  hollow  echoes  under  my  feet, 
mingled,  methought,  with  meanings,  affrighted  me. 
At  length  we  entered  a  large  hall,  without  window, 
or  sptracle,  or  lamp.  The  asylum  and  dormitory  it 
seoned  of  perennial  night — only  that  the  walls  were 
brought  to  the  eye  by  a  number  of  self-luminous 
inscriptioos  in  letters  of  a  pale  pulchral  light,  that 
held  strange  neutrality  with  the  darkness,  on  the 
verge  of  which  it  kept  its  rayleas  vigil.  I  could  read 
them,  methought ;  but  though  each  one  of  the  words 
taken  separately  I  seemed  to  understand,  yet  when  I 
took  them  in  sentences,  they  were  riddles  and  in- 
comprehensible. As  I  stood  meditating  on  these  hard 
sayings,  my  guide  thus  addressed  me — Read  and  be- 
lieve :  these  are  mysteries ! — At  the  extremity  of  the 
vast  hall  the  Goddess  was  placed.  Her  features,  blend- 
ed with  darknesB,  rose  oat  to  my  view,  terrible,  yet 
vacant  I  prostrated  myself  before  her,  and  then 
letired  with  my  guide,  soul-withered,  and  wondering, 
and  dissatisfied. 

As  I  re-entered  the  body  of  the  temple,  I  heard  a 
deep  buzz  as  of  disoontent  A  few  whose  eyeu  were 
bright,  and  either  piercing  or  steady,  and  whose 
ample  foreheads,  with  the  weighty  bar,  ridge-like, 
above  the  eyebrows,  bespoke  observation  followed 
by  meditative  thought ;  and  a  much  laiger  number, 
who  were  enraged  by  the  severi^  and  insolence  of 
die  priests  in  exacting  their  oflerings,  had  collected 
in  one  tumultooos  group,  and  with  a  confused  outcry 
of  "  this  is  the  Temple  of  Supentition !"  afler  much 
CQotmnely,  and  tumxnl,  and  cruel  maltreatment  on 
an  sides,  rushed  out  of  the  pile  .*  and  I,  methought, 
joined  them. 

W«  speeded  from  the  Temple  with  hasty  steps, 
'  and  had  now  nearly  gone  round  half  the  valley, 
when  we  were  addressed  by  a  if^r-oman,  tall  beyond 
Aa  stature  of  mortals,  and  with  a  something  more 
Aan  human  in  her  countenance  and  mien,  which  yet 
eould  by  mortaln  be  only  felt,  not  conveyed  by  wx>rd8 
or  intelligibly  distinguished.  Deep  reflection,  ani- 
aated  by  ardent  feelings,  was  displayed  in  them: 
and  hope,  without  its  uncertainty,  and  a  something 
more  than  all  thci^c,  which  I  understood  not,  but 
whidi  yet  seemed  to  blend  all  these  into  a  divine 
unity  of  expression.  Ilcr  garments  were  white  and 
■atnmly,  and  of  the  simplest  texture.  We  inquired 
ker  name.  My  name,  she  replied,  is  Religion. 

Tlie  more  numerous  part  of  our  company,  aflSright- 

«d  by  the  very  sound,  and  sore  from  recent  impostures 

or  soroeries,  hurried  onwards  and  examined  no  for- 

dm.  A  few  of  us,  struck  by  the  manifest  opposition 

of  her  form  and  manners  to  those  of  the  hving 

Idol,  whom  we  had  so  recently  abjured,  agreed  to 

60ow  her,  though  with  cautious  circumspection. 

ttia  led  OS  to  an  eminence  in  the  midst  of  the  valley, 

finm  die  top  of  which  we  could  command  die  whole 

plain,  and  observe  the  relation  of  the  diflerent  parts 

^  fleeh  to  the  other,  and  of  etch  to  the  whole,  and 

^mQ  Mf  0ecb.  She  then  gave  lu  an  optic  glam  which 


assisted  witboat  contradicting  our  natural  visicm,  and 
enabled  us  to  see  fiu  beyond  the  limits  of  the  Valley 
of  Life:  though  our  eye  even  thus  assisted  permitted 
us  only  to  behold  a  Ught  and  a  glory,  but  what  we 
could  not  descry,  save  only  that  it  axu,  and  that  it 
was  most  glorious. 

And  now,  with  the  rapid  transition  of  a  dream,  I 
had  overtaken  and  rejoined  the  more  numerous  par^ 
who  had  abruptly  lefl  us,  indignant  at  the  very  name 
of  religion.  Tliey  journeyed  on,  goading  each  other 
with  remembrances  of  past  oppressions,  and  never 
looking  back,  till  in  the  eagerness  to  recede  finom  the 
Temple  of  Superstition,  they  had  rounded  the  wbi^ 
circle  of  the  \'alley.  And  lo!  there  heed  us  the 
mouth  of  a  vast  cavern,  at  the  bose  of  a  lofty  and 
almost  perpendicular  rock,  the  interior  side  of  which, 
imknown  to  them,  and  unsuspected,  formed  the  ex- 
treme and  backward  wall  of  the  Temple.  An  im- 
patient crowd,  we  entered  the  vast  and  dusky  cave, 
which  was  the  only  perforation  of  the  precipice. 
At  the  mouth  of  the  cave  sate  two  figures ;  the  fint, 
by  her  dress  and  gestures,  I  knew  to  be  Sknsdaijtt; 
the  second  form,  from  the  fierceness  of  his  demeanor, 
and  the  brutal  scomfulness  of  his  looks,  declared 
himself  to  be  the  monster  Blasphemy.  He  uttered 
big  words,  and  yet  ever  and  anon  I  observed  that  he 
turned  pale  at  his  own  courage.  We  entered.  Some 
remained  in  the  opening  of  the  cave,  with  the  one  or 
the  other  of  its  guardians.  The  rest,  and  I  among 
them,  pressed  on,  till  we  reached  an  ample  chamber, 
that  seemed  the  centre  of  the  rock.  The  climate  of 
the  place  was  unnaturally  cold. 

In  .the  furthest  distance  of  the  chamber  sate  an 
old  dim-eyed  man,  poring  with  a  microscope  over 
the  Torso  of  a  statue  which  had  neither  basis,  nor 
feet,  nor  head ;  but  on  its  breast  waa  carved  Nature! 
To  this  he  continually  applied  hb  glass,  and  seemed 
enraptured  with  the  various  inequalitiea  which  it 
rendered  visible  on  the  seemingly  polished  sur&ce 
of  the  marble* — ^Yet  evermoro  was  this  delight  and 
trium|di  followed  by  expressions  of  hatred,  and  ve- 
hement railings  against  a  Being,  who  yet,  he  assured 
us,  had  no  existence.  This  mystery  suddenly  recalled 
to  me  what  I  had  read  in  the  Holiest  Recess  of  the 
temple  of  Superstition.  The  old  man  spoke  in  diven 
tongues,  and  continued  to  utter  other  and  most  strange 
mysteries.  Among  the  rest  he  talked  much  and  ve- 
hemently concerning  an  infinite  series  of  causes  and 
eflTects,  which  he  explained  to  be — a  string  of  blind 
men,  the  last  of  whom  caught  hold  of  the  skirt 
of  the  one  before  him,  ho  of  the  next,  and  so  on  till 
they  were  all  out  of  sight :  and  that  they  all  walked 
infallibly  straight,  without  making  one  fhlse  ntcp. 
though  all  were  alike  blind.  Methought  I  borrowed 
courage  from  surprise,  and  asked  him, — Who  then  is 
at  the  head  to  guide  them  7  He  looked  at  me  with 
ineflablc  contempt,  not  immixed  with  an  angry  sus- 
picion, and  then  replied,  "  No  one.  The  string  of 
blind  men  went  on  for  ever  without  any  beginning : 
for  although  one  blind  man  could  not  move  without 
stumbling,  yet  infinite  blindness  supplied  the  want  of 
sight"  I  burst  into  laughter,  which  instantly  turned  to 
terror— for  as  he  started  forward  in  rage,  I  caught 
a  glance  of  him  from  behind ;  and  lo !  I  beheld  a 
monster  biform  and  Janus-headed,  in  the  hinder  face 
and  shape  of  which  I  instandy  recognized  the  dread 
countenance  of  SuPEumTiOM — and  vel  \bA  \ATtQit  \ 
awoke. 
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.THE  IlfPR0VIBA.T(ttE; 
••lOON  ANDBiaOir,  MT  JO.  JOHW/ 


aijoimmg. 


OA' 


WhUvtAetioidir 


>  OBT  iftfPlii  hM  IlBIKUfiHlon  {  bBM  DO 

kM  a  inror  to  Mk  of  you,  Sr;  itiidntyoa 
nOl  Mpoat  Ae  boUftd  dwt  Ifr. —— nmffio  ■woedtf. 


Ik  k  m  Moon'o  Iikh  BStiodioi;  but  I  do  not  vo- 
wiUnt  Ae  tioidi  dirtmctlf.  Tho  monl  of  tbom, 
r,Itdbitobodiii— 

the  MM  if 


Tm.  nd  iB  an  widiin  tlw  wil  that  I 

%  *»  MM  pioo*  wooU  riww  ilMir  te  I 


Whil  tfft  die  liiioi  yoa  ropooted  fiom  Boowont 
i^  IlilQiMr,  whwh  nqr  brother  odmired  lo  Buwlif 
&  bigini  widi  f!»"*t>»«ng  about  two  Tinea  ao  doie 
tet  thrir  tendnbrnteirmingle. 


rmmfix 
Ton  ntoon  Chorion  apeoch  to  AngoUno.  in  « iho 
Eldir  BrodMr." 

Wall  Iva  tOfttlHr,  Ika  oar  two  MifUnr  Tioaib 
CheliV  oar  Moli  aad  lovM  Id  ooo  aaollMr ! 
Wall  ipriog  tOfallHr,  aad  wa*Q  baar  ooa floit; 
Ooa  Jar  ibaB  naka  oi  nila.  aad  ooa  gftar 
Ooa  afa  10  wfib  aa.  aad  one  boor  of  daath 


OATBBUMX. 

A  praeknia  boon,  tbat  would  go  fiv  to  reooncOo 
one  to  dd  ago— diii  love,  (/' true !  But  ia  diere  tny 
aoch  true  love  f 

rEIXND. 

Ihopeao. 

OATBXEUfE. 

But  do  joa  believe  it  f 

ELOA  {eagerty). 
I  am  Mire  be  doea. 

nimrDi 
From  a  man  torned  of  fiAy,  Catherine,  I  imagine, 
expedi  a  leai  confident  anawer. 

CATHKKINK. 

A  mora  aincera  one,  periiapa. 

WKXEKD. 

Even  though  he  ahould  have  obtained  the  nick- 
name of  Improviaatoro,  bf  perpetrating  charadea  and 
eitempore  veiaea  at  Chri^maa  timea  ? 

KUZA. 

Nay,  but  be  aerioua. 

raiKNn. 
Seriooaf  DoubtleH.  A  grave  peiaonage  of  my 
3rean  giving  a  love-lecture  to  two  young  ladiea,  can- 
not well  be  otherwiae.  The  difficulty,  I  auapect, 
would  be  ibr  them  to  remain  ao.  It  will  be  aaked 
whether  I  am  not  the  <<  elderly  gentleman"  who  aate 
**  deapairing  beaide  a  clear  atream,**  with  a  wiDow 
ibr  hia  wig-block. 

XUZA. 

AraaoCftArnvn/,  and  wn  will  call  it 


Mo!  we  niD  ba  afltaled,  drop  a 
paioonftf  cMi 
wooldwMtebia 


Well  weH  I  wm  ba  aariook   Hmi!  How 
WMHBwnw  the  dinoBna;  Mr.  Moonla 

dftotait   f  njr       ^irj-gniiii"  nnni  rHiiliMi.  ■ 
the  one  land,  and  fiom  the  pMrioa  tet  IM 
IttnaBM^onthe 


unoiuai 
(Buae eroAar,  who  aod /aiC  jeiaM  At  trfi^  Ai a 
Mtptr  te  <la  Frimij,  But  la  not  Lova  dm  wrian  if 
bodif 

raiBiD  (juUe  lo  hacnmy 
He  never  kyved  w1k>  thinka  ao. 


BMbar,wedontwantyoK.  Then !  Ifai  H.  on- 
noc  anange  the  flowa^v■ae  widioat  yoo.  Tknkjm, 
Bfnk  Haitnian. 

Luoiua. 

IHhavamf  nvenge!  Iknow  whati  willaif ! 

SUXA. 

Off!  off!  Now  dear  air^— LovObyon' 


Fumni 
Hwii!  PfttKitiig,  you  mean,  EUn* 

BLDca  (Mpofwalla). 
MmwJ 

FBIXNnL 

WeD  dien,I  WHaaytNff  diatLova^traly8Ml.ii 
itMlfiioC  the  moat  oommon  dung  in  ftaworid:  and 
nratual  love  adU  law  ao.  But  that  andminf 
attachaani;  ao  beantifully  delmeated  by  Erinlii 
wabdiat,  mid  nQl  noia  tondiingly,  poriwp^  li  At 
well-known  ballad,  "John  Andenon,  laj  Jo^  MiC 
in  aflditMntoadepdiandconatancy  of  cJiamalwrf 
no  evei]Mlay  occunence,  auppoaea  a  pemBir  i 
bility  and  tnidemew  of  natura ;  a  oooadtudonal 
municadvenew  and  mUenney  of  heart  and  aoni;  a 
delight  in  the  detail  of  aympathy,  in  the  ootwud  and 
viaiUe  aigna  of  the  ncrament  widiin — to  coam^  eo  it 
wera,  the  pubw  of  the  Ufe  of  love.  But  abova  all  it 
auppoaw  a  aoul  which,  even  in  the  pride  and  ana* 
meMide  of  life— even  in  the  luatibood  of  hiahb  and 
atnngdi,  bad  ielt  ofteneat  and  piiaed  bif^wal  dM 
wfaidi  age  cannot  take  away,  and  idiidi,  in  aO  oar 
loving^  la  rta  Love  j 

■LBA. 

There  ia  aomething  Aare  (potatu^r  to  ikar  Aaart)  An 
aeeaif  to  underatand  you,  but  wanta  the  word  Ail 
would  make  it  undenitand  itaelC 

CATHnOTE. 

I,  too,  aeem  to  fed  what  you  mean.  InterpiaC  die 
feeling  for  ua. 

rmiEifn. 

—I  meon  that  wSKng  aenae  of  the 
new  of  die  te^  for  itwlC  i^ch  predjapoaw  a 
ona  nature  to  aee,  in  the  total  being  of  anoAer,  the 
aupplement  and  oompletkm  of  ila  own— that  qaiet 
perpetual  aeddng  which  the  preaenoe  of  the  bekivad 
olgect  modulatea,  not  auapenda,  where  die  heart  ma> 
mendy  finda,  and,  folding,  again  aeeka  on  lartj, 
when  **  life*a  changeful  (wb  hw  paaa'd  die  full,*  a 
confirmed  feith  in  the  noblenew  of  homeraty,  thna 
brou|^  home  and  preawd,  w  it  were,  to  the  vaiy 
boaom  of  houily  eiperienoe:  il  anppoaw,  I  aay,  a 
'hMotpfiaVl  levwanca  te  wortk  not  Aa  lew  deep  ba> 
cawa  dhattaai^  VnadiaMBiaiVi %&i^\is  teaSiwK 
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di  win  mIm  in  dalktte  minrdi.  vihea 
waoaa  of  pn— «iig  ths  IWH  or  the 
1  euellnwa  in  Iheii  own  chkreciun. 
V  imrt  ba  i  Dund,  nfaioh,  while  ii  faeli 
1  mii  (ha  eicnlloilt  in  tha  balored 
ri^  of  love  ippnipiutei  it,  nu 
n>ff«UDiF,  tod  direi  miiks  iport  of 
Enni^,  while,  in  Ihe  penon  of  n  Iliou- 
ndeandpaniur.neleeKbrigad  ViLTUE 
I  BiiiiliiiM  [liil  tiiiliiiiiii  In  tfinlrmnrTfrnr 
I,  lul  rapMt  Iho  luns  aneDliDiu  uxl 
MM  H  had  baen  dietatad  iqr  Ihn  aaroe 
he  HUH  olyact  when  aUiiad  in  fcminuie 
in  nwnlf  baanty. 

nihiDg — nhil  an  elevmting  idea! 


e  of  pUrfU  taillatr,  and  the  coontlHa  ol 


Well,  Sir  ;  jra  have  nid  quite  enoa^  M  make  ■• 
deopair  of  Gilding  a  -  Jdm  Andencn,  07  jo,  Jahn," 
>  loiter  down  die  hill  of  lib  with. 

Not  eo !  Gand  nen  an  nol.  I  Dot,  m  mudi  acanar 
!uui  good  wamoti,  bat  that  irtial  anothei  would  Sad 
n  you.  you  may  hope  10  find  in  another.  But  wad. 
lowever.  tatj  diat  boiHi  be  tm,  Uw  piMaeaann  of 
vhich  would  be  oion  than  an  adeqoate  rawatd  ftr 


n  thia  wido  world 


uofili 


iooi  balm  of  noclian. 
'  people,  laa,  thaia  ia  not  Mldoni  n  nrt 
inuoa,  or,  if  jon  will,  uniu  vanity,  1 
■live  by  audiiiig  the  pawi  of  iM  own  > 
And  aa  thia  higli  laiiae,  or  ntlwr  ut 
r  own  Tslue  ia,  fbt  the  maal  part,  ^und- 
ire  qualitiaa,  lo  they  havfl  do  beltrr 

r  Btyiog  any  Ihing.  thai  might  be  put  down 
Ij,  or  noDHDaical, — or  (Id  oae  dieii  0 
antr  firgOluig  limurlBa,  which  aooii 
intance  are  uncharilable  enough  10  thint 
otlhleaa  otgecl  they  could  be  employod 


[a  hod,  ot  landed  that  he  hi 
oy,  'I  was  tut  in  hia  01 
The  faiH7  made  him  glad ! 
'  Crown  of  hii  cup,  and  gamiah  of  hiadidi! 
''  The  boon,  preGgiued  in  hii  eailieat  wiah! 

~  ir  fulfilmauE  of  hii  poeay, 
''  When  bia  ynngheulSmyeaiTi'd  (brBympadijr! 

But  e'en  the  meteor  cApring  of  flie  brain 
Unnonriah'd  wane ! 

Piiith  aaki  her  daily  bread. 
And  Funcy  mml  bo  fed ! 
Now  «  it  chanced — fhan  w 


It  dke  nme  eSiK^t  ia  produced  in  thonnndi 
gaoatal  inienaibilily  lo  a  very  importani 
namely,  thai  the  hibuv  of  human  life  b 
r  large  mtnain,  each  aeparalcd  rmm  ih( 
irtain  intarvaLB-  One  year,  the  d^nth  of  t 
ZB  aAar,  a  Gulure  in  trade ;  after  nnothcr 
rfnder  interval,  a  daughter  my  h 
•JaiHil)  . — in  all  but  the  nngulatly 
te  integral  paiti  that  compoae  ilio  luro 


miai'il  her  wonted  Ciod:  and  quickly 

Fancy  alagger'd  and  grew  mMy. 

Then  romo  a  reatloM  atala,  t  wiii  yea  and  nay, 

Hii  diilh  wn  fii'd,  hia  heart  all  ebb  and  flow ; 

n  bnrfc.  in  aooM  halMieller'd  bay, 

ilB  anchor  driving  to  and  fio. 

That  boon,  which  but  to  have  pnaea'd 

In  a  lielir/,  |Bve  life  a  uat — 
Unrcrmin  (oth  what  it  lad  been, 
Anil  if  by  cnor  loat,  or  luck ; 
Ami  what  il  iBU.— on  evergreen 
Which  soma  iniidioui  blight  had  Onick. 

lower,  which  paal  ita  blow, 

ipell  ihall  e'er  revive ; 

and  afraid  to  know, 


Doub 


dfio; 

Kjiing  Love,  Love  Hope  alive, 
n^tes  bewilder'd  in  a  anew, 
Img  ud  huddle  fnmi  the  cold 


Thoae  iparUing  oolong  ones  hia  boaal. 
Fading,  cna  by  one  away, 

Thin  and  husle*  a»  a  ghual. 

fcwr  Faocy  aa  her  uck^^nd  ^a<t ; 
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WImm  WW  it  tiwo,  dM  neitbb  ipiile 
OlMt  en»ini*d  the  PotCi  cap  ud  dMk'd  Ui  Mi! 
Foot  ihtdow  cMt  from  wn  tummdy  mtt, 
nnlf  •  MifaitaDoe  bj  no  other  right 
But  thftt  it  intMoeplad  Ra«Km's  light ; 
It  dimm'd  hk  eye,  it  darken'd  on  hia  brow, 
A  peevirii  mood,  a  tediout  time,  I  trow! 
Thank  Heeven!  'tiinotronow. 


OUteofhlimfulhoan! 
The  boon  of  Heaven's  decieenig. 
While  yec  in  Eden's  bowen 
Dweh  the  Fint  Husband  and  his  udem  Mate ! 
nib  one  sweet  plant  which,  piteous  Heavei 
They  bon  with  them  through  Eden's  dosing  gate! 
Of  lilb^  gay  sommeMide  the  sovran  Roee! 
f^t^  autumn's  Amaranth,  that  more  firagrant  blowa 
When  Fmsian's  flowers  all  fiOl  or  fade ; 
If  diii  were  ever  his,  in  outward  being, 
Or  but  his  own  true  love's  pngected  shade. 
Now,  duU  at  leogdi  by  certain  proof  he  knows. 
That  whether  real  or  magic  show, 
Whale'er  it  was,  it  it  no  kmger  so; 
Though  heart  be  knesome,  Hope  laid  km, 
Tet,  Lady !  deem  him  not  unblest : 
The  certainty  that  struck  Hope  dead, 
BmA  left  Contentment  m  her  stead : 
And  that  is  next  to  best! 


THE  GARDEN  OF  BOCCACOXX 


Or  late,  in  one  of  those  most  weary  hours. 
When  life  seems  emptied  of  all  genial  powers, 
A  dreary  mood,  which  he  who  ne'er  hM  known 
May  bless  his  happy  lot,  I  sate  alone ; 
And,  firom  the  numbing  spell  to  win  relief! 
Call'd  on  the  past  for  thought  of  glee  or  grieC 
In  vain !  bereft  alike  of  grief  and  glee, 
I  sate  and  cower'd  o'er  my  own  vacancy ! 
And  as  I  watch'd  the  dull  Continuous  ache. 
Which,  all  else  slumb'ring,  seem'd  alone  to  wake ; 

0  Friend !  long  wont  to  notice  yet  conceal. 
And  soothe  by  silence  what  words  cannot  heal, 

1  but  half  saw  that  quiet  hand  of  thine 
nace  on  my  desk  this  exquisite  design, 
Boccaccio's  Garden  and  its  faeiy. 

The  love,  the  joyaunce,  and  the  gallantry! 
An  IdyU,  with  Boccaccio's  spirit  warm. 
Framed  in  the  silent  poesy  of  form. 
like  flocks  adown  a  newly-bathed  steep 

Emerging  from  a  mist :  or  like  a  stream 
Of  music  soft  that  not  dmpeU  the  sleep, 

But  casts  in  happier  moulds  tKe  slumberer's  dream, 
Gaxed  by  an  idle  eye  vnth  silent  might 
The  picture  stole  upon  my  inward  sight 
A  tremulous  warmth  crept  gradual  o'er  my  cheat, 
As  though  an  infimt's  finger  touch'd  my  breast 
And  one  by  one  (I  know  not  whence)  were  brought 
All  spirits  of  power  that  most  had  stirr'd  my  thoui^ 
In  selfless  boyhood,  on  a  new  world  tost 
Of  wonder,  wad  in  its  own  fimdes  lost ; 
(^  cbMrm'd  my  youA,  that  kindled  from  above, 
loved  ere  it  hved,  and  sought  a  form  for  tova ; 


Orkntalwmtodia 
Of  naBhood,  mosiQg  what  nd 
wad  smhi  of  8cald%  that  in  the 
Reheaiaad  their  waf<«peU  to  the  winds  md 
Or  fateful  hymn  of  those  prophetic  makis, 
Tliat  call'd  on  Heitha  in  deep  forest  glades; 
Or  minatrel  tey,  that  cheered  the  baron's  ftast; 
Or  ihTme  of  city  pomp,  of  monk  and  prieaC 
Judge,  mayor,  and  many  a  guild  in  loag  aimy. 
To  higlk-church  pacing  on  the  great  sainfs  dsf • 
And  many  a  veiae  which  to  myself  I  sang; 
Tliat  woke  die  tear,  yet  stole  away  die  pan^ 
Of  liopoa  which  in  lamenting  I  renew*d. 
And  ks^  a  matron  now,  of  sober  mien. 
Yet  radiant  still  and  with  no  earthly  sheen, 
mHiom  as  a  fiiery  child  my  childhood  vroo'd 
Even  in  my  dawn  of  thoughts-Philosophy. 
■Hioui^  then  unconscious  oif  heiseIC  pardie. 
She  tore  no  other  name  than  Poesy; 
And,  like  a  gift  from  heaven,  in  lifefVil  glee. 
That  had  but  newly  left  a  mother's  knee. 
Prattled  and  pUy'd  with  bird  and  flower,  and  sIob^ 
As  if  with  elfin  pla3rfe]lows  well  known. 
And  life  reveal'd  to  innocence  alone. 


Tlianka,  gentle  artist!  now  I  can  deacrjr 

Thy  ftir  crsation  with  a  mastering  eye. 

And  all  awake !    And  now  in  fix'd  gaae  stand. 

Now  wander  dirough  the  Eden  of  3iy  hand; 

Pkaise  the  green  ardies,  on  the  fountain  dear 

See  fragment  shadows  of  the  crossing  deer. 

And  with  that  serviceable  nymph  I  sloops 

The  crystal  fhwi  its  restleai  pool  to  sooofk 

I  see  no  koger!  I  myself  am  there. 

Sit  on  the  ground-sward,  and  the  banqneC  aharsi 

Tis  I,  that  sweep  that  lute's  love-echoing  siring 

And  gaxe  upon  the  maid  who  gazing  aings : 

Or  pause  and  listen  to  the  tinkling  bells 

From  the  high  lower,  and  think  that  there  she  dwrik. ; 

With  old  Boccaccio's  soul  I  stand  possost. 

And  breathe  an  air  like  life,  that  swells  my  diest 


The  brighmess  of  the  world,  O  thou  once  free. 
And  always  fair,  rare  land  of  courtesy ! 
O,  Florence !  with  the  Tuscan  fields  and  hiUs ! 
And  famous  Amo  fed  with  all  their  rills ; 
T1k)u  brightest  star  of  star-bright  Italy! 
Rich,  ornate,  populous,  all  treasures  thine. 
The  golden  com,  the  olive,  and  the  vine. 
Fair  cities,  gaUant  mansions,  castles  old. 
And  fore8U^  where  beside  his  leafy  hdd 
The  sullen  boar  hath  heard  the  distant  horn. 
And  whets  his  tusks  against  the  gnarled  thorn  ; 
Palladian  palace  with  its  storied  halls ; 
Fountains,  where  Love  lies  listening  to  their  folia 
Gardens,  whore  flings  the  bridge  its  aiiy  qao. 
And  Nature  makes  her  happy  home  with  man ; 
Where  many  a  goigeous  flower  is  duly  fed 
With  its  own  rill,  on  its  own  spangled  bed. 
And  virreathes  the  marble  urn,  or  leans  its  head, 
A  mimic  mourner,  that  with  veil  withdrawn 
Weeps  liquid  gems,  die  presents  of  the  dawn. 
Thine  all  delights,  and  every  muse  is  thine : 
And  more  than  all,  the  embrace  and  intertwine 
.Of  all  with  all  in  gay  and  twinkling  danca  * 
VMi&gpAa^  OnaoaiBAwvriMsof  romanoe. 
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oocsfce  Bti^  unftlding  on  hii  kneet 
wr4bmid  nXi  of  old  MiBonidei  ;^ 
OB  hia  mantle's  fold,  and  near  Uie  heart, 
Md'i  Holy  Book  of  Love's  sweet  smort  !t 

Mdo  elafaiMd  for  himaeir  the  glonr  of  haTing  fint  in- 
tho  works  of  Homer  to  bn  eoontrymen. 
m  few  more  itrikioff  or  more  intereMinc  iirooft  of  the 
IsiiDf  inflnenee  which  the  ■tady  of  the  Greek  and  Ro- 
■iee  exereieed  oa  the  jodf ments,  feelingi,  end  imaft- 
if  iIm  Ktarmii  of  Europe  at  the  commeDcement  of  the 
m  of  literature,  than  the  poMate  in  the  Fik>copo  of 
io:  where  the  sage  inttmelor.  Baeheo.  as  tooo  as  the 
riaoe  and  the  beautiful  girl  Bianeafiore  had  learned 
en,  sets  them  to  study  the  Hclw  Book,  Ovid't  Art  of 
aeomineib  Rseheo  a  roettere  il  nio  officio  in  esMCu- 
I  oMssa  soDeeitndine.  E  loro.  io  breve  tempo,  ioaeg- 


O  all-«i^)oying  and  all-blending  sage, 
Long  be  it  mine  to  con  thy  maiy  page. 
Where,  half  conceal'd,  the  eye  of  ftncy  viefvi 
Fauna,  njrmphs,  and  winged  saints,  all  gradoui  to  thy 
muse! 

Still  in  thy  garden  let  me  watch  their  pranks* 
And  see  in  Dian's  vest  between  the  ranks 
Of  the  trim  vines,  some  maid  that  half  beUeves 
The  vetUd  fires,  of  which  her  lover  grieves. 
With  that  sly  sat3rr  peering  through  the  leaves ! 


nato  a oonoaeer  le  lettere,/«M  Ugtro  U oomto  lAro i*  OwviiUt, 
nd  9Malt  U  sommo  poeta  mootra,  eomo  i  oaUifwodd  H  Vm 
$i  JMrnno  nofroddi  euori  oeeemdero.** 
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and  Ui  domiiiion.*'  Having  utlerad  duw 
ifOidi^Jw  torn  toddenly,  and  fled  over  the  lands; 
■nd  GUn  aaid  in  hb  heart,  "The  cone  of  the  Lord 
lioo  me;  but  who  ia  the  God  of  the  deadT  and  he 
lan  after  the  Shape,  and  the  Shape  fled  riurieking 
over  the  nnda,  and  the  aanda  rote  like  white  misti 
behind  the  iteps  of  Cain,  but  the  feet  of  him  that 
waa  like  Abel  disturbed  not  the  sands.  He  greatly 
outran  Cain,  and  turning  short,  he  wheeled  roond, 
and  came  again  to  the  rock  where  tiiejr  had  been 
sitting,  and  where  Enoa  still  stood;  and  the  child 
eaii|^  hold  of  his  garment  as  he  passed  bj,  and  he 
ftU  upon  die  ground.  And  Cain  stopped,  and  be- 
holding him  not,  aaid,  **  he  has  passed  into  die  dark 
Vfoods,"  and  be  walked  dowly  back  to  die  rocks; 
and  when  he  reached  it  the  child  told  him  diat  he 
had  caught  hdd  of  his  garment  as  he  passed  bj,  and 
that  the  man  had  &llen  upon  the  ground :  and  Cain 
(moe  mora  aate  beside  him,  and  aaid, "  Abel,  mjr  faco- 
dier,  I  would  lament  ibr  thee,  but  that  the  spMt 
widkin  me  is  widiered,  and  burnt  up  with  extreme 
agony.  Now,  I  pray  thee,  by  thy  flocks,  and  by  diy 
pastores,  and  by  the  quiet  rivers  which  dion  lovedst, 
diat  thou  tell  me  all  diat  thou  knowest  Who  is  the 
Ood  of  the  deed  ?  where  dodi  he  make  his  dweDingf 
what  aacrifioes  are  acceptable  unto  himt  for  I  have 
offered,  but  have  not  been  received ;  I  have  pragrad, 
and  have  not  been  heard;  and  how  can  I  be  afliieted 
more  dian  I  already  amf**  The  EBiape  araaa  and 
answered, "  O  that  thou  hadst  had  pity  on  me  as  I 
wQl  have  pity  on  diee.  Follow  me,  800  of  Adam! 
and  briqg  dy  child  widi  diee !" 

And  they  diree  passed  over  die  white  aaada  be- 
tween the  rods,  silent  as  die  shadows. 


ALLEGORIC  VISION. 

A  FEELUf  o  of  sadness,  a  peculiar  melancholy,  is 
wont  to  take  possowion  of  me  alike  in  Spring  and  in 
Autumn.  But  in  Spring  it  is  the  melancholy  of 
Gh>pe :  in  Autumn  it  is  the  melancholy  of  Resigna- 
tion. As  I  was  joumesring  on  fix>t  through  the  Apen- 
nine,  I  fell  in  with  a  pilgrim  in  whom  the  Spring  and 
the  Autumn  and  the  Melancholy  of  both  seemed  to 
have  combined.  In  his  discourse  there  were  the 
fireshnesi  and  the  colors  of  April  : 

Qtul  ramiod  a  nmo, 
Ttl  da  penner  peonero 
In  lui  sennotUava. 

But  as  I  gazed  on  his  whole  form  and  figure,  I  be- 
thought me  of  the  not  unlovely  decays,  both  of  age 
and  of  the  late  season,  in  the  stately  elm,  after  the 
clusten  have  been  plucked  from  its  entwining  vines, 
and  the  vines  are  as  bands  of  dried  withies  around 
its  trunk  and  branches.  Even  so  there  was  a  memo- 
ry on  his  smooth  and  ample  ibrohead,  which  Mended 
with  the  dedication  of  his  steody  eyes,  that  still 
lodced — ^I  know  not,  whether  upward,  or  fiu-  onward, 
or  rather  to  the  line  of  meeting  where  the  sky  rests 
upon  the  distance.  But  how  may  I  express  that 
dismess  of  abstraction  which  lay  on  the  lustre  of  the 
pilgrim's  eyes,  like  the  flitting  tamish  fiom  the  breath 
of  a  sigh  on  a  silver  mirror!  and  which  accorded 


now  miftll;  but  never  ftigotten.    It  waa  at  once 
melandMiy  of  hope  and  of  reaignation. 

We  had  not  teng  been  fellow-travellers,  ere  a  1 
den  tempest  of  wind  and  rain  forced  us  to  seek  ] 
teetion  in  the  vaulted  dooi^way  of  a  lone  chapel 
and  we  aate  ftee  to  face  each  on  the  stone  be 
along-side  the  low,  weather^teined  wall,  and  aa  ci 
as  possible  to  the  mamy  door. 

Aftier  a  pause  of  silence :  Even  thiH,  said  he,  1 
two  strangen  that  have  fled  to  the  same  shelter  fi 
the  same  alorm,  not  seldom  do  Despair  and  H< 
meet  for  the  firrt  time  in  the  poich  of  Death ! 
extremea  meet,  I  answered ;  bib  yours  was  a  strai 
and  visionary  thought    The  better  then  doth  it 
seem  both  the  place  and  me,  he  replied.   Fron 
Visianary  wilt  thou  hear  a  Vision  t    Mark  diat  vi 
fladi  dirough  this  torrent  of  rain!    Fire  and  wa 
Even  here  diy  adage  holds  true,  and  iti  tradi  is 
mors]  of  my  Vision.    I  entreated  him  to  proct 
Skiping  his  face  towards  the  arch  and  y9%  avert 
his  ejre  fiom  it,  he  seemed  to  seek  and  prepare 
words :  till  listening  to  the  wind  that  echoed  wit 
the  hollow  edifice,  and  to  the  rain  without, 

Wluefa  itols  on  hia  thoofhti  with  itit«D-fi>Id  ■oond. 
The  elMh  haid  br  and  the  mnnnnr  all  rnumI, 

he  gradually  sunk  away,  alike  fiom  me  and  fivnn 
own  purpoae,  and  amid  the  gloom  of  the  stonup  t 
in  the  dnskiiiew  of  that  jdaoe,  he  sate  like  an  < 
Mem  OQ  a  rich  man's  sepulchre,  or  like  a  mour 
on  the  sodded  grave  of  an  only  one— an  agsd  moun 
who  is  watching  the  waned  moon  and  sorrowedi  1 
Starling  at  kngdi  firom  his  brief  trance  of  absti 
tkii,  vriidi  courtesy  and  an  atoning  smile  he  renev 
his  diaooQiae,  and  cooamenced  his  parable. 

Daring  one  of  diose  riMxt  fuilooghs  fiom  the  serv 
of  the  Body,  whidi  die  Soul  may  sometimes  obc 
even  in  thu,  its  militant  state,  I  found  myself  ix 
vast  plain,  which  I  immediately  knew  to  be  the  V 
ley  of  life.  It  posieswd  an  astonishing  diverrity 
scnls :  and  here  was  a  sunny  spot,  and  there  a  dt 
one,  forming  just  such  a  mixture  of  sunshine  s 
shade,  as  we  may  have  observed  on  the  mountai 
side  in  an  April  day,  when  the  thin  broken  cloi 
are  scattered  over  heaven.  Almost  in  the  very  • 
trance  of  the  valliey  stood  a  large  and  gloomy  p 
into  which  I  seemed  constrained  to  enter.  £v< 
part  of  die  building  was  crowded  with  tawdry  on 
mentB  and  fimtastic  deformity.  On  every  wind* 
was  portrayed,  in  glaring  and  inelegant  colors,  so 
horrible  tale,  or  preternatural  incident,  so  that  no 
ray  of  light  coiUd  enter,  untinged  l^  the  roedi' 
through  which  it  passed.  The  body  of  the  build 
was  full  of  people,  some  of  them  dancing,  in  8 
out,  in  unintelligible  figures,  with  strange  ceremon 
and  antic  merriment,  while  others  seemed  convuli 
with  horror,  or  pining  in  mad  melancholy.  Ini 
mingled  with  theee,  I  observed  a  number  of  m 
clothed  in  ceremonial  robes,  who  appeared,  now 
marriial  die  various  groups  and  to  direct  their  mo 
ments,  and  now,  with  menacing  countenancea, 
drag  some  reluctant  victim  to  a  vast  idol,  fiamed 
iron  Ixus  interorossed,  which  formed  at  the  aa 
time  an  immense  cage,  and  the  shape  of  a  bun 
Colossus. 

I  stood  for  a  while  lost  in  wonder  what  theae  dii 
might  mean ;  when  lo!  one  of  the  directors  came 
to  ma,  ami  with  a  stem  and  reproachful  look  bi 


miA  tbeir  alow  and  reluctant  movement,  whenever 
he  turned  them  to  anyohjeet  on  die  ri^t  haul  or  onl .        . 

rthe  Jeil  r  It  eeemed,  meclioaght,  as  if  there  lay  uponlma  ^mcoveT  in^  Yyesii,  f»  ^iinx  "^^  ^^ma  into  whic 
Anr;rA/&aasaaba<fow7praaenceof  dinppcimtinffiila\bjad  cin!teT«i  -waa  litiua  xem^^^l  ^^  w^l  xtoa^ 
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gion.  in  the  holier  receti  of  which  the  great  Goddew 
pemnally  resided.  HimielftDO  he  bade  me  reverence, 
M  the  consecrated  minister  of  her  rites.  Awe-struck 
by  the  name  of  Religion,  I  bowed  before  the  priest, 
Ukd  humbly  and  earnestly  entreated  hira  to  conduct 
me  into  her  presence.  lie  assented.  Offerings  he  took 
firom  me.  with  mystic  sprinklings  of  water  and  with 
salt  he  purified,  and  with  strange  sufflations  he  ex- 
orcised me ;  and  then  led  me  through  many  a  dark 
and  winding  alley,  the  dew-damps  of  which  chilled 
my  flesh,  and  the  hollow  echoes  under  my  feet, 
muigled.  methought,  with  meanings,  affrighted  me. 
At  ^ngth  we  entered  a  large  hall,  without  window, 
or  spiracle,  or  lamp.  The  asylum  and  dormitoiy  it 
seemed  of  perennial  night— only  that  the  walls  were 
brought  to  the  eye  by  a  number  of  sel^luminous 
inscripti(His  in  letters  of  a  pale  pulchral  light,  that 
held  strange  neutrality  with  the  darkness,  on  the 
verge  of  which  it  kept  its  rayless  vigil.  I  could  read 
them,  methought ;  but  though  each  ono  of  tho  words 
taken  sepantely  I  seemed  to  undentand,  yet  when  I 
took  them  in  sentences,  they  were  riddles  and  in- 
comprehensible. As  I  stood  meditating  on  these  hard 
sayings,  my  guide  thus  addressed  me — Read  and  be- 
lieve :  these  ore  mysteries ! — At  the  extremity  of  the 
vist  hall  the  Goddess  was  placed.  Her  features,  blend- 
ed with  darkness,  rose  out  to  my  view,  terriUe,  yet 
vacant  I  prostrated  myself  before  her,  and  then 
letired  with  my  guide,  soul-withered,  and  wondering, 
md  dissatisfied. 

As  I  re-entered  the  body  of  the  temple,  I  heoid  a 
deep  buzz  as  of  disccmtent  A  few  whose  eyes  were 
bright,  and  either  piercing  or  steady,  and  whose 
ample  foreheads,  with  the  weighty  bar,  ridge-like, 
above  the  eyebrows,  bespoke  observation  followed 
by  meditative  thought ;  and  a  much  larger  number, 
who  were  enraged  by  the  severity  and  insolence  of 
Ae  priests  in  exacting  their  ofllerings,  hod  collected 
in  one  tumultuous  group,  and  with  a  confused  outcry 
of  **  this  is  the  Temple  of  Superatition !"  after  much 
ooDtomely,  and  tnrrnoil,  and  cruel  maltreatment  on 
an  sides,  rushed  out  of  the  pile :  and  I,  methought, 
joined  them. 

We  speeded  from  the  Temple  with  hasty  steps, 
'  md  had  now  nearly  gone  round  half  tho  valley, 
iHien  we  were  addressed  by  a  woman,  tall  be3roi^ 
Ae  stotore  of  mortals,  and  with  n  something  more 
than  human  in  her  countonnnce  and  mien,  which  yet 
eould  by  mortals  be  only  felt.nol  conveyed  by  words 
or  intelligibly  distinguished.  Deep  reflection,  ani- 
mated by  ardent  feelings,  was  displayed  in  them: 
md  hope,  without  its  uncertainty,  and  a  something 
more  than  all  these,  which  I  understood  not,  but 
whidi  yet  seemed  to  blend  all  these  into  a  divine 
onity  of  expression.  Her  garmcntM  were  white  and 
matronly,  and  of  the  simplest  texnirc.  We  inquired 
bar  name.  My  name,  she  replied,  is  Religion. 

The  more  numerous  part  of  our  company,  aflright- 
cd  by  the  very  sound,  and  sore  from  recent  impostures 
or  sorceries,  hurried  onwards  and  examined  no  far- 
dier.  A  few  of  us,  struck  by  the  manifest  opposition 
of  her  form  and  manners  to  those  of  the  hving 
Idol,  whom  we  hod  so  recently  abjured,  agreed  to 
follow  her,  though  with  cautious  circumspection, 
file  led  us  to  an  eminence  in  the  midst  of  the  valley, 
fiuiD  the  top  of  which  we  could  command  the  whole 
pfaua,  and  observe  the  relation  of  the  diflerent  parts 
of  eodi  to  the  other,  and  of  each  to  the  whole,  and 
oTmII  to  each.  She  then  gave  lu  an  optic  glata  which  | 


without  contradicting  our  natural  vision,  and 
enabled  us  to  see  fiu*  beyond  the  limits  of  the  Valley 
of  Life :  though  our  eye  even  thus  assisted  permitted 
us  only  to  behold  a  Ught  and  a  glory,  but  what  w 
could  not  descry,  save  only  that  it  tons,  and  that  it 
was  most  glorious. 

And  now,  with  the  rapid  transition  of  a  dream,  I 
had  overtaken  and  rejoined  the  more  numerous  par^ 
who  had  abruptly  leA  us,  indignant  at  the  very  name 
of  religion.  Tbey  journeyed  on,  goading  each  other 
with  remembrances  of  past  oppresnons,  and  never 
looking  back,  till  in  the  eagerness  to  recede  from  the 
Temple  of  Superstition,  they  had  rounded  the  whole 
circle  of  the  valley.  And  lo!  there  faced  us  the 
mouth  of  a  vast  cavern,  at  the  hose  of  a  lofty  and 
almost  perpendicular  rock,  the  interior  side  of  which, 
unknown  to  them,  and  unsuspected,  formed  the  ex- 
treme and  backward  wall  of  the  Temple.  An  im- 
patient crowd,  we  entered  the  vast  and  dusky  cave, 
which  was  the  only  perforation  of  the  precipice. 
At  the  mouth  of  the  cave  sate  two  figures ;  the  fint, 
by  her  dress  and  gestures,  I  knew  to  be  Sknsuauty; 
the  second  form,  from  the  fierceness  of  his  demeancv, 
and  the  brutal  scomfulneas  of  his  looks,  declared 
himself  to  be  the  monster  Blasphemy.  He  uttered 
big  words,  and  yet  ever  and  anon  I  observed  that  be 
turned  pale  at  his  own  courage.  We  entered.  Some 
remained  in  the  opening  of  the  cave,  with  the  one  or 
the  other  of  its  guardians.  Tho  rest,  and  I  among 
them,  pressed  on,  till  we  reached  an  ample  chamber, 
that  seemed  the  centre  of  the  rock.  The  climate  of 
the  place  was  uimaturally  cold. 

In  .the  furthest  distance  of  the  chamber  sate  an 
old  dim-eyed  man,  poring  with  a  microscope  over 
the  Torso  of  a  statue  which  had  neither  bosis,  nor 
feet,  nor  head ;  but  on  its  breast  was  carved  Nature! 
To  this  he  continually  applied  hie  glass,  and  seemed 
erunptured  with  the  various  inequalities  which  it 
rendered  visible  on  the  seemingly  polished  sur&ce 
of  the  marble.— Yet  evermore  was  this  delight  and 
triumph  followed  by  expressions  of  hatred,  and  ve- 
hement railings  against  a  Being,  who  3ret,  he  assured 
us,  had  no  existence.  This  mystery  suddenly  recalled 
to  me  what  I  had  read  in  the  Holiest  Recess  of  the 
temple  of  Superatition.  The  old  man  spoke  in  divers 
tongues,  and  continued  to  utter  other  and  most  strange 
mysteries.  Among  the  rest  he  talked  much  and  ve- 
hemently concerning  an  infinite  series  of  causes  and 
eflects,  which  he  explained  to  bo  a  string  of  blind 
men,  the  last  of  whom  caught  hold  of  the  skirt 
of  tho  one  before  him,  ho  of  the  next,  and  so  on  till 
they  were  all  out  of  sight :  and  that  tliey  all  walked 
infallibly  straight,  without  making  one  false  Htep, 
though  all  wore  alike  blind.  Methought  I  borrowed 
courage  from  surprise,  and  asked  him, — Who  then  is 
at  tho  head  to  guide  them  ?  He  looked  at  me  vnth 
incfCiblc  contempt,  not  uiunixed  with  an  angry  sus- 
picion, and  then  replied,  **  No  one.  The  string  of 
blind  men  went  on  for  ever  without  any  beginning : 
for  although  one  blind  man  could  not  move  without 
stumbling,  yet  infinite  blindness  supplied  the  want  of 
sight"  I  burst  into  laughter,  which  instantly  turned  to 
terror— for  as  he  started  forward  in  rage,  I  caught 
a  glance  of  him  from  behind ;  and  lo !  I  beheld  a 
monster  biform  and  Janus-headed,  in  the  hinder  face 
and  shape  of  which  I  instantly  recognized  the  dread 
countenance  of  Sutemtitioh — «sd  m  >2ca  \«ftQR  \ 
awoke. 


COLEBIDGE'S  POETICAL  WOBXS. 


.  THE  DfPROVISATCWE; 
Oft  "JOHN  ANDEUOV,  M7  JO,  JOHir." 

adjmmng. 


WlMliittewoidif 


wOk 


mDmI  die 
M 


kH  ft  frtor  to  adL  of  yon,  Sr;  itfadiatfoa 
ttift  bftUai  dill  Bfr.  — "-  mmgmtwemtf. 


'•  Iriih  Bfelodiai;  but  I  do  not  i«- 
tindly.   TIm  monl  of  dioiii, 
tobodui— 


■IwUbinthtwIltlNti 
piooft  wooU  ihow  ilMif  tht  I 


WImI  iio 


die  ham  yoa  npeoted  fion  Beoiimait 
V  ivbidk  mjr  biodier  tdmired  lo  maeht 
■omething  about  two  vinei  lo  olow 


Ik  begiw 
teldMir 


Toa  BfiMD  dnriei'  ipoach  to  AofoliiMu  in  "ttio 
Elte  BMber." 


Wan  ifft  lofiONr,  Ikt  «mr  two  oeiflibor 
Ckeiiv  oor  ■onli  aid  low  in  OM  aiMllMr  1 
W«*ll  vitog  togsllMr.  tnd  ««*U  b«u  om  flnik; 
Om  jof  ^mO  nakt  M  mbOs,  ftikl  on  friif  nMNun ! 
Om  MP  fo  widi  «■•  and  OM  boor  of  dMth 

and  OM  siaTO  nako  w  bippy* 


OATBEUITK. 

A  pntkfoa  boon,  tbat  would  go  &r  to  reooneOe 
one  to  old  age— diif  love,  (^ true!  But  fa  there  anjr 
■udi  true  love  T 

FEIXND. 

Ibopeao. 

OATHUUNE. 

But  do  you  believe  it  ? 

ELiiA  (eageriy). 
I  am  iuie  be  doea. 

mmfni 
fYom  a  roan  tamed  of  fifly,  Catberine,  I  imagine, 
ezpecti  a  lea  confident  answer. 

CATHEUNK. 

A  mora  nncere  one,  perhaps. 

FBIXlfn. 

Even  though  he  ■hould  have  obtained  the  nick- 
name of  Improvintore,  by  perpetrating  charadea  and 
extemporo  veiaea  at  Chriftmaa  timea  ? 


■USA. 

Nay,  but  be  lerious. 

puKitn. 
Seriouat  Doubtlev.  A  grave  personage  of  my 
yean  giving  a  love-lecture  to  two  young  hidiea,  can- 
not well  Iw  odierwise.  The  difficulty,  I  suspect, 
would  be  for  them  to  remain  so.  It  will  be  asked 
whether  I  am  not  the  "  eldeily  gentleman*'  who  aato 
**  despairing  beside  a  dear  stream,**  with  a  willow 
ftr  bis  wig-block. 

EUZA. 

akrfotfOgr  word,  «flJ  W8  wiU  call  it  downii^ 


OATHEMlfB. 

No!  we  niD  be  affraotod,  drop  a  oonrtMy.  and 
poidon  flNronr  pnaomfpiiQo  in  expecting  dmt  Mr.  * 
woold  wiito  Mi  aanae  on  two  insigniftRant  girifc 


Wen,  weQ,  I  will  be  aeiioos.  Hem!  Now  ihm 
WMBMWines  tibe  diaooorse;  Bfr.  Mooro'a  aoty  beov 
AetosL  Love, as dislingniriied fiom Friandabip^ on 
the  one  Iwnd,  and  fiom  die  pasrioa  dmt  too  eAn 
nmpB  ili  namOf  OQ  the  odieff — 

LOGiro. 

wUipertolkaFHemi),   But  fa  not  Loie  die  omm  of 
bodit 

vftmiD  iatide  fo  LooExm). 
He  never  loved  who  thinks  so. 


Brodier,wedon*twantyoii.  Tliere !  Ifo.  H.  can- 
not anange  the  flowe^vaae  without  yoo.  Tliankyon, 
IteHaittnan. 

Luonra. 

Ill  have  my  revenge !  I  know  what  I  will  a^! 

■UZA. 

Om  off!  Now  dear  sir^— Love,  you  wwe  a^ii^^— 

FRIKNDu 

Hush!  FrmduMg,  you  mean,  Elia. 

BLIZa  (tBI|M<falltflf). 

Fliiftw4 

nUENDu 

W^  dMO,I  waa«ajftii^diatLove,tiii]yaDeli,  fa 
itnlf  not  the  most  common  thing  in  Ae  worid:  and 
mutual  love  aliU  leas  so.  But  diat  endmii^  penonal 
attarhmani;  so  beaatiiully  delineated  by  Erin*li  aweaC 
mek>diit,  and  aliD  mora  tondiingly,  peihapa,  in  the 
widUnown  ballad,  "John  Andwrson,  my  jo.  JofaC* 
in  ftflditkn  to  a  depdi  and  cooslancy  of  fitm^^ti^m  of 
no  eveiy^day  oceuirence,  supposes  a  peculiar  semi- 
biUty  and  tendemeai  of  nature ;  a  constitutional  con^ 
municativeness  and  vUeraney  of  heart  and  soul ;  a 
delight  in  the  detail  of  sympathy,  in  the  outward  nod 
visible  signs  of  the  sacrament  within — to  count,  as  it 
were,  the  pulses  of  the  life  of  love.  But  above  all,  it 
supposes  a  soul  which,  even  in  the  piide  and  sum- 
mer4ide  of  life— even  in  the  lustihood  of  health  and 
strengdi,  had  felt  oAenest  and  priied  highest  that 
whidi  age  cannot  take  away,  and  which,  in  aU  our 
fa  fAe  Love ; 


■LBA. 

There  fa  something  hen  {pointing  to  her  AaorO  that 
to  understand  you,  but  wants  the  word  that 
would  make  it  understand  itself 

CATHKUfK. 

I,  too,  seem  to  fed  what  you  mean.    Interpret  the 
ftelingfiirni* 

FftlXND. 

——I  mean  diat  wSUng  sense  of  the  insufBdnf- 
nesB  of  the  eeffiat  itself  whidi  predisposes  a  gener- 
ous nature  to  see,  in  the  total  being  of  anodier,  the 
supplement  and  completion  of  its  own — that  quiet 
perpetual  aedEU^  which  the  presence  of  the  beloved 
ol^ject  modulates,  not  suspends,  where  the  heart  mo- 
mendy  finds,  and,  finding,  again  seeks  on — ^lasdy, 
when  **  file's  changeful  orb  has  pass'd  the  full,**  a 
confirmed  &ith  in  the  noMeness  of  humanity,  thua 
brought  home  and  pressed,  as  it  were,  to  the  very 
bosom  of  hourly  experience :  it  supposes,  I  say,  n 
hMprWfo\t  Tevfmnca  fst  vracth,  not  the  less  deep  be- 
Icmnedlveitodof  Vbi«AeinBft«\i9\sficAV>ii  toaSua- 


USCELLANEOUB  POEMS. 


i]  ud  ibe  aiosllaDl  in  the  bdovcd  u  iu 
m,  wd  by  ri^  of  lo**  appn^itulN  il,  can  cvtl 
.     _    -,.._     _■  . '^-  ipon  of 


WbU  a  «iolluii9~-wh*(  ui  dsvHnlg  ideo! 


^iM  of  plajAl  niOorr,  and  Iha  iiiiiiMliaa  oOmt 
infinilfinwiV  of'  plaawitahla  thm^  and  |«dal 
feeling. 

Well,  Sr  j  TO"  ^Ta  aud  qiiiuanmi|ttonakaBB 
ileapait  of  finding  a  "  Jdm  AndamD,  a;  jo,  John." 
I  iMMr  down  dw  hill  of  lib  wiA. 

Not » !  Good  men  an  not,  I  trail,  ao  nniefa  Kaicer 
iiui  good  wnmm.  but  that  nliat  modMr  (*ddU  tad 
I  jroD,  yOD  maf  hopi  to  find  in  ■nHhai.  Bat  WalL 
nwoTsr,  maf  Aat  txxn  be  lara,  lb*  pf  naacn  of 
'hich  woold  be  mora  than  an  adequala  nnid  fir 


Sunly,  he  who  hai  deaciibad  it  ai  baaDtiAi%, 


If  it  be  not  onlr  an  idoi. 

At  an  «*aoli.th«aaqualitieinhidi  Ihaveeni 
riid,  are  lanly  iband  united  in  a  angla  imliv 
tkm  nmch  mure  ran  mmt  it  be,  that  twu  lui 
dmdnaU  duiild  meet  together  in  tiiii  nidu  ' 
alar  dicoiaalBncfla  diat  admit  of  their  union  ni 
D^MudandWiib!  A  panoo  n^  be  highly  «iima- 
Na  n  fte  whole,  n^,  amiaUa  m  neli^bor,  frienil, 
in  all  the  MOMDIric  circltn  of 
)r  the  lail  and  jmoait ;  and  yet 
H  be  ectranged  fion  the  high< 
!    Pride,  coldnwe  or  fciudiomnt 


«fte  other— loo  oAaa 

fcfea  pncioia  balm  of  >tiK&D.    For  lotiie  migihiy 
pod  ntl  of  people,  MOk  then  ie  not  aeUon  a  gort  a' 

baipaifculf  alive  b;  toMag  die  pawaof  im  own  bpI 
^^ifcnee.  And  h  Ihia  Ui^  aasae,arnlhrr  kiuu 
te  </  their  own  valoe  ia^  Cx  the  dmM  pan.  gtounc 
ed  cai  nagaiiTe  quaUlie^  ao  Ihey  have  no  bpiioc  mour 
if  pneertsic  the  lane  bul  bj  ntgatnt* — ihal  w.  by 
a«  dting  or  laying  an;  thing,  thai  mi^  ba  pi 
ir  tad.  any,  or  aoDaeiHcal^^t  (to  nee  ihi 
phnae)  by  mner  firgtOmg  dnurfsca,  which 
tmi  aoqoaintance  are  nncharitabia  enough  lo  ihink 
tn  matt  wonhleM  otyecl  (hey  coold  be  t  iDpluymi  in 


( Tim,  o/ter  0  poaiai  qT  ■■ /<w  iMnda^ 


7b  a  hair !  Ha  moil  have 


Tn» !  hot  Ihe  Mme  eSiet  ii  produced  in  Ihfiuiianil 
If  dM  ISO  gaoenl  iniensbiliEy  Is  a  veiy  iinpiinnji 
■nA;  im,  namely,  Ihat  the  HiRir  of  hui[i:iii  lilii  i 
■i^  op  of  hrge  mifw,  each  wpante'l  (mm  tli 
«feai  I9  eeitain  inierriUt.  One  yesi,  At  <<i'iiih  nl' 
iHd;  jan*  afker,  a  fiilan  in  tndej  Ui'i  ^n"ilLi' 
hagK  o*  rinrler  interval,  a  dinghtei  inny  tiai 
^■■lad  vAappilyj — in  all  bat  the  nseularly  ui 
t\'\  I  '■■  dM  integtal  parte  Ibat  composo  the  lui 
■■1  of  tte  mhaptinen  t€  a  man'i  life, 
MBria^taddiBtincdyr  '    ~ 

t<M.t  — 

a  JUatf  int  a  betnait  coaptiatat  in  the  dii 


Yet,  yea!  that  boon,  lib'i  richeil  treat. 
He  had,  or  laiicied  thai  be  had ; 

ly,  'IWBi  bul  in  hii  own  auiceit — 

Tlie  &ncy  made  lum  glad '. 
Crown  of  bja  cup.  and  gamiah  of  hie  dUi ! 
The  boon.  praGgiued  in  hii  eailicat  widi ! 
The  &ir  fulfilment  of  hii  poeay, 
Wben  hii  young  heart  £rN  yeam'd  ftr  aympalby ! 

Bul  e'en  the  meteor  ofibpring  of  the  train 

Unncnuiih'd  wane  E 
Faith  aeln  her  daily  bread, 
And  Fancy  mail  be  fed ! 
Now  io  il  chanced — from  wot  or  dry, 

I I  boon  not  how— I  know  not  why — 
Slie  nua'd  her  wonted  food :  and  qoicldy 
Puor  Fancy  itBggBr'd  mi  grew  aJclEly. 

Then  came  a  reMleia  itate,  'I  wiii  yea  and  nay, 
llii  lailh  wai  fii'd,  hii  heart  all  cbh  and  flow ; 
Or  like  a  hatfc,  in  nme  half^ehelier'd  bay, 
Aiiova  tli  anchor  driving  lo  and  Iro. 

Tlial  boon,  which  but  to  have  poaea'd 

III  a  bdirf,  gave  life  •  uai— 
I'DCeitain  both  what  il  Aaf  been, 
.\nd  if  by  error  loat,  ot  luck ; 
And  what  il  um  .—an  evergreen 
Uliich  nme  imiiliDui  blight  had  itiwk. 
Ot  annual  flower,  which  paM  ila  blow, 
Na  vernal  ipell  ihall  e'er  revive  ,- 
Uaccnain,  and  afraid  to  know, 

Doubt!  toai'd  him  to  and  fro ; 
Hope  keeping  lAve,  Icvo  llape  alive, 
l.tke  bab«  bewilder'd  in  a  snow. 
'1  Oat  cling  and  huddle  from  llie  cold 
III  hollow  Iree  or  ruin'd  Cild. 


C0LERIDGE19  PQEIICAL  WOREB. 


WhOTi  WM  it  dMB,  iIm  ■ooiabla  tpiile 
That  orown'd  the  FMfs  eap  and  decked  Ui  iUkl 
Foot  ihftdow  cut  from  an  muteady  wiih,     • 
BmIT  a  mibilaiioe  by  no  other  right 
Bnt  that  it  interoepCed  Reaaon*8  light ; 
It  dimm'd  hii  eye,  it  daihen'd  on  hii  hnm, 
A  peenrii  mood,  a  tedioiia  time,  I  tiow! 
Thank  Heaven!  'tii  not  bo  now. 


OUtaiof  bliidfalhoan! 
The  boon  of  Heaven's  decreeing, 
While  yet  in  Eden's  bowen 
Dwelt  the  Fint  Hwband  and  hii  uilem  Bfata! 
The  one  fweet  plant  which,  piteoot  Heaven  agreeing^ 
They  bora  with  them  thnmgh  Eden's  doang  gate! 
Of  Hft'k  gay  sommeMide  the  sovran  Roae ! 
Late  antomn's  Amaranth,  that  more  ftagmnt  Uowa 
When  FMHon's  flowen  all  fidl  or  fiMJe ; 
If  diia  were  ever  his,  m  outward  being, 
0^  but  his  own  true  love's  prqjected  shade. 
Now,  that  at  length  by  certain  proof  he  knowiw 
That  whedier  real  or  magic  show, 
Whate'er  it  was,  it  is  no  longer  so; 
Tlioa^  heart  be  lonesome,  Hope  laid  low, 
Tet,  Lady !  deem  him  not  unblest : 
The  certainty  that  stnick  Hope  dead, 
Hadi  left  Contentment  in  her  stead : 
And  that  is  next  to  best ! 


THE  GARDEN  OF  BOCCACXia 

Of  late,  in  one  of  those  most  weary  hooit. 
When  life  seems  emptied  of  all  genial  powers, 
A  dreary  mood,  which  be  who  ne'er  hn  known 
May  bless  his  happy  lot,  I  sate  alone ; 
And,  from  the  numbing  spell  to  win  relief 
Call'd  on  the  past  for  thought  of  glee  or  grief 
In  vain !  bereft  alike  of  grief  and  glee, 
I  sate  and  cower'd  o'er  my  own  vacancy ! 
And  as  I  wateh'd  the  dull  (Continuous  ache. 
Which,  all  else  slumb'ring,  seem'd  alone  to  wake ; 

0  Friend !  long  wont  to  notice  yet  conceal. 
And  soothe  by  silence  what  words  cannot  heal, 

1  but  half  saw  that  quiet  hand  of  thine 
Place  on  my  desk  this  exquisite  design, 
Boccaccio's  Garden  and  its  faery, 

The  love,  the  jo]raunce,  and  the  gallantry! 
An  Idyll,  with  Boccaccio's  spirit  warm, 
Framed  in  the  silent  poesy  of  form. 
Like  flocks  adown  a  newly-bathed  steep 

Emerging  from  a  mist :  or  like  a  stream 
Of  music  soft  that  not  dispels  the  sleep. 

But  casts  in  happier  moulds  tKie  slumberer's  dream, 
Gaied  by  an  idle  eye  with  silent  might 
The  picture  stole  upon  my  inward  sif^t 
A  tremulous  vrarmth  crept  gradual  o'er  my  chest. 
As  though  an  infimt's  finger  touch'd  my  breast 
And  one  by  one  (I  know  not  whence)  were  brought 
All  spirits  of  power  that  most  had  stirr'd  my  tbou^t 
In  selfless  boyhood,  on  a  new  worid  tost 
Of  wonder,  und  in  its  own  fancies  lost ; 
(^  cbarm'd  my  youdu  that  kindled  fitm  above. 
Loved  en  it  loved,  and  sought  a  Ibrm  lor  lova; 


Or  lant  a  lustre  to  the  eameat  acan 
Of  maDhood,  musing  vfhat  and  whenea  is  man! 
wad  strain  of  Scalds,  that  in  the  sea-worn  cava 
Rehearsed  their  war^epell  to  the  vrinds  and  wavw 
Or  &tefhl  hymn  of  thooe  prophetic  maids, 
lliat  call'd  on  Heitfaa  in  deep  forest  glades ; 
Or  minstrel  lay,  that  cheer'd  the  baron's  feast; 
Or  ihyme  of  city  pomp,  of  monk  and  priest; 
Jndge,  mayor,  and  many  a  guild  in  long  array. 
To  hif^Hihurch  pacing  on  the  great  saint's  day. 
And  many  a  verse  which  to  myself  I  sang. 
That  woke  the  tear,  yet  stole  away  the  pang. 
Of  hopes  which  in  lamenting  I  renew'd. 
And  last,  a  matron  now,  of  sober  mien, 
Tet  radiant  still  and  with  no  earthly  sheen. 
Whom  as  a  fiiery  child  my  childhood  woo'd 
Even  in  my  da^in  of  thought— Philosopby. 
Though  then  unconscious  of  herself  pardie. 
She  bore  no  other  name  than  Poesy ; 
And,  like  a  gift  from  heaven,  in  lifeful  glee, 
That  had  but  newly  left  a  mother's  knee. 
Prattled  and  plajr'd  with  bird  and  flower,  and  ston 
As  if  with  elfin  playfellows  well  known. 
And  life  reveal'd  to  innocence  alone. 


TliankB,  gentle  artist !  now  I  can  descry 

Thy  foir  creation  with  a  mastering  eye. 

And  off  awake !    And  now  in  fix'd  gaxe  stand. 

Now  wander  through  the  Eden  of  thy  hand; 

Pmise  the  green  arches,  on  the  fbuntain  clear 

S&e  fragment  shadows  of  the  crossing  deer, 

And  with  that  serviceable  nymph  I  stoops 

The  crystal  fiom  its  restless  pool  to  scoopw 

I  see  no  longer!  I  myself  am  there. 

Sit  on  die  groundnnivard,  and  the  banquet  shara 

Tis  I,  that  sweep  that  lute's  love-echoing  striop^ 

And  gaze  upon  the  maid  who  gazing  sings : 

Or  pause  and  listen  to  the  tinkling  bells 

From  the  high  lower,  and  think  that  there  she  dwelV 

With  old  Boccaccio's  soul  I  stand  poesest. 

And  breathe  an  air  like  life,  that  swells  my  chest- 


The  brightness  of  the  world,  O  thou  once  firee. 
And  always  fair,  rare  land  of  courtesy ! 
O,  Florence !  vntii  the  Tuscan  fields  and  hills ! 
And  fiunous  Amo  fed  with  all  their  rills ; 
Thou  brightest  star  of  star-bright  Italy ! 
Rich,  ornate,  populous,  all  treasures  thine. 
The  golden  com,  the  olive,  and  the  vine. 
Fair  cities,  gallant  mansions,  castles  old. 
And  forests,  where  beside  his  leafy  hold 
The  sullen  boar  hath  heard  tlie  distant  horn, 
And  whets  his  tusks  against  the  gnarled  thorn ; 
PaUadian  palace  with  its  storied  halls ; 
Fountains,  where  Love  lies  listening  to  their  folL^ 
Gardens,  where  flings  the  bridge  its  airy  span. 
And  Nature  makes  her  happy  home  with  man ; 
Where  many  a  gorgeous  flower  is  duly  fed 
With  its  own  rill,  on  its  own  spangled  bed. 
And  wreathes  the  marble  urn,  or  leans  its  head, 
A  mimic  mourner,  that  with  veil  withdrawn 
Weeps  liquid  gems,  the  presents  of  the  dawn. 
Thine  all  delists,  and  every  muse  is  thine : 
And  more  than  all,  the  embrace  and  intertwine 
Of  aU  with  all  in  gay  and  twinkling  dance  * 
\''Mid  coda  oS  Oteaob  vod  Nuanioni  of  romance. 
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lecaee  Bfi,  unftlding  on  hk  kneet 
nr-fomid  ro^  of  old  MaBonides  ;* 
n  his  nwntle'i  fold,  and  near  the  heart, 
•rid'a  Holy  Book  of  Love'i  sweet  smart  ^f' 

leeio  daimed  for  humelT  the  f  lory  of  havinc  first  io- 
tha  works  of  Homsr  to  hk  eoaotrymea. 
«  fcw  more  ttrikinf  or  more  iotereatinf  prooft  of  the 
laiag  influeace  which  the  itody  of  the  Greek  and  Bo- 
nce axerciBed  on  the  jodf mmite,  feelince.  and  imsfi- 
4  the  literati  of  Earoi>e  at  the  eommenoemeot  of  the 
Q  of  Kteratore,  than  the  paense  in  the  Filoeopo  of 
o:  where  the  sage  instmetor,  Raeheo.  as  won  as  the 
iaee  aod  the  beaotiful  ffirl  Bianeafiore  had  learned 
■rs,  eels  them  to  stndy  the  Utlv  Book,  OviiT*  Art  af 
]e«miineib  Bsefaeo  a  inettere  il  suo  officio  in  emecn- 
■olleeitiidiae.  E  loro,  in  brere  tempo,  inseg- 


O  all-6i\)03riiig  and  all-blendmg  sage, 
Long  be  it  mine  to  con  thy  maiy  page. 
Where,  half  conceal'd,  the  eye  of  fiiiicy  viewi 
Famis,  nsrmphs,  and  winged  saints,  all  gruioos  to  dqr 
muse! 

Still  in  diy  garden  let  me  watch  their  pranks. 
And  see  in  Dian*s  vest  between  the  ranks 
Of  the  trim  vines,  some  maid  that  half  believes 
The  vetUd  fires,  of  which  her  lover  grieves. 
With  that  sly  satyr  peering  through  the  leaves ! 


nato  a  ecmoeeer  Is  Ietter»,/M«  Ugtf  U  »md»  lAr»  4*  OwvUU, 
ael  qumtB  U  araraM  poeU  mottrm.  cnu  i  famtifmoeU  M  Fm 
wi  itkh^MO  ntjrtddi  eutri  ncatden.*' 
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Hm  Publidieia  of  die  pfeaent  edition  of  Bfr.  8kd- 
1^  Poedcal  Worka  diink  it  necoMiy  to  itato,  diat 
Oia  fint  Poem  in  die  collection,  **  The  Retolt  op 
bbAW,"  did  not  originally  bear  diat  tide :  it  appeared 
vnder  die  name  of  **  LiiON  AND  CrrHNA ;  or  lie  IZeao- 
ktiimifAeOcUmCity:a  Vimm  ef  the  NimtmiA 
Gntarf."  But,  widi  die  eiception  of  ddi  change  of 
aaa^r-into  die  lemoH  diat  led  to  wfaidi  it  k  now 
nnneoemaiy  to  inquire-^eonie  inconndeiable  verbal 
oonecdoDi,  and  the  omiarion  of  the  iblbwing  para- 
graph and  note  in  the  profrce,  die  poem  ia  in  all 
reqwcti  die  nme  aa  when  fint  given  to  the  poblia 

*'In  the  penonal  conduct  of  n^  hero  and  heroine, 
thero  ii  one  drcumstuice  which  waa  intended  to 
■tarda  the  reader  from  the  trance  of  ordinary  life.  It 
waa  my  olgect  to  break  throogfa  the  crust  of  thoee 
OQtwom  opinioai  on  which  ettabbahed 
depend.    I  have  appealed,  therefine,  to  die 


anivend  of  all  leelmgi,  and  hnv»  andeavimd  to 
itnngdMn  die  moral  lenie,  by  Ibibiddtav  it  ^  ^liMto 
its  eneigiea  in  seeking  to  avoid  actiona  Vfljeh  no 
only  crimes  of  convention.  It  is  because  IImm  Ii  m 
great  a  multitude  of  artificial  vices^  that  than  on  • 
ftw  rsal  virtues.  Those  feelin^i  ahme  viMch  nt 
benevolent  or  malevolent  an  essentially  good  at  hil 
The  eircoBslance  of  vffaidi  I  speak  waa  iBbodMi^ 
however,  merely  to  aocoslom  men  to  that  dmii^  lai 
toleration,  which  the  exhibition  of  a  pnctioe  widsly 
diflbring  from  dieir  own  has  a  tendency  to  ptomoto.* 
Nodiing,  indeed,  can  be  more  mischievous  thm  mm^ 
actions  innocent  in  diemselves,  which  nufht  brim 
down  upon  individuals  die  bigoted  contempt  and  i«fi 
of  die  multitude." 


•The 


havsao 


tnd  ehaiteterisds  af 
naasDoeio  iss  wmw* 
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iSiKvmU:  of  Hetcfi  HfiMrtie  AHeUes* 


nnoJ^LACB,  in  the  ooantj  of  SoMoaL,  wu  the  spot 
wfaare  Percy  ByMhe  Shelley  fint  mw  the  light 
He  wu  born  on  the  4th  of  Angtiit*  1793 ;  and 
wie  the  eldest  loa  of  Sir  Timothy  SheU^,  But. 
of  CMtle-Goring.    His  &mily  ie  an  ancient  one, 
and  a  branch  of  it  has  become  the  rejweaentative 
of  the  hooae  of  the  illustrious  Sir  Philip  Sidney 
of  Penshurst    Despising  honors  which  only  rest 
opoo  the  accidental  circumstances  of  birth,  SheL 
ley  was  proud  of  this  connexion  with  an  immortal 
name.   At  the  customary  age,  about  thirteen,  he 
was  sent  to  Eton  School,  and  before  he  had  com- 
pleted  his  fifteenth  year,  he  published  two  novels, 
the  Ronerueian  and  ZatUroxxi.    From  Eton  he 
removed  to  University  College,  Oxford,  to  mature 
hie  studiea,  at  the  age  of  sixteen,  an  earlier  period 
than  is  usuaL    At  Oxford  he  was,  according  to 
flMtiTtn,  imbued  with  the  dements  of  logic ;  and 
Im  ventured,  in  contempt  of  the  fiat  of  the  Univer- 
mtj^  to  apply  them  to  the  investigation  of  ques- 
tioDs  which  it  is  orthodox  to  take  for  granted.  His 
original  and  uncompromising  spirit  of  inquiry 
eoold  not  reconcile  the  limited  use  of  logical  prin- 
e^les.    He  boldly  tested,  or  attempted  to  test, 
propositions  which  he  imagined,  the  more  they 
were  obscure,  and  the  more  claim  they  had  upon 
hb  credence,  the  greater  was  the  necessity  for  ex- 
amining them.    His  spirit  was  an  inquiring  one, 
and  be  fearlessly  sought  after  what  he  believed  to 
be  truth,  before,  it  is  probable,  he  had  acquired  all 
the  information  necessary  to  guide  him,  from  col- 
lateral sources    a  common  error  of  headstrong 
jroctth.   This  is  the  more  likely  to  be  the  case,  as 
when  time  had  matured  his  knowledge,  he  differed 
much  on  points  upon  which,  in  callow  years  and 
without  an  instructor,  flung  upon  the  world  to 
form  his  own  principles  of  action,  guileless,  and 
vehement,  he  was  wont  to  advocate  strongly.  Shel- 
ley possessed  the  bold  quality  of  inquiring  into 
the  reason  of  every  thing,  and  of  resisting  what  he 
ooold  not  reconcile  to  bo  right  according  to  his 
conscience.     In  some  persons  this  has  been  de- 
nominated a  virtue,  in  others  a  sin — just  as  it 
might  happen  to  chime  in  with  worldly  custom  or 
received  opinion.    At  school  he  formed  a  ccmspi- 
racy  for  resistance  to  that  most  odious  and  de- 
testable custom  of  English  seminaries,  fagging^ 
which  pedagogues  are  bold  enough  to  defend  open- 
ly at  the  present  hour. 

At  Oxford  he  imprudently  printed  a  dissertatioai 
on  the  being  of  a  God,  which  caused  his  expulsion 


in  his  second  term,  as  he  refbsed  to  retract  any  of 
his  opinions;  and  thereby  incurred  the  marked 
displeasure  of  his  fitther.  This  expulsion  arising, 
as  he  believed  conscientiously,  fimn  his  avowal  of 
what  he  thought  to  be  true,  did  not  deeply  afiect 
him.  His  mind  seems  to  have  been  wandwing  in 
a  maze  of  doubt  at  times  between  truth  and  error, 
ardently  desirous  of  finding  the  truth,  warm  in 
its  pursuit,  but  without  a  pole-star  to  guide  Hitn 
in  steering  after  it  In  this  state  of  things  he  met 
with  the  Pditieal  Justice  of  Godwin,  and  read  it 
with  eagerness  and  delight  What  he  had  wanted 
be  had  now  found ;  be  determined  that  justice 
should  be  his  sole  guide,  and  justice  alone.  He 
regarded  not  whether  what  be  did  was  after  the 
ftshion  of  the  world;  ho  pursued  the  caieer  he 
had  marked  out  with  sincerity,  and  excited  cen- 
sure for  some  of  his  actions  and  praise  for  others^ 
bordering  upon  wonder,  in  proportion  as  they  were 
singular,  or  as  their  motives  could  not  be  aj^ire- 
ciated.  His  notions  at  the  University  tended  to 
atheism ;  and  in  a  work  which  he  published  en- 
titled  **  Queen  Mab,**  it  is  evident  that  this  doctrine 
had  at  one  time  a  hold  upon  his  mind.  This  was 
printed  for  private  circulation  only,  and  was  pi- 
rated  by  a  knavish  bookseller  and  given  to  the 
public,  long  after  the  writer  had  altered  many  of 
the  opinions  expressed  in  it,  Hi«r1iiimf><^  it,  and 
lamented  its  having  been  printed.  He  spdce  of 
the  commonly-rcceived  notions  of  God  with  con- 
tempt ;  and  hence  the  idea  that  he  denied  the  be- 
ing of  any  superintending  first  cause.  He  was 
not  on  this  head  sufficiently  explicit  He  seemed 
hopeless,  in  moments  of  low  spirits,  of  there  being 
such  a  ruling  power  as  he  wished,  yet  he  ever 
clung  to  the  idea  of  some  **  great  spirit  of  intel- 
lectual beauty**  being  throughout  all  things.  Hb 
life  was  inflexibly  moral  and  benevolent  He  acted 
up  to  the  theory  of  his  received  doctrine  of  jus- 
tice; and,  after  all  the  censures  that  were  cast 
upon  him,  who  shall  impugn  the  man  who  thus 
acts  and  lives  7 

Shelley  married  at  an  early  age  a  Miss  Harriet 
Westbrooke,  a  very  beautiful  girl,  much  younger 
than  himself^  daughter  of  a  coffee-house-keeper, 
retired  from  business.  By  this  marriage  he  so  ir- 
ritated his  fother,  that  he  was  entirely  abandonad 
by  him ;  but  the  lady*s  fother  allowed  them  SOOZ. 
per  annum,  and  they  resided  some  time  in  Edin- 
burgh and  then  in  Ireland.  The  match  waa  a 
Gretna-green  one,  and  d\d  i»A.  >»r[i  vofii  Yoopj^^H 
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BaofMfL  OfejmModiMi S37 

— '. ••Ye  luwten  to  die  deed!  What 

eeekyetfaeref" ift. 

— -  Politioel  Gieetnes < .    ifti 

••Ales!   good  fiiend,  wliet  profit 

canyoasee" t& 

••  lift  not  the  ptinted  veil  which   t&. 

ttoee  who  tive" t& 

■  To  Woidfwordi & 

— »——  Feehncpi  of  a  RepaUican  on  die 

Nl  of  Bon^Mite tk 

■     Dante  AlighieriteGnidoCavalcanti   ift. 
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TumJkTIOMS : — 

HjMP  to  Mefuuiy    tiandated  ffoin  aOBm  ib» 
lieCfdopi;  a  Satiric  Diama,  tnndaled 
flOBi  the  Gieek  of  Euripides Si5 


Soenes,  from  the  ••  Magioo  Prodigkao"  of 
Caldeitm •••••.  II 

TVaulatioQ  from  MoM^w II 

Senai  from  the  "Fanrt"  of 
FttAogaib  in  Heaven 

May-Day  Night 

FEAOMDfT8>— 

Ginevra 

Chariee  the  Pint 

From  an  unfinished  Drama.* ...... 

Ihinoe  Athanase 

Blaaenghi 

The  Woodman  and  the  Nightingale 

To  the  Moon 

BoDg  fiv  Taao ••••.•  ^«^ 

Epitaph 

The  Waning  Moon .V^l 

•  K 
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The  Puhlidien  of  the  pment  edition  of  Mr.  Shel- 
1^  Poetical  Works  diink  it  necoMiy  to  slate,  that 
die  fiist  Poem  in  die  collection,  ••The  Revolt  op 
iR.Air,''  did  not  originally  hear  tl»t  tide :  it  appeared 
vnder  the  name  of  ••  Laon  and  Ctthna  ;  or  Ike  Rem- 
ktkmtfAeChUmCity:  a  VitUm  tf  the  Nmllmdk 
C(Kftiw$.**  Bat,  widi  the  exoeptkm  of  tUs  dMige  of 
pMn^  into  dM  rsasons  diat  led  to  wliidi  it  is  now 
mmecessaiy  to  inqoire-^eome  inconsiderable  veihal 
oonections,  and  the  omission  of  the  following  para> 
graph  and  note  in  the  prefrce,  the  poem  is  in  all 
respecti  the  same  as  when  fint  given  to  the  public. 

"In  the  personal  conduct  of  my  hero  and  heroine, 
tfaaro  is  one  drcumstsnce  which  was  intended  to 
starde  the  reader  from  the  trance  of  ordinary  Ufe.  It 
was  my  object  to  break  through  the  crust  of  those 
outworn  opinions  on  which  established  institntioDS 
depend.    I  have  appealed,  therefore,  to  die  most 


univeml  of  all  feelingi,  and  have 
strengthen  the  moral  sense,  by  fbrbiddinf  i| 
its  energies  in  seeking  to  avoid  actions 
only  crimes  of  convention.   It  is  becaosi 
great  a  multitude  of  artifidal  vices,  thai 
few  real  virtues.    Those  feelings  alone 
benevolent  or  malevolent  are  esaentialljrj 
The  circnmstanoe  of  which  I  speak  wae 
however,  merely  to  accustom  men  to  that  i 
toleratioo,  which  the  exhibition  of  a  praettoa 
difiering  from  their  own  has  a  tendency  to 

Nothing,  indeed,  can  be  mora  mischievous  d 

actioas  innocent  in  themselves,  which  nd^ft 
down  upon  individuals  the  bigoted  contempt  i 
of  the  multitude.*' 


•The 
iMrriiniitsiios  aavsao 


with  and  rhifirliiikdi  i 
isftnooe  to  the  wfiiir. 
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Bf  thb  ooimexioii  he  had  two  children,  the  young- 
Mt  of  whom,  bom  in  1815,  is  einoo  dead.  Con- 
nitent  with  his  own  views  of  marritgo  and  its 
institution,  Shellej  paid  his  addresses  to  another 
bdy,  Miss  Godwin,  with  whom,  in  July,  1814,  he 
fled,  accompanied  by  Miss  Jane  Clarcmont,  her 
•istcr.in.law,  to  Uri,  in  Switzerland,  from  whence, 
after  a  fcw  days*  residence,  they  suddenly  quitted, 
suspecting  they  were  watched  by  another  lodger ; 
they  departed  for  Paris  on  foot,  and  there  found 
that  the  person  to  whom  they  had  confided  a  large 
trunk  of  clothes,  had  absconded  with  them :  this 
hastened  their  return  to  England.  A  child  was 
the  fruit  of  this  expedition.  Shortly  afier  they 
again  quitted  England,  and  went  to  Geneva,  Como 
imd  Venice.  In  a  few  months  they  revisited  Eng- 
land, and  took  up  their  abode  in  Bath,  from  whence 
Shelley  was  suddenly  called  by  the  unexpected 
suicide  of  his  wife,  who  destroyed  herself  on  the 
10th  November,  1816.  Her  fkto  hung  heavy  on 
the  mind  of  her  husband,  who  felt  deep  selflre- 
piroach  that  he  had  not  selected  a  female  of  a  higher 
order  of  intellect,  who  could  appreciate  better  the 
feelings  of  one  constituted  as  he  was.  Both  were 
entitled  to  compassion,  and  botli  were  sufferers  by 
this  unfortunate  alliance.  Shortly  afler  the  death 
of  his  first  wife,  Shelley,  at  the  solicitation  of  her 
father,  married  Mary  Wolstonccrafl  Godwin, 
daughter  of  the  celebrated  authoress  of  the  Rigktt 
of  Woman ;  and  went  to  reside  at  Great  Marlow 
in  Buckinghamshire.  That  this  second  hymen 
was  diametrically  opposed  to  his  own  sentiments 
will  be  apparent  from  the  following  letter,  address, 
ed  to  Sir  James  Lawrence,  on  tlic  perusal  of  one 
of  that  gentleman^s  works : — 

"  Lymouth,  Barnstaple.  Devon,  Augimt  17, 1^1:2. 

**SiR, — I  feel  peculiar  satisfaction  in  seizing  the 
opportunity  which  your  politcncBs  places  in  my 
power,  of  expressing  to  you  pcrKonally  (as  I  may 
say)  a  high  acknowledgment  of  my  sense  of  your 
talents  and  principles,  which,  before  I  conceived 
it  possible  that  I  should  ever  know  you,  I  sincerely 
entertained.   Your  "  Empire  of  tlic  Nairs,"  whicli 


In  short,  seduction,  which  term  could  have  no 
meaning  in  a  rational  society,  has  now  a  most 
tremendous  one;  the  fictitious  merit  attached  to 
chastity  has  made  that  a  fbrenumer  to  the  most 
terrible  ruins,  which  in  Malabar  would  be  a  pledge 
of  honor  and  homage*  If  there  is  any  teormons 
and  desolating  crime  of  which  I  should  shudder 
to  be  accused,  it  is  seduction.  I  need  not  say  how 
I  admire  **  Love,*'  and  little  as  a  British  public 
seems  to  appreciate  its  merit,  in  not  permitting  it 
to  emerge  from  a  first  edition,  it  is  with  satisfac. 
tion  I  find,  that  justice  had  conceded  abroad  what 
bigotry  has  denied  at  home.  I  shall  take  the  lib. 
erty  <^  sending  you  any  little  pnblicatioQ  I  may 
give  to  the  world.  Mrs.  S.  joins  with  myself  in 
hoping,  if  wo  come  to  London  this  winter,  we  may 
be  favored  with  the  personal  friendship  of  one 
wbooe  writings  we  have  learnt  to  esteem. 

"  Yours,  very  truly,  PEacr  Btbbbx  Shellbt." 

A  circumstance  arose  out  of  his  first  marriage 
which  attracted  a  good  deal  of  notice  from  the 
public  As  we  have  already  mentioned,  there  were 
two  children  lef^  whom  the  Lord  Chancellor  El. 
don  took  away  fh>m  their  father  by  one  of  his  own 
arbitrary  decrees,  because  the  religious  sentiments 
of  Shelley  were  avowedly  heterodox.  No  iromor. 
olity  of  life,  no  breach  of  parental  duty  was  at- 
tempted  to  be  proved ;  it  was  sufficient  that  the 
fiither  did  not  give  credit  to  religion  as  established 
by  act  of  parliament,  to  cause  the  closest  tics  of 
nature  to  be  rent  asunder,  and  the  connexion  of 
father  and  cliild  to  be  for  ever  broken.  Tliis  des. 
potism  of  a  law-officer  has  since  Ix-en  displavcd  in 
another  case,  where  immorality  of  the  parent  was 
the  allegt^d  cause.  Had  the  same  law-officer,  un- 
happily for  England,  continued  to  preside,  no  doubt 
the  political  Hcntiments  of  the  parent  would  by 
and  by  furnish  an  excuse  for  such  a  monstrous 
tyranny  over  the  rights  of  nature. 

Shelley  for  ever  soupfht  to  make  mankind  and 
tilings  around  him  in  harmony  with  a  Mter  state 
of  moral  existence.  He  was  too  young  and  inex- 
;  perieneed  wlien  he  first  acted  upon  this  principle 


I  read  this  spring,  succeeded  in  making  me  a  j  to  perceive  the  obstacles  which  opposed  the  pro. 
perfect  convert  to  its  doctrines.    I  then  retained  grcss  of  his  views,  arising  out  of  the  us 


no  doubts  of  the  evils  of  marriage ;  Mrs.  Wolstonc- 
crafl reasons  too  well  for  that ;  but  I  had  been  dull 
enough  not  to  perceive  the  greatest  argument 
against  it,  until  developed  in  the  "Nairs,"  nz. 
prostitution  both  legal  and  illfcal. 

**  I  am  a  young  man,  not  of  age,  and  have  been 
married  a  year  to  a  woman  younger  than  myself. 
Love  seems  inclined  to  stay  in  tlic  prison,  and  my 
only  reason  for  putting  him  in  chains,  whilst  con- 
vinced of  tlic  unholiness  of  the  act,  was  a  know- 
ledge,  that  in  the  present  state  of  society,  if  love 
/>  not  thus  villanously  treated,  she,  who  is  most 
Jaret/,  will  be  treated  wone  by  a  misjudging  world. 


\ 


usages  and 

customs  which  rule  mankind,  and  which,  from  the 
nature  of  things,  it  takes  a  kuipr  lime  to  overcome- 
Ardent  in  tJie  pursuit  of  tlie  pood  he  H>ught,  he 
was  always  ready  to  meet  the  consequences  of  his 
actions;  and  if  anv  condenm  tliem  lor  their  mis- 
token  views,  tliey  ought  to  fe<;l  tliat  charity  should 
forbid  their  arraigning  motives,  when  such  proofs 
of  sincerity  were  before  tlicni.  Tlie  vermin  who^ 
under  the  specious  title  of  "  reviewers,"  seek  in 
flngland  to  crush  every  bud  of  genius  that  appears 
out  of  the  pale  of  their  own  party,  fell  mercilessly 
upon  the  works  of  Shelley.  The  beauty  and  pro- 
fViT\d\ty  Nv\\\c\\  ivoTv«i  but  the  furious  zealots  of  a 
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AetioB  oould  deny  thcie  were  pened  over  in  a 
wmwfing  torrent  of  yolgar  TitupenUion  by  the 
MTfile  and  venal  QuarUrly. 

Doling  his  reaidenoe  at  Great  Bfarlow,  he  com- 
poaed  hia  ReooU  tf  JMam.  In  1817  he  left  Eng. 
iMi^  DBver  to  retom  to  it,  and  directed  hia  stcpe 
to  Italy,  where  he  reaided  partly  at  Venice,  partly 
at  PSaa  near  hia  friend  Bjrron,  and  on  the  neighs 
boring  coast  In  the  month  of  Jane  1823  he  was 
teoiporarily  a  resident  in  a  house  situated  on  the 
Gidf  of  LericL  Being  much  attached  to  aea<ez- 
iJMT^y^  he  kept  a  boat,  in  which  he  waa  in  the 
habit  of  cruising  along  the  coast  On  the  7th  of 
Inly,  he  aet  aail  from  Leghorn,  where  he  had  been 
to  meet  Bfr.  Leigh  Hunt,  who  had  just  then  ar- 
fifed  in  Italy,  intending  to  return  to  LericL  But 
ha  never  reached  that  place ;  the  boat  in  which 
he  aet  safl  was  lost  in  a  violent  storm,  and  all  on 
boaid  perished.  The  following  particulara  of  that 
melancholy  event  are  extracted  from  the  wwk  of 
Mr.  Leigh  Hunt,  entitled  **Lord  Byron  and  aome 
of  hia  Contemporariea.** 

«Iii  June  1823, 1  arrived  in  Italy,  in  consequence 
gt  the  invitation  to  aet  up  a  work  with  my  friend 
and  Lord  Byron.  Mr.  Shelley  was  passing  the  sum- 
BMT  season  at  a  house  he  had  taken  for  that  pur- 
pose on  the  Gulf  of  Lend ;  and  on  hearing  of  my 
Arrival  at  Leghorn,  came  thither,  accompanied  by 
Mr.  Williams,  formerly  of  the  8th  Dragoons,  who 
was  then  on  a  visit  to  him.  He  came  to  welcome 
lus  friend  and  &mily,  and  see  us  comfortably  set- 
tled at  Pisa.  He  accordingly  went  with  us  to  that 
city,  and  afler  remaining  in  it  a  few  days,  took 
leave  on  the  night  of  the  7th  July,  to  return  with 
Bfr.  Williams  to  Lerici,  meaning  to  come  back  to 
vs  shortly.  In  a  day  or  two  the  voyagers  were 
misifd.  The  aflemoon  of  the  8th  had'been  stormy, 
with  ri<dent  squalls  from  the  south-west  A  night 
succeeded,  broken  up  with  that  tremendous  thun- 
der and  lightning,  which  appals  the  stoutest  sea- 
man in  the  Mediterranean,  dropping  its  bolts  in 
all  directions  more  like  melted  brass,  or  liquid  pil- 
lars  of  fire,  than  any  thing  we  conceive  of  light- 
mng  in  our  northern  climate.  The  suspense  and 
anguish  of  their  friends  need  not  be  dwelt  upon. 
A  dreadful  intcr\'al  took  place  of  more  than  a 
ireek,  during  which  every  inquiry  and  every  fond 
hope  were  exhausted.  At  the  end  of  that  period 
oar  worst  fears  were  confirmed.  The  following 
narrative  of  the  particulars  is  fiom  the  pen  of  Mr. 
TreUwney,  a  friend  of  Lord  Byron^s,  who  had  not 
long  been  acquainted  with  Mr.  Shelley,  but  enter- 
tained the  deepest  regard  for  him : — 

••  *  Mr.  Shelley,  Mr.  Williams  (formerly  of  the 
8lh  Dragoons),  and  one  seaman,  Charles  Vivian, 
left  Villa  Magni  near  Lerici,  a  small  town  situate 
in  the  Bay  of  Spezia,  on  the  3(Hh  of  June,  at  twelve 
o*cloek,  and  arrived  the  same  night  at  Leghorn. 


Their  boat  had  been  built  fi>r  Mr.  Shelley  at  Genoa 
by  a  captain  in  the  navy.    It  was  twenty-four  feet 
long,  eight  in  the  beam,  schooner-rigged,  with 
gafl  topsails,  etc  and  drew  four  feet  water.    On 
Monday,  the  8th  of  July,  at  the  same  hour,  they 
got  under  weigh  to  return  home,  having  on  board 
a  quantity  of  household  articles,  four  hundred  dol- 
lars, a  small  canoe,  and  some  books  and  manu- 
scripts.   At  half  past  twelve  they  made  all  sail  out 
of  the  harbor  with  a  light  and  favorable  breese, 
steering  direct  for  Spezia.  I  had  likewise  weighed 
anchor  to  accompany  them  a  few  miles  out  in 
Lord  Byron's  schooner,  the  Bolivar ;  but  there  waa 
aome  demur  about  papers  from  the  guard-boat; 
and  they,  fearfhl  of  losing  the  breeze,  sailed  witii- 
out  me.    I  re-anchored,  and  watohed  my  friends, 
till  their  boat  became  a  speck  on  the  horizon, 
which  was  growing  thick  and  dark,  with  heavy 
clouds  moving  rapidly,  and  gathering  in  the  south- 
west quarter.    I  then  retired  to  the  cabin,  where  I 
had  not  been  half  an  hour,  befi>re  a  man  on  deck 
told  me  a  heavy  squall  had  come  on.   We  let  go 
another  anchor.  The  boate  and  vessels  in  the  roads 
were  scudding  past  us  in  all  directions  to  get  into 
harbor ;  and  in  a  moment,  it  Uew  a  hard  gale  fixxm 
the  south-west,  the  sea,  fixxm  ezcessive  smoothness, 
foaming,  breaking,  and  getting  up  into  a  very 
heavy  swelL    The  wind,  haring  shifled,  was  now 
directly  against  my  friends.    I  felt  confident  they 
would  be  obliged  to  bear  off  for  Leghorn ;  and 
being  anxious  to  hear  of  their  safety,  stayed  on 
board  till  a  late  hour,  but  saw  nothing  of  them. 
The  violence  of  the  wind  did  not  continue  above 
on  hour ;  it  Uien  gradually  subsided ;  and  at  eight 
o^clock,  when  I  went  on  shore,  it  was  almost  a 
calm.     It,  however,  blew  hard  at  intervals  during 
tlie  night,  with  rain,  and  thunder  and  lightning. 
The  lightning  struck  the  mast  of  a  vessel  close  to 
us,  shivering  it  to  splinters,  killing  two  men,  and 
wounding  others.    From  these  circumstances,  be- 
coming greatly  alarmed  for  the  safety  of  the  voy- 
agers, a  note  was  dispatehed  to  Mr.  Shelley's  house 
at  Lerici,  the  reply  to  which  stated  that  nothing 
had  been  heard  of  him  and  his  friend,  which  aug- 
mented our  fears  to  such  a  degree,  that  couriers 
were  dispatehed  on  the  whole  line  of  coast  from 
Leghorn  to  Nice,  to  ascertain  if  they  had  put  in 
anywhere,  or  if  there  had  been  any  wreck,  or  in- 
dication of  losses  by  sea.    I  immediately  started 
for  Via  Reggio,  having  lost  sight  of  the  boat  in 
that  direction-    My  worst  fears  were  almost  con- 
firmed on  my  arrival  there,  by  news  that  a  small 
canoe,  two  empty  water-barrels,  and  a  bottle,  had 
been  found  on  the  shore,  which  things  I  recognized 
as  belonging  to  the  boat    I  had  still,  however, 
warm  hopes  that  these  articles  had  been  thrown 
overboard  to  clear  them  firom  useless  lumber  in 
the  storm ;  and  it  seemed  a  general  opinion  that 
they  had  nusaed  Les^Mflm^  u^  \raSL  YD^&'^E2i^  « 
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Cornea,  aa  nothing  more  was  heard  for  eight  days. 
Tim  state  of  raBpenso  becoming  intolerable,  I  re- 
turned from  Spezia  to  Via  Rcggio,  where  my  worst 
ftara  were  confirmed  by  the  information  that  two 
bodies  had  been  washed  on  shore,  one  on  that 
night  very  near  the  town,  which,  by  the  dress  and 
stature,  I  knew  to  be  Mr.  Shelley's.  Mr.  Keats*s 
last  volume  of  **  Lainio,"  **  Isabella,"  etc.  being 
open  in  the  jacket  pocket,  confirmed  it  beyond  a 
doubt  The  body  of  Mr.  Williams  was  subsequent- 
ly found  near  a  tower  on  the  Tuscan  shore,  about 
fenr  miles  from  his  companion.  Both  the  bodies 
were  greatly  decomposed  by  the  sea,  but  identified 
beyond  a  doubu  The  seaman,  Charles  Vivian,  was 
not  foimd  for  nearly  three  weeks  afterwards : — ^his 
body  was  interred  on  the  spot  on  which  a  wave 
had  washed  it,  in  the  vicinity  of  Masso. 

**  *  Afler  a  variety  of  applications  to  the  Luc- 
chese  and  Tuscan  governments,  and  our  ambassa- 
dor at  Florence,  I  obtained,  from  tlie  kindness  and 
exertions  of  Mr.  Daw^kins,  an  order  to  the  officer 
commanding  the  tower  of  Migliarino  (near  to 
which  Lieutenant  Williams  had  been  cast,  and 
buried  in  the  sand),  that  the  body  should  be  at  my 
disposal  I  likewise  obtained  an  order  to  the  same 
effect  to  the  commandant  at  Via  Reggio,  to  deliver 
up  the  remains  of  Mr.  Shelley,  it  having  been  de- 
cided by  the  friends  of  the  parties  that  the  bodies 
should  be  reduced  to  ashes  by  fire,  as  the  rpAdiest 
mode  of  convc^'ing  them  to  the  places  where  the 
deceased  would  have  wished  to  repose,  as  well  as 
of  removing  all  objections  respecting  the  quaran- 
tine laws,  whicli  had  been  uffifcd  against  their  dis- 
interment Every  thing  iKrirui^  prepared  for  tlic 
requisite  purposes,  I  embarked  on  l>oard  Lord  By- 
ron's schooner  with  my  friend  C'aptnin  Shcnloy, 
and  sailed  on  the  I3tli  of  August  Afler  a  tedious 
passage  of  eleven  Iioutb,  we  anchored  off  Via  Reg- 
gie, and  fell  in  with  two  f;mall  vessels,  which  I 
had  hired  at  Leghorn  vonui  days  before  for  tlie 
purpose  of  ascertaining,  by  the  means  used  to  re- 
cover simken  vesseU,  tlie  place  in  which  my 
friend's  boat  had  foundered.  They  had  on  l)oard 
the  captain  of  a  fisliing-boaL,  who,  having  been 
overtaken  in  the  same  squall,  had  witnessed  the 
sinking  of  tlic  boat,  without  (as  he  says)  the  pos- 
sibility of  assisting  her.  Afler  dragging  the  bot- 
tom, in  the  place  which  he  indicated,  for  six  days 
without  finding  her,  I  sent  them  back  to  Leghorn, 
and  went  on  shore.  The  major  commanding  the 
town,  with  the  captain  of  the  port,  accompanied 
me  to  the  governor.  He  received  us  very  cour- 
teously, and  did  not  object  to  the  removal  of  our 
friends'  remains,  but  to  burning  them,  as  the  latter 
was  not  specified  in  the  order.  However,  after 
some  little  explanation,  he  assented,  and  we  gave 
the  necessary  directions  for  making  every  prcpa- 

ral/on  to  commence  our  painful  undertaking  next 
mornMnfr. ' " 


**  It  was  thoaght  that  the  whole  of  these  melan. 
choly  operationB  might  have  been  perfbrroed  in 
one  day :  but  the  calculation  turned  out  to  be  er- 
roneous. Mr.  Williams's  remains  virere  commenced 
with.  Mr.  Trclawney  and  Captain  Shenley  were 
at  the  tower  by  noon,  with  proper  persons  to  assist, 
and  were  joined  shortly  by  Lord  Byron  and  my. 
self.  A  portable  furnace  and  a  tent  had  been  pre- 
pared.  *•  Wood,"  continues  Mr.  Trclawney,  ••  we 
found  in  abundance  on  the  beach,  dd  trees  and 
parts  of  wrecks.  Within  a  few  paces  of  the  spot 
where  the  body  lay,  there  was  a  rude-built  shed 
of  straw,  forming  a  temporary  shelter  for  soldiers 
at  night,  when  performing  the  coast-patrol  duty. 
The  grave  was  at  high-water  mark,  some  eighteen 
paces  fit»n  the  surf,  as  it  was  then  breaking,  the 
distance  about  four  miles  and  a  half  from  Via 
Reggio.  The  magnificent  bay  of  Spezia  is  on  the 
right  of  this  spot,  Leghorn  on  the  left,  at  equal 
distances  of  about  twenty-two  miles.  The  head- 
lands,  projecting  boldly  and  far  into  the  sea,  form 
a  deep  and  dangerous  gulf,  with  a  heavy  swell 
and  a  strong  current  generally  running  right  into 
it  A  vessel  embayed  in  this  gulf,  and  o\-crtaken 
by  cmc  of  the  squalls  so  common  upon  the  coast 
of  it,  is  almost  certain  to  be  wrecked.  The  loss 
of  small  craft  is  great;  and  the  shallowness  of  the 
water,  and  breaking  of  the  surf,  preventing  ap- 
proach  to  the  shore,  or  boats  going  out  to  assist, 
the  loss  of  lives  is  in  proportion.  It  was  in  the 
ecntro  of  this  bay,  about  fbiur  or  five  miles  at  sea, 
in  fifteen  or  sixteen  fathom  water,  with  a  light 
breeze  under  a  crowd  of  sail,  tliat  the  boat  of  our 
friends  was  suddenly  taken  clnp  aback  by  a  sudden 
and  very  violent  squall;  and  it  is  supi)oscd  tliat  in 
attempting  to  Iwar  up  midcr  such  a  press  of  can- 
vas, ail  the  sheets  fast,  the  hands  unprepared,  and 
only  tJiree  |)ersons  on  board,  tJie  boat  filled  to  lee- 
ward, and  having  two  tons  of  ballast,  and  not  be- 
ing decked,  went  down  on  the  instant ;  not  giving 
tliem  a  moment  to  ])reivire  ihcnisclves  by  even 
taking  ofF  their  boots,  or  seizing  an  oar.  Mr. 
Williams  was  the  only  one  who  could  8\vim,  and 
he  but  indifierciitly.  The  spot  where  Mr.  Wil- 
liams's body  lay  was  well  adapted  for  a  man  of 
his  imnginalive  cast  of  mind,  and  I  wished  his  re- 
mains to  rest  undisturbed;  but  it  was  willed  otlier- 
wise.  Before  us  was  the  sea,  with  islands;  behind 
us  the  Apennines ;  btsidc  us,  a  large  tract  of  tliiek 
wood,  stunted  and  twisted  into  fantastic  shapes  by 
the  sea-breeze. — The  heat  was  intense,  the  sand 
being  so  scorched  as  to  render  standing  on  it  pain- 
ful." 

**  Mr.  Trclawney  proceeds  (o  deseriln*  tlie  disin- 
terment and  burning  of  Mr.  Williams's  remains. 
Calumny,  which  never  shows  itself  grosser  than 
in  its  cliarges  of  want  of  refinement,  did  not  spare 
even  these  melancholy  ceremoni(*s.  The  friends 
\  of  the  deceased,  \W\^VvVVvc^  took  no  pains  to  pub- 
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Wi  the  pvoeaeding,  were  acouaed  of  wuhing  to 
maJkB  a  rfp— *^^«" ;  of  doing  a  horrible  and  unieel- 
'ng  thing,  etc.  The  truth  waa,  that  the  nearest 
both  of  Mr.  SheOey  and  Mr.  Williams, 
to  have  their  remains  interred  in  re^rolar 
of  buria];  and  that  for  this  purpose  they 
eoald  be  removed  in  no  other  manner.  Such  being 
the  case,  it  is  admitted  that  the  mourners  did  not 
idbae  themselves  the  little  comfort  of  supposing 
Alt  lovers  of  books  and  antiquity,  like  Mr.  Shel. 
Isy  and  his  friend,  would  not  have  been  sorry  to 
fcfBBiio  this  part  of  their  fiite.  Among  the  mate- 
ria]* far  borning,  as  many  of  the  gracefuller  and 
man  rUf^*^^  articles  as  could  be  procured, — 
flmkinoense,  wine,  etc* — ^were  not  forgotten. 

i^Tlie  proceedings  of  the  next  day,  with  Mr. 
flheOey*s  remains,  exactly  resembled  those  of  the 
ftffiBfouig,  with  the  exception  of  there  being  two 
■■iiitnnt*  less.  On  both  days,  the  extraordinary 
banutj  of  the  flame  arising  flrom  the  funeral  pile 
wms  noticed.  Mr.  Shelley's  remains  were  taken 
to  Rome,  and  deposited  in  the  Protestant  burial- 
gronnd,  near  those  of  a  child  he  had  lost  in  that 
eity,  and  of  Mr.  Keats.  It  is  the  cemetery  he 
ipnaks  of  in  the  pre&ce  to  his  Elegy  on  the  death 
dt  his  young  friend,  as  calculated  to  "  make  one 
in  love  with  death,  to  tUnk  that  one  should  be 
buried  in  so  sweet  a  pJaee.**-— The  generous  reader 
will  be  glad  to  hear,  that  the  remains  of  Mr.  Shel- 
tey  were  attended  to  their  final  abode  by  some  of 
tfis  most  respectable  English  residents  in  Rome. 
He  was  sure  to  awaken  the  sympathy  of  gallant 
and  accomplished  spirits  wherever  he  went,  alive 
or  dead.  The  remains  of  Mr.  Williams  were  taken 
to  England.  Mr.  Williams  was  a  very  intelligent, 
fOod-hearted  man,  and  his  death  was  deplored  by 
fliends  worthy  of  him. " 

Shelley  was  thirty  jrears  old  when  he  died.  He 
was  tall  and  slender  in  his  figure,  and  stooped  a 
little  in  the  shoulders,  though  perfectly  well-made. 
The  expression  of  his  features  was  mild  and  good. 
His  oomplexion  was  fair,  and  his  cheeks  colored. 
His  eyes  were  large  and  lively ;  and  the  whole 
torn  of  his  face,  which  was  small,  was  graceful 
and  fbn  of  sensibility.  He  was  subject  to  attacks 
of  a  disorder  which  forced  him  to  lie  down  (if  in 
tlie  open  air,  upon  the  ground)  until  they  were 
over ;  yet  he  bore  them  kindly  and  without  a  mur- 
mar.  Hu  disposition  was  amiable,  and  even  the 
word  **  pious"  has  been  applied  to  his  conduct  as 
regarded  others,  to  his  love  of  nature,  and  to  his 
ideas  of  that  power  which  pervades  all  things. 
He  was  very  fond  of  music ;  frugal  in  all  but  his 
charities,  of^n  to  considerable  self-denial,  and 
loved  to  do  acts  of  generosity  and  kindness.  He 
was  a  first-rate  scholar ;  and  besides  the  languages 
of  antiquity,  well  understood  the  German,  Ital- 
ian and  French  tongues.  He  was  an  exoelknt 
wattaphftiaan,  and  waa  no  alight  adept  in  natural 


philosophy.  Ho  loved  to  study  in  the  open  a 
the  shadow  of  the  wood,  or  by  the  side  c 
water-falL  In  short,  he  was  a  singular  iUust 
of  the  force  of  natural  genius,  bursting  the 
of  birth  and  habit,  and  the  conventional  ties  i 
circle  in  which  he  was  bom,  and  soaring 
under  the  direction  of  his  own  spirit,  chartlci 
alone.  He  steered  by  his  own  ideas  of  ju 
hence  he  was  ever  at  war  with  things  whid 
son  and  right  had  no  hand  in  establishing,- 
cally  wrong  in  themselves  perhaps,  or  tobe  cb 
for  the  better,  but  by  usage  become  second  i 
to  socie^,  or  at  least  to  that  far  larger  prop 
of  it  which  lives  by  custom  alone.  He  hi 
value  for  what  the  mass  of  men  estimate  ai 
rable ;  a  seat  in  the  senate  he  declined,  thouj 
might  have  enriched  himself  by  its  accep 
He  seemed  to  commit  the  mistake  of  others  1 
him,  in  dreaming  of  the  perfectibility  of  man 
anecdote  is  related  of  him  that,  at  a  ball  of  fi 
where  he  was  a  leading  character,  and  the 
elegant  ladies  of  the  crowd  expected  the  hoi 
being  led  out  by  him,  he  selected  a  fiiendlcsi 
for  a  partner  who  was  scorned  by  her  compai 
having  lain  under  the  imputation  of  an  un 
mishap  some  time  preceding. 

The  books  in  which  he  commonly  read 
the  Greek  writers ;  in  the  tragedians  partici 
he  was  deeply  versed.  The  Bible  was  a  wo: 
great  admiration  with  him,  and  his  fVequcnt  i 
For  the  character  of  Christ  and  his  ctoctrin 
had  great  reverence,  the  axiom  of  the  found 
Christianity  being  that  by  which  he  endeavoi 
shape  his  course  in  despite  of  all  obstacles.  1 
cuniary  matters  he  was  liberaL  Uncharitab 
deed  must  that  man  have  been  who  doubte 
excellence  of  his  intentions,  or  charged  him 
wilful  error :  who  then  shall  judge  a  being  of  \ 
this  may  be  said,  save  his  Creator — who  that 
in  the  way  he  sees  others  live,  without  rega 
the  mode  being  right  or  wrong,  shall  charge 
with  crime,  who  tries  to  reconcile  together  h 
and  his  aspirations  after  human  perfectib: 
Shelley  had  his  fiiults  as  well  as  other  men,  b 
the  whole  it  appears  that  his  deviations  fron 
vulgar  routine  form  the  great  sum  of  the  ch 
made  against  him.  His  religious  sentiments 
between  him  and  his  God. 

The  writings  of  Shelley  are  too  deep  to  be  ] 
lar,  but  there  u  no  reader  possessing  taste 
judgment,  who  will  not  do  homage  to  his  pex 
was  a  poet  of  great  power :  he  felt  intensely, 
his  works  everywhere  display  the  ethereal 
of  genius  of  a  rare  order — abstract,  perhaps 
not  less  powerful ;  his  is  the  poetry  of  inte 
not  that  of  the  Lakers ;  his  theme  is  the  hig] 
of  intellectual  nature  and  k>fty  foelmg,  noC  of 
oners  or  idiot  cku\dx«n.  ^iui  tvo^VuNRfyScoy 
obvious,  but  equaUy  so  ax«\aa\»VQSQns.  W 
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much  of  a  philosopher,  and  dwells  too  much  upoo 
&?orite  images,  that  draw  less  upon  our  sjrmpo- 
thies  than  those  of  social  life.  His  language  is 
lofty,  and  no  one  knows  better  how  to  cull,  arrange, 
and  manage  the  syllables  of  his  native  tongue.  lie 
thoroughly  understood  metrical  composition. 

Shelley  began  to  publish  prematurely,  as  we 
have  already  stated,  at  the  early  age  of  15 ;  but  it 
was  not  till  about  the  year  1811  or  1812  that  he 
seems  first  to  have  devoted  his  attention  to  poetical 
ccmpuaition.  To  enumerate  his  poetical  works 
here  would  be  a  useless  task,  as  they  will  be  found 
in  the  collection  of  his  poems  appended.  His 
** Prometheus  Unbound"  is  a  noble  work;  his 
**Cenci**  and  **  Adonois**  are  his  principal  works 
in  point  of  merit  Love  was  one  of  his  favorite 
themes,  as  it  is  with  all  poets,  and  he  has  ever 
touched  it  with  a  master-hand.  The  subject  of  the 
**Cenci**  is  badly  selected,  but  it  is  nobly  written, 
and  admirably  sustained.  Faults  it  has,  but  they 
are  amply  redeemed  by  its  beauties.  It  is  only 
ih>m  the  &lse  clamor  raised  against  him  during 
his  life-time,  that  his  poems  have  not  been  more 
read.  No  scholar,  no  one  having  tlie  slightest  pre- 
tensions  to  true  taste  in  poetry,  can  be  without 
them.  It  may  be  boldly  prophesied  tliat  they  will 
one  day  be  more  read  than  they  have  ever  yet 
been,  and  more  understood.  In  no  nation  but  Eng- 
land do  the  reading  public  suffer  others  to  judge 
for  them,  and  pin  their  ideas  of  the  defects  or 
beauties  of  their  national  writers  upon  the  partial 
diatribes  of  hired  pens,  and  tho  splenetic  outpour- 
ings of  faction.  It  is  astonishing  how  the  nation 
of  Newton  and  Locke  is  thus  contented  to  suffer 
itself  to  be  deceived  and  misled  by  literary  Ma- 
chiavelism. 

The  following  preface  to  the  aiithor^s  Posthu- 
mous Poems  contains  much  to  interest  the  admi- 
rers  of  his  genius.  The  circumstance  of  its  being 
from  the  pen  of  Mrs.  Shelley  will  still  farther  re- 
commend it : — 

**  It  had  been  my  ^dsh,  on  presenting  the  public 
with  the  Posthumous  Poems  of  Mr.  Shelley,  to 
have  accompanied  them  by  a  biographical  notice ; 
as  it  appeared  to  me,  that  at  this  moment  a  narra- 
tion of  the  events  of  my  husband's  life  would  come 
more  gracefully  from  other  hands  than  mine,  I 
applied  to  Mr.  Leigh  Hunt  The  distinguished 
friendship  that  Mr.  Shelley  felt  for  him,  and  the 
enthusiastic  affection  with  which  Mr.  Leigh  Himt 
clings  to  his  friend's  memory,  seemed  to  point 
him  out  as  the  person  best  calculated  for  such  an 
undertaking.  His  absence  from  this  country, 
which  prevented  our  mutual  explanation,  has  un- 
fortunately rendered  my  scheme  abortive.  I  do 
not  doubt  but  that,  on  some  other  occasion,  he  will 
pajr  this  tribute  to  his  lost  friend,  and  sincerely  re- 
£Tet  that  the  volume  which  I  edit  hai  not  been 
honored  by  ita  inaeriion. 


**  The  comparative  soUtnde  in  which  Mr.  SibeOey 
lived,  was  the  occasion  that  he  was  peraonaDy 
known  to  few ;  and  his  fearless  enthusiasm  in  the 
cause,  which  he  considered  the  most  sacred  upon 
earth,  the  improvement  of  the  moral  and  phydcal 
state  of  mankind,  was  the  chief  reason  why  he, 
like  other  illustrious  reformers,  was  pursued  by 
hatred  and  calumny.    No  man  was  ever  more  de- 
voted than  he,  to  the  endeavor  of  making  those 
around  him  happy;  no  man  ever  possessed  fhends 
more  unfeignedly  attached  to  him.    The  ungrate- 
ful world  did  not  feci  his  loss,  and  the  gap  it  made 
seemed  to  close  as  quickly  over  his  memory  as 
the  murderous  sea  above  his  living  frame.    Here- 
after men  will  lament  that  his  transcendent  pow- 
ers of  inteUect  were  extinguished  before  they  hsd 
bestowed  on  them  their  choicest  treasures.  'To  his 
friends  his  loss  is  irremediable:    the  wise,  the 
brave,  the  gentle,  is  gone  for  ever !  He  is  to  them 
as  a  bright  viskm,  whose  radiant  track,  left  behind 
in  the  memory,  is  worth  all  the  realities  that  so- 
ciety can  afford.  Before  the  critics  contradict  me, 
let  them  appeal  to  any  one  who  had  ever  known 
him :  to  see  him  was  to  love  him ;  and  his  pres- 
ence, like  Ithuriel's  spear,  was  alone  sufficient  to 
disclose  the  falsehood  of  the  tale,  which  his  ene- 
mies whispered  in  the  ear  of  the  ignorant  world. 

^  His  life  was  spent  in  the  contemplatitm  of  na- 
ture, in  arduous  study,  or  in  acts  of  kindness  and 
affection.  He  was  an  elegant  scholar  and  a  pn>> 
found  metaphysician:  without  possessing  much 
scientific  knowledge,  he  was  unrivalled  in  tbs 
justness  and  extent  of  his  observations  on  natnnl 
objects ;  he  knew  every  plant  by  its  name,  and 
was  familiar  with  the  history  and  habits  of  every 
production  of  the  earth ;  he  could  interpret  with- 
out a  fault  each  appearance  in  the  sky,  and  the 
varied  phenomena  of  heaven  and  earth  filled  him 
with  deep  emotion.  He  made  his  study  and  read- 
ing-room of  the  shadowed  copse,  the  stream,  the 
lake  and  the  water-fall.  Ill  health  and  continual 
pain  preyed  upon  his  powers ;  and  tho  sohtude  in 
which  we  lived,  particularly  on  our  first  arrival  in 
Italy,  although  congenial  to  his  feelings,  must  fre- 
quently have  weighed  upon  his  spirits :  those  beaiu 
tiful  and  affecting  *  Lines,  written  in  dejection  at 
Naples,*  were  composed  at  such  an  interval ;  but 
when  in  health,  his  spirits  were  buoyant  and 
youthful  to  an  extraordinary  degree. 

**  Such  was  his  love  for  nature,  that  every  page 
of  his  poetry  is  associated  in  the  minds  of  his 
friends  with  the  loveliest  scenes  of  the  countries 
which  he  inhabited.  In  early  life  he  visited  the 
most  beautiful  parts  of  this  country  and  Ireland. 
Afterwards  the  Alps  of  Switzerland  became  his 
inspircrs.  *  Prometheus  Unbound'  was  written 
among  the  deserted  and  flower-grown  ruins  of 
^^me*,  and  when  he  made  his  home  under  the 
Pinn  b3!\a,  ^hevt  ioqAm^  i««ei«»  YcttVa^ 
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1m  coBttpoied  "The  Witch  of  Atlu*  *  AdonaiB,*  and 
•Hdki.'  In  the  wild  bat  beantifld  Bay  of  Spezia, 
the  wmdi  and  waves  which  he  loved  became  his 
phymatea.  Hb  days  were  chiefly  spent  on  the 
water ;  the  management  of  his  boi^  its  alterations 
ind  tmprovemcnta,  were  his  principal  occupation. 
At  niffatt  when  the  unclouded  moon  shone  on  the 
n}^  sea,  he  often  went  alone  in  his  little  shallop 
to  the  rocky  caves  that  bordfered  it,  and  sitting  be- 
naalfa  their  shelter  wrote  *The  Triumph  of  Life,* 
the  hat  of  his  productions.  The  beauty  but 
of  this  lonely  place,  the  refined  plea- 
whieh  he  feh  in  the  companionship  of  a  few 
sdeetad  friends,  our  entire  sequestration  fixxn  the 
net  of  the  world,  all  contributed  to  render  this 
period  of  his  life  one  of  continued  enjojrment  I 
am  oooTinoed  that  the  two  months  we  passed  there 
were  the  hi^iiHest  he  had  ever  known :  his  health 
even  rapidly  improved,  and  he  was  never  better 
than  when  I  last  saw  him,  fiill  of  spirits  and  joy, 
embark  fiv  Leghorn,  that  he  might  there  welcome 
Lai^  Hunt  to  Italy.  I  was  to  have  accompanied 
him,  hot  illness  confined  me  to  my  room,  and  thus 
pat  tiie  seal  on  my  misfortune.  His  vessel  bore 
oat  of  sight  with  a  &varaUe  wind,  and  I  remained 
nraiting  ^  return  by  the  breakers  of  that  sea 
which  was  about  to  ingulf  him. 

**  He  spent  a  week  at  Pisa,  employed  in  kind 
offices  towards  his  fiiend,  and  enjojring  with  keen 
delight  the  renewal  of  their  intercourse.  He  then 
embarked  with  Bfr.  Williams,  the  chosen  and 
bdoved  sharer  of  hia  pleasures  and  of  his  &te,  to 
rotum  to  us.  We  waited  for  them  in  vain ;  the 
sea  by  its  restless  moaning  seemed  to  desire  to  in- 

ftrm  us  of  what  we  would  not  learn : ^but  a 

foil  may  well  be  drawn  over  such  misery.  The 
leal  anguish  of  these  moments  transcended  all  the 
fietioDS  that  the  most  glowing  imagination  ever 
portrayed :  our  seclusion^  the  savage  nature  of  the 
bhiliitants  of  the  surrounding  villages,  and  our 
'""'^'t*"  vicinity  to  the  troubled  sea,  combined 


to  imbue  with  strange  hoiTor  our  days  of  uncer- 
tainty. The  truth  was  at  last  known<— a  truth 
that  made  our  loved  and  lovely  Italy  appear  a  tomb^ 
its  sky  a  pall.  Every  heart  echoed  the  deep  lament; 
and  my  only  consolation  was  in  the  praise  and 
earnest  love  that  each  voice  bestowed  and  each 
countenance  demonstrated  for  him  we  had  loet«— 
not,  I  fondly  hope,  for  ever:  his  unearthly  and 
elevated  nature  is  a  pledge  of  the  continuatifm  of 
his  being,  although  in  an  altered  form.  Rome  re- 
ceived his  ashes ;  they  are  deposited  beneath  its 
weed-grown  wall,  and  ^the  world's  sole  monii- 
ment'  is  enriched  by  his  remains. 

**  *  Julian  and  Maddalo,*  *  The  Witch  of  Ath^,* 
and  most  of  the  Translations,  were  written  some 
years  ago,  and,  with  the  exception  of  *  The  Cyctops,* 
and  the  Scenes  firom  the  *Magico  Prodigioso^' 
may  be  considered  as  having  received  the  author's 
ultimate  corrections.  *  The  Triumph  of  Lift*  wis 
his  last  work,  and  was  left  in  so  unfinished  a  state, 
that  I  arranged  it  in  its  present  form  with  great 
difficulty.  Many  of  the  Miscellaneous  Poems, 
written  on  the  spur  of  the  occasion,  and  never  re- 
touched, I  found  among  his  manuscript  books,  and 
have  carefully  copied :  I  have  subjoined,  whenever 
I  have  been  able,  the  date  of  their  compositioii. 

**  I  do  not  know  whether  the  critics  will  repre- 
hend the  insertion  of  some  of  the  most  imperfect 
among  these ;  but  I  firankly  own,  that  I  have  been 
more  actuated  by  the  fear  lest  any  monument  of 
his  genius  should  escape  me,  than  the  wish  of  pre- 
senting nothing  but  what  was  complete  to  the  fta- 
tidious  reader.  I  feel  secure  that  the  Lovers  of 
Shelley*8  Poetry  (who  know  how,  more  than  any 
other  poet  of  the  present  day,  every  line  and  word 
he  wrote  is  instinct  with  peculiar  beauty)  will 
pardon  and  thank  me :  I  consecrate  this  vdnme 
to  them. 

**  Mart  W.  Shelley. 


'*  London,  June  1st,  1824. 
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Thd  PabUdMia  of  the  prawnt  edition  of  Mr.  Shel- 
hfu  Poetical  Worioi  diink  it  necoMiy  to  Male,  diat 
dM  fint  Poem  in  the  ooUectian,  **Thx  Revolt  or 
iB.Air,''  did  not  oiiginally  bear  diat  tide:  it  appeared 
under  the  name  of  **  Laon  and  Cttbh a  ;  or  ffte  JBeeo- 
hUtrntfABQcUemCity:  a  Vimom  if  m  Nmittadk 
Cmtmrf,"  Bnt,  widi  die  exception  of  thii  dwnfe  of 
namer-into  die  reaaona  diat  led  to  wfaidi  it  ii  now 
mmeoemaiy  to  imtniw  aome  inoooaidemble  Terbal 
cotwctioM,  and  the  onuMion  of  the  following  para> 
graph  and  note  in  die  prefiu»,  die  poem  ia  in  all 
reapecti  the  tame  aa  when  fint  given  to  the  poUie. 

"In  the  penonal  conduct  of  my  hero  and  heroine, 
diere  ia  one  circumitanoe  which  waa  intended  to 
■taillethe  reader  fiom  the  trance  of  ordinaiy  hie.  It 
waa  my  ol^ject  to  break  diroogfa  the  craat  of  dioae 
eotwom  opimom  on  which  eatabliahed  inatitiitiana 
depend.    I  have  appealed,  therelbre,  to  the 


imrrenal  of  all  iaelingi,  and  havv 
atrengdien  die  moral  Mnae,  by  ferbidding  it  to  wMto 
iti  eneigiea  in  aeeking  to  avoid  aoliana  which  «• 
only  Crimea  of  convention.   It  ia  bectuat  dwM  ii  m 
great  a  mnltitiide  of  artificial  vice%  dnt  diara  «•  m 
few  real  viitoea.   Thoae  feelinga  akma  whkh  «• 
henrnlffatf  nr  malnTnlcmt  am  neeontiaTly  gnrf  cr  hri 
The  dreoBBtanoe  of  vdiidi  I  apeak  waa  iHfeodtaMi 
however,  merefy  to  accoatom  men  to  that  chui^  flri 
toleration,  which  the  exhibition  of  a  praetioe  wida^ 
diflfering  fimn  their  own  has  a  tendency  to  pnmola* 
Nodiing,  indeed,  can  be  more  mischievooa  than  mngr 
actiona  innocent  in  themeelvee,  whidi  mi|^  bdm 
down  upon  individual  the  bigoted  contempt  and  mi 
of  the  multitude." 
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have  BO 


MBBteted  with  and  chaiaelBrirtIa  of 
nAuDMlo  tint  wiMh. 

•w^^ww»»«^p  "■^  ■■^^  waaOTn* 
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jpCntioftr  of  Hevcfi  3lfii«fY(e  AHeUnt* 


VtELD^iA€Mt  in  the  county  of  Snnex,  was  the  ipot 
wiiere  Percy  Byiahe  Shelley  firat  law  the  light 
He  WMM  born  on  the  4th  of  August,  1792 ;  and 
was  the  eldest  son  of  Sir  Timothy  Shelley,  Bart 
of  Castle-Goring.    His  family  is  an  ancient  one, 
and  a.  branch  of  it  has  become  the  representative 
of  the  house  of  the  illustrious  Sir  Philip  Sidney 
of  Penshurst    Despising  honors  which  only  rest 
upon  the  acfidffntfil  circumstances  of  birth.  Shel- 
ly was  proud  of  this  connexion  with  an  inmiortal 
name.   At  the  customary  age,  about  thirteeUt  he 
was  sent  to  Eton  School,  and  before  he  had  com- 
pleted his  fifteenth  year,  he  published  two  novels, 
the  RoHerudan  and  Zoitenxxi,    From  Eton  he 
removed  to  University  College,  Oxford,  to  mature 
his  studies,  at  the  age  of  sixteen,  an  earlier  period 
than  is  usuaL    At  Oxford  he  was,  according  to 
eoBlom,  imbued  with  the  elements  of  logic ;  and 
he  fentnred,  in  contempt  of  the  fiat  of  the  Univer- 
«jj,  to  apply  them  to  the  investigation  of  ques- 
tioDs  which  it  is  orthodox  to  take  for  granted.  His 
triginal  and  unccanpromising  spirit  of  inquiry 
ooold  not  reconcile  the  limited  use  of  logical  prin- 
ciples.   He  boldly  tested,  or  attempted  to  test, 
propositions  which  he  imagined,  the  more  they 
were  obscure,  and  the  more  claim  they  had  upon 
his  credence,  the  greater  was  the  necessity  for  ex- 
amining  them.   His  spirit  was  an  inquiring  one, 
and  he  fearlessly  sought  aflor  what  he  believed  to 
be  truth,  before,  it  is  probable,  he  had  acquired  all 
the  information  necessary  to  guide  him,  from  col- 
lateral  sources-^a  common  error  of  headstrong 
youth.   This  is  the  more  likely  to  be  the  case,  as 
when  time  had  matured  his  knowledge,  he  differed 
much  on  points  upon  which,  in  callow  years  and 
without  an  instructor,  flung  upon  the  world  to 
ibrm  his  own  principles  of  action,  guileless,  and 
vehement,  he  was  wont  to  advocate  strongly.  Shel- 
ley possessed  the  bold  quality  of  inquiring  into 
the  reason  of  every  thingf  and  of  resisting  what  he 
ooold  not  reconcile  to  be  right  according  to  his 
conscience.     In  some  persons  this  has  been  de- 
nominated a  virtue,  in  others  a  sin — ijust  as  it 
might  happen  to  chime  in  with  worldly  custom  or 
received  opinion.    At  school  he  formed  a  conapi- 
facy  for  resistance  to  that  most  odious  and  de- 
testable custom  of  English  seminaries,  fagging^ 
which  pedagogues  are  bold  enough  to  defond  open- 
ly at  the  present  hour. 

At  Oxford  he  imprudently  printed  a  dissertation 
^  the  being  of  a  God,  which  caused  his  expulsion 
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in  his  second  term,  as  he  refused  to  retract  any  of 
his  opinions;  and  thereby  incurred  the  marked 
displeasure  of  his  &ther.  This  expulsion  arising, 
as  he  believed  conscientiously,  from  his  avowal  of 
what  he  thought  to  be  true,  did  not  deeply  a£fect 
him.  Hb  mind  seems  to  have  been  wandering  in 
a  maze  of  doubt  at  times  between  truth  and  error, 
ardently  desirous  of  finding  the  truth,  warm  in 
its  pursuit,  but  without  a  pde-star  to  guide  him 
in  steering  after  it  In  this  state  of  things  he  met 
with  the  Pditieal  Justice  of  Godwin,  and  read  it 
with  eagerness  and  delight  What  he  had  wanted 
he  had  now  found ;  he  determined  that  justice 
should  be  his  sole  guide,  and  justice  alone.  He 
regarded  not  whether  what  he  did  was  after  the 
fiishion  of  the  world;  ho  pursued  the  career  he 
had  marked  out  with  sincerity,  and  excited  cen- 
sure for  some  of  his  actions  and  praise  for  othe^^ 
bordering  upon  wonder,  in  proportion  as  they  were 
singular,  or  as  their  motives  could  not  be  appre- 
ciated. His  notions  at  the  University  tended  to 
atheism ;  and  in  a  work  which  he  published  en- 
titled  ^  Queen  Mab,"  it  is  evident  that  this  doctrine 
had  at  one  time  a  hold  upon  his  mind.  This  was 
printed  for  private  circulation  only,  and  was  pi. 
rated  by  a  knavish  bookseller  and  given  to  Um 
public,  long  after  the  writer  had  altered  many  of 
tho  opinions  expressed  in  it,  disclaimed  it,  and 
lamented  its  having  been  printed.  He  spoke  of 
the  commonly-rcceived  notions  of  God  with  con- 
tempt ;  and  hence  the  idea  that  he  denied  the  be- 
ing of  any  superintending  first  cause.  He  was 
not  on  this  head  sufficiently  explicit  He  seemed 
hopeless,  in  moments  of  low  spirits,  of  there  being 
such  a  ruling  power  as  he  wished,  yet  he  ever 
clung  to  the  idea  of  some  **  great  spirit  of  intel- 
lectual beauty**  being  throughout  all  things.  His 
life  was  inflexibly  moral  and  benevolent  He  acted 
up  to  the  theory  of  his  received  doctrine  of  jus- 
tice; and,  afler  all  the  censures  that  were  cast 
upon  him,  who  shall  impugn  the  man  who  thus 
acts  and  lives  7 

Shelley  married  at  an  early  age  a  Miss  Harriet 
Westbrookc,  a  very  beautiful  girl,  much  younger 
than  himself,  daughter  of  a  coffee-house-keeper, 
retired  from  business.  By  this  marriage  he  so  ir- 
ritated his  father,  that  he  was  entirely  abandoned 
by  him ;  but  the  lady*s  fiUher  allowed  them  3002. 
per  annum,  and  they  resided  some  time  in  Edin- 
burgh and  then  in  Ireland.  The  match  waa  a 
Gretna-green  one,  and  ^d  i»](l  torcL  traX  \aEi0^^ 
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Bf  this  connexion  he  had  two  children,  the  young- 
Mt  of  whom,  bom  in  1815,  ii  sinoo  dead.  Con- 
nitent  with  his  own  views  of  marriage  and  its 
institution,  Shelley  paid  his  addresses  to  another 
bdjr,  Miss  Godwin,  with  whom,  in  July,  1814,  he 
fled,  accompanied  by  Miss  Jane  Clarcmont,  her 
■istcr-in-law,  to  Uri,  in  Switzerland,  from  whence, 
•Aer  a  few  days*  residence,  they  suddenly  quitted, 
inspecting  they  were  watched  by  anotlier  lodger ; 
they  departed  for  Paris  on  foot,  and  there  found 
that  the  person  to  whom  they  had  confided  a  large 
trunk  of  clothes,  had  absconded  witli  them :  this 
hastened  their  return  to  England.  A  child  was 
the  fruit  of  this  expedition.  Shortly  aflcr  they 
•gain  quitted  England,  and  went  to  Geneva,  Como 
imd  Venice.  In  a  few  months  they  revisited  Eng* 
land,  and  took  up  their  abode  in  Bath,  from  whence 
Shelley  was  suddenly  called  by  the  unexpected 
suicide  of  his  wifc,  who  destroyed  herself  on  the 
10th  November,  1816.  Her  fate  hung  heavy  on 
the  mind  of  her  husband,  who  fblt  deep  selflre- 
piroach  that  he  had  not  selected  a  female  of  a  higher 
order  of  intellect,  who  could  appreciate  better  the 
feelings  of  one  constituted  as  he  was.  Both  were 
entitled  to  compassion,  and  botli  were  sufferers  by 
thu  unfortunate  alliance.  Shortly  aflcr  the  death 
of  his  first  wife,  Shelley,  at  the  solicitation  of  her 
father,  married  Mary  Wolstonccrafl  Godwin, 
daughter  of  the  celebrated  authoress  of  the  Rigktt 
of  Woman ;  and  went  to  reside  at  Great  Morlow 
in  Buckinghamshire.  That  tliis  second  hymen 
was  diametrically  opposed  to  his  own  sentiments 
will  be  apparent  from  tlic  following  letter,  address- 
ed  to  Sir  James  Lawrence,  on  the  {Krusol  of  one 
of  that  gentleman*s  works : — 

*'  Lymouth,  Barnstaple,  Devon,  Anpiiat  17,  lei'J. 

**SiR, — I  feel  peculiar  satij^faction  in  seizing  Uic 
opportunity  which  your  politeness  places  in  my 
power,  of  expressing  to  you  personally  (as  I  may 
say)  a  high  acknowledgment  of  my  sense  of  your 
talents  and  principles,  wliieh,  ticfbrc  I  conceived 
it  possible  that  I  should  cw.t  know  you,  I  sincerely 
entertained.  Your  "  Empire  of  the  Nairs,"  whicli 
I  read  this  spring,  snccoedrd  in  making  me  a 
perfect  convert  to  its  doi-trinrs.  I  tlien  retained 
no  doubts  of  tlie  evils  of  mar riaijo ;  Mrs.  Wolstonc- 
crafl reasons  too  well  for  that ;  but  I  liod  l)een  dull 
enough  not  to  jxyrceivc  tlie  grratewt  argument 
against  it,  until  developed  in  the  "Noirs,"  viz. 
prostitution  both  Ifgal  and  illefral. 

**  I  am  a  young  man,  not  of  ago,  and  have  been 
married  a  year  to  a  woman  younger  than  myself. 
Love  seems  inclined  to  stay  in  the  prison,  and  my 
only  reason  for  putting  him  in  chains,  whilst  con- 
vinced of  the  unholincss  of  the  act,  was  a  know- 
ledge, that  in  the  present  state  of  society,  if  love 
/>  not  thu9  viUanously  treated,  she,  who  is  most 
Javed,  will  be  treated  worse  by  a  misjudging  world. 


In  abort,  seduction,  which  term  could  have  no 
meaning  in  a  rational  society,  has  now  a  most 
tremendous  one;  the  fictitious  merit  attached  to 
chastity  has  made  that  a  fbrcmnncr  to  the  most 
terrible  rains,  which  in  Malabar  would  be  a  pledge 
of  honor  and  homage.  If  there  is  any  cnonnooi 
and  desolating  crime  of  which  I  should  shudder 
to  be  accused,  it  is  seduction.  I  need  not  say  how 
I  admire  **  Love,**  and  little  as  a  British  public 
seems  to  appreciate  its  merit,  in  not  permitting  it 
to  emerge  from  a  first  edition,  it  is  with  satisfac- 
tion  I  find,  that  justice  had  conceded  abroad  what 
bigotry  has  denied  at  home.  I  shall  take  the  lib- 
erty of  sending  you  any  little  publicatioQ  I  may 
give  to  the  world.  Mrs.  S.  joins  with  myself  in 
hoping,  if  wo  come  to  London  this  winter,  we  may 
be  favored  with  the  personal  friendship  of  one 
whose  writings  we  have  learnt  to  esteem. 

"  Yours,  very  truly,  Perot  Btbbhe  Shellbt.** 

A  circamstance  arose  out  of  his  first  marriage 
which  attracted  a  good  deal  of  notice  from  the 
public.  As  we  have  already  mentioDcd,  there  were 
two  children  lefl,  whom  the  Lord  Chancellor  El. 
don  took  away  from  their  father  by  one  of  his  own 
arbitrary  decrees,  because  the  religious  sentiments 
of  Shelley  were  avowedly  heterodox.  No  immor- 
ality of  life,  no  breach  of  parental  duty  waa  at- 
tempted to  be  proved ;  it  was  sufficient  that  the 
&ther  did  not  give  credit  to  religion  as  established 
by  act  of  parliament,  to  cause  the  closest  tics  of 
nature  to  be  rent  asimdcr,  and  the  connexion  of 
father  and  child  to  Ik*  for  ever  broken.  Tlu!i  des- 
potism  of  a  law-officer  has  since  been  displayed  in 
anotlier  case,  wliere  immorality  of  the  parent  was 
the  ailejjed  cause.  Had  the  ?ame  law-officer,  un- 
happily for  England,  continued  to  preside,  no  doubt 
the  political  scntinicnts  of  tlic  parent  would  by 
and  by  furnish  an  excuse  for  eucli  a  monstrous 
tyranny  over  the  rights  of  nature. 

Slielley  for  ever  soujijlit  to  make  mankind  and 
tilings  around  him  in  lianiiony  with  a  better  state 
of  moral  existence.  lie  was  too  young  and  incx- 
jicrienec  d  wlien  he  first  acted  upon  this  principle 
to  perceive  the  (ibsticles  wliic-h  opposed  the  pro- 
gress of  his  views,  arisincf  out  of  the  iL«agcs  and 
customs  which  rule  mankind,  and  which,  from  the 
nature  of  things,  it  takes  a  long  time  to  overcome. 
Ardent  in  tJic  pursuit  of  the  pood  he  bought,  he 
was  always  ready  to  inert  the  consequences  of  his 
actions;  aiid  if  any  conilemn  thorn  for  their  mis- 
taken views,  tliey  oujjlit  to  ftM?l  that  charity  should 
forbid  their  arraigning  motives,  wlien  such  proofs 
of  sincerity  were  iK-'fore  thein.  The  vermin  who, 
tmder  the  spceiuus  title  of  "  reviewers,*'  st^ck  in 
England  to  crush  every  bud  of  genius  that  ap{icars 
out  of  the  pale  of  their  oim  party,  fell  mercilessly 
upon  the  works  of  Shelley.  The  l)cauty  and  prrv 
ifuT\A\l"y  v:\\\cV\  ivoTv<i  but  the  furious  zealots  of  a 
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fteCion  ooald  deny  thcie  were  pened  over  in  a 
iweeping  torrent  of  Tulgar  Yitaperation  by  the 
nrfile  and  Tenal  Qitarterly* 

During  hie  reddenoe  at  Great  Bfarlow,  he  oom- 
powd  his  ReooU  tf  Ulam,  In  1817  he  left  Eng. 
land,  DBTer  to  return  to  it,  and  directed  his  stcpe 
to  Italy,  where  he  resided  portly  at  Venice,  partly 
at  Pkaa  near  his  friend  Byron,  and  on  the  neigh- 
boriag  coast  In  the  month  of  June  1823  he  was 
taBporarily  a  resident  in  a  house  situated  on  the 
Golf  of  LericL  Being  much  attached  to  sea^x- 
DMi^y^  he  kept  a  boat,  in  which  he  was  in  the 
habit  of  cruising  along  the  coast  On  the  7th  of 
July,  be  set  sail  fitun  Leghorn,  where  he  had  been 
to  meet  Mr.  Leigh  Hunt,  who  had  just  then  ar- 
rimed  in  Italy,  intending  to  return  to  LericL  But 
hb  nefer  reached  that  phuie ;  the  boat  in  which 
he  set  safl  was  lost  in  a  violent  storm,  and  all  on 
board  pfriihfM?-  The  following  particulars  of  that 
melaiieholy  erent  are  extracted  fircMn  the  wwk  of 
Mr.  Leigh  Hunt,  entitled  **Lord  Byron  and  some 
of  bis  Cootemporaries.** 

«Iii  June  1823, 1  arrived  in  Italy,  in  consequence 
af  the  invitation  to  set  up  a  work  with  my  friend 
■ndLord  Byron.  Mr.  Shelley  was  passing  the  sum. 
mer  season  at  a  house  he  had  taken  for  that  pur- 
pose  on  the  Gulf  of  Lerici;  and  on  hearing  of  my 
arrival  at  Leghorn,  came  thither,  accompanied  by 
Mr.  Williams,  fin'merly  of  the  8th  Dragoons,  who 
was  then  on  a  visit  to  him.  Ho  came  to  welcome 
bis  friend  and  &mily,  and  see  us  comfortably  set- 
tled at  Pisa.  He  accordingly  went  with  us  to  that 
city,  and  after  remaining  in  it  a  few  days,  took 
leave  on  the  night  of  the  7th  July,  to  return  witli 
Bfr.  WiQiams  to  Lerici,  meaning  to  come  back  to 
OS  shortly.  In  a  day  or  two  tlie  voyagers  wore 
nrisifd.  The  afternoon  of  the  8th  had  been  stormy, 
with  vif^ent  squalls  from  the  south-west  A  night 
succeeded,  broken  up  with  that  tremendous  thun- 
der  and  lightning,  which  appals  the  stoutest  sea- 
man in  the  Mediterranean,  dropping  its  bolts  in 
all  directions  more  like  melted  brass,  or  liquid  pil- 
lars  of  fire,  than  any  thing  we  conceive  of  light- 
ning in  our  northern  climate.  The  suspense  and 
anguish  of  their  friends  need  not  be  dwelt  upon. 
A  drcadfnl  interval  took  place  of  more  than  a 
ireek,  during  which  every  inquiry  and  every  fond 
hope  were  exhausted.  At  the  end  of  that  period 
our  worst  fears  were  confirmed.  The  following 
narrative  of  the  particulars  is  ftom  the  pen  of  Mr. 
TreUwney,  a  friend  of  Lord  Byron^s,  who  had  not 
long  been  acquainted  with  Mr.  SheUey,  but  enter- 
tained  the  deepest  regard  for  him : — 

■"'Mr.  Shelley,  Mr.  Williams  (formerly  of  the 
8lb  Dragoons),  and  one  seaman,  Charles  Vivian, 
left  Villa  Magni  near  Lerici,  a  small  town  situate 
in  the  Bay  of  Speua,  on  the  30th  of  June,  at  twelve 
o*elock,  and  arrived  the  same  night  at  Leghorn. 


Their  boat  had  been  bmlt  for  Mr.  Shelley  at  G 

by  a  captain  in  the  navy.    It  was  twenty-fou: 

long,  eight  in  the  beam,  schooner-rigged, 

gaft  topsails,  etc  and  drew  four  feet  water. 

Monday,  the  8th  of  July,  at  the  same  hour, 

got  under  weigh  to  return  home,  having  on  1 

a  quantity  of  household  articles,  four  hundre< 

lars,  a  small  canoe,  and  some  books  and  n 

scripts.    At  half  past  twelve  they  made  all  sa 

of  the  harbor  witii  a  Ught  and  favorable  bi 

steering  direct  for  Spezia.  I  had  likewise  wei 

anchor  to  accompany  them  a  few  miles  o 

Lord  Byron*s  schooner,  the  Bolivar ;  but  ther 

some  demur  about  papers  from  the  guard- 

and  they,  fearful  of  losing  the  breeze,  sailed 

out  me.    I  re-anchored,  and  watched  my  fri 

till  their  boat  became  a  speck  on  the  hoi 

which  was  growing  thick  and  dark,  with  1 

douds  moving  rapidly,  and  gathering  in  the  t 

west  quarter.    I  then  retired  to  the  cabin,  wt 

had  not  been  half  an  hour,  before  a  man  on 

told  me  a  heavy  squall  had  come  on.    We  1 

another  anchor.  The  boats  and  vessels  in  the 

were  scudding  past  us  in  all  directions  to  gel 

harbor ;  and  in  a  moment,  it  blew  a  hard  gile 

the  south-west,  the  sea,  from  excessive  smootl 

foaming,  breaking,  and  getting  up  into  a 

heavy  swelL    The  wind,  having  shifted,  was 

directly  against  my  friends.    I  felt  confident 

would  be  obliged  to  bear  off  for  Leghorn 

being  anxious  to  hear  of  their  safety,  stayi 

board  till  a  late  hour,  but  saw  nothing  of  i 

The  violence  of  the  wind  did  not  continue  \ 

an  hour ;  it  then  gradually  subsided ;  and  at 

o'clock,  when  I  went  on  shore,  it  was  aim 

calm.     It,  liowcver,  blew  hard  at  intervals  d 

tlie  niglit,  with  rain,  and  thunder  and  light 

The  lightning  struck  the  mast  of  a  vessel  cU 

us,  shivering  it  to  splinters,  killing  two  men 

wounding  others.    From  these  circumstance 

coming  greatly  alarmed  for  the  safety  of  the 

agers,  a  note  was  dispatched  to  Mr.  Shcllcy^s '. 

at  Lerici,  the  reply  to  which  stated  that  nc 

had  been  heard  of  him  and  his  friend,  which 

mentcd  our  fears  to  such  a  degree,  that  coi 

were  dispatched  on  the  whole  line  of  coast 

Leghorn  to  Nice,  to  ascertain  if  they  had  j 

anywhere,  or  if  there  had  been  any  wreck,  < 

dication  of  losses  by  sea.    I  inunediately  si 

for  Via  Rcggio,  having  lost  sight  of  the  b< 

that  direction-    My  worst  fears  were  almost 

firmed  on  my  arrival  there,  by  news  that  a 

canoe,  two  empty  water-barrels,  and  a  bottle 

been  found  on  the  shore,  which  things  I  recof 

as  belonging  to  the  boat    I  had  still,  hoi 

warm  hopes  that  these  articles  had  been  tl 

overboard  to  clear  them  from  useless  lum 

the  storm ;  and  it  seemed  a  general  opinia 

they  had  misted  LesYMRn^  uw^  xraSi  YD^&'\E 


/ 
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Cornea,  u  nothing  more  wu  hrard  fotr'mhl  diyB< 
nil  itate  of  mupeiiK  becatning  intolt^rablp,  I 
lUfneiHroin  Spoiiiilo  Via  Rcgpo,  where  nlywDrtl 
i>sut  were  confirmed  by  ihp  informalion  Out  two 
Iwdiea  had  been  wathed  on  ihore,  <«ie  on  Uul 
rught  Vt'ty  neat  Uie  town,  which,  by  the  dresa  uid 
•tnlurr,  I  kneiv  to  be  Mr.  Shellcy'i.  Mr.  Kcala'a 
laat  roluDie  of  "  Lsmiii,"  "Isribotls,  rlc.Ving 
iq)en  in  the  jacket  podtet,  confirmed  it  beyond  a 
doubL  TheT)odyorMr.Wdliamswa<i"iib«qucnt- 
ly  Ibund  nrar  a.  ton-er  on  the  Tusenn  »horo,  about 
four  miJeg  from  hi*  romponion.  Balh  the  bodiw 
Werppcatlydccompcapd'bj  the  sea,  but  identified 
bcjondB  dtitibl.  The  Bcanian.ChaflctTiviiin.-wiis 
not  (bund  for  nearly  three  WPekiallcrwardB: — h'r 
body  waa  inlcrrcd  on  the  »pol  on  which  a  wav 
hBdwQ=lipdit,LnthnTicinily<ifMaaM. 

"  AfliT  a  Tiit^ety  O'f  appliciliotis  to  tho  Luc- 
cheae  and  Tuscan  faTcmmcnt9,and  ou 
iar  at  Florence,  I  obtiuned,  fVom  tho  kjndnesa  and 
etertions  of  Mr  Dawkins,  an  order  to  the  oflieei 
commnndinc  tlis  tower  of  Migliiirino  (near  tt 
which  Lieulenant  WiUiama  hid  been  cut,  one 
buried  in  the  und),  that  tho  body  should  be  at  my 
diapcaal  I  likewiae  obtained  an  order  to  the  aame 
affiaet  lo  the  commandanl  ftt  "Via  Rcjtgio,  to  deliver 
up  the  lemainB  of  Mr,  Shelley,  it  having  been  de- 
cided Tiy  the  friends  of  tho  putieatliat  tho  bodiei 
ihould  be  reduced  loashea  by  fire,  aalliB  rendiest 
mode  of  conveying'  them  to  the  placet  where  the 
dcceaacd  would  have  wished  to  repow,  u  well  as 
of  removing  nil  objections  rrs|)cr[mj;  1l5n  quaran- 
tine laws,  whidi  had  bein  uii^d  oBninrt  their  dis- 
interment. Every  thing  Iwinc  iirtpamd  fw  the 
lequiBilcpurpoma,!  embarked  on  board  Lord  By- 
TOT'b  achoone  with  iny  rrinnd  Coiitain  Mieidry, 
and  inilcd  on  the  13th  of  August.  AHcr  a  tedious 
psdnage  ufiOeTcn  hourBiWCanehorodoffVii  Hcjr. 
^o,  and  fell  in  with  two  emiLll  Trnacls,  nhieb  I 
had  hired  at  Leghorn  tome  dayB  hefiirc  fnr  the 
parpOM  of  asocrtainins,  hy  the  means  usi'd  to  re- 
cover BiinJten  Teaaob,  tlic  plnco  in  which  my 
ftiend'a  boat  had  foundered.  ThcyTiad  fill  Iward 
the  captain  of  a  fishing-tioal,  who,  having  liecn 
overtaken  in  the  name  nqiiall,  had  witnesm-'d  the 
■inking  of  the  boat,  without  (aa  lie  snya)  the  jna- 
aitrility  of  BSBistingher.  After  drag jjin^  the  bot- 
tom, in  the  place  which  he  indicated,  for  rix  dayi 
willioul  finding  hur  I  Hcnt  thf  m  back  to  Leghorn, 
andwenton  shore.  The  mojor wminandinf  ihp 
town,  with  tbc  -caplam  of  the  port,  aeeompauied 
me  to  the  governor.  Ho  received  m  very  cour- 
laoutly,  and  did  not  nbj  cct  to  Die  removal  of  oar 
frienda'  remaim.  but  to  burning  Ihcm,B.B  the  latter 
wni  not  tpecilicd  in  the  order,  llotvever,  after 
some  UUlc  cipknatian,  he  anientcd,  and  wo  gave 
the  neceeaary  directlona  for  making  every  prepa- 
ntian  to  commatce  our  pahifai  ondcrtakbg  next 


thought  that  the  whcJe  of  these  mekn- 
chcJy  operatkau  might  have  been  pirfiinned  hi 
one  day :  but  the  calculation  turned  out  lo  he  er. 
nmcouL  Mr'Williiim«'iremainii»i;i1:comnwnCTiI 
with.  Mr. Trplawnfynnd  Captain  Sbtnlcy  were 
at  the  lower  bjiinon, with  pTDiierperBooe  to MBisI, 
jnincd  Ehorlty  bj  Lord  Byran  and  my- 
■clf.  A  portable  fiimace  and  a  tent  had  btm  pre- 
pared. "Wood,"  continuea  Mr.Treliwn^  "we 
found  in  abandonee  on  the  'braich,  old  ttrn  and 
psrti  of  wTccke.  Within  a  few  paces  of  the  apot 
where  the  body  lay,  there  wae  a  rude-bnih  *hrd 
(rfatraw.formingBlcmporary  Blicllrr'fiir  mldiera 
at  night,  when  perrnrmkiE  the  coos^patTol  duty. 
TTiegTavcwa8H.thiEh.walcrinirk,Bonie  eighteen 
paceafhnnthe  aorf,  lu  It  was  then  breaking,  (he 
diatanee  about  four  milea  and  a  lialf  ftom  Via 
Reggia  The  ma  gn  ill  cent  bay  ofSpiJa  ia  on  the 
right  of  Uiie  apot,  Loghdrn  on  the  led,  at  equal 
dialancea  of  about  twcnly.two  milea.  The  head- 
land*, projecting  boldly  and  far  into  the  aea,  fonn 
a  deep  and  dangcrooa  gidr,  with  a  heavy  awell 
and  a  atrong  current  gentrally  running  right  into 
it  A  veiwcl  embayed  in  thia  gulf^  and  overtaken 
byjineoflhe  squidLi  so  common  upon  the  cooit 
of  it,  ia  alnraat  certain  to  be  wrecked.  The  loai 
of  amoll  eraft  ia  great ;  and  the  aballowneM  of  tho 
breaking  of  the  saif,  prcvcjillng  ap- 
proach to  the  ahore.or boats  poing  oultoaubt, 
the  loesof  livGi  JG  in  proportion.  It  -was  in  the 
centre  of  thja  bay,  about  four  or  five  milea  at  aea, 
in  liflccn  or  aixlccn  lathnm  water,  with  a  light 
hrccie  under  a  crowd  of  anil,  tlial  liic  boat  of  our 
ffiendaWflBBudlcnytokencInpnliackhyB  sudden 
and  TOry  violent  squall  and  it  is  nupposcd  that  in 
'npling  to  Is-ar  up  under  ruch  a  jiresa  of  can. 
nil  the  aheels  &f(,  the  hands  unjirepared,  and 
only  three  pcraoiia  on  Inard,  the  l»at  filled  to  lee- 
ward, and  having  two  lone  of  Killatl,  and  not  l)e. 


irg  decked,  wont  down  on  the  ir 


it  giving 


omeiit  to  prepare  thcniselvee  hy  e 
taking  oIT  tlieir  boatt>,  or  nizing  an  oar.    Mr. 
'illiams  was  (be  only  one  who  could  swim,  and 
!  but  inilifrerenlly.   Tlie  epol  where  fllr.  Wil- 
Lma'a  body  lay  waa  well  adapted  for  a  man  of 
a  imnginatiVG  eut  of  Innd.  and  I  wialied  his  re- 
ains  to  rest  nndisiitrbcd' bulilwnjmlled  other- 
ise.   Before  us  was  (be  sea,  wilh  inlands;  behind 
1  tho  Apenninea;  li-sidii  ii^u  large  tract  of  thick 
wood,  atunled  and  twisted  into  Kintnstic  nhapea  by 
the  eea-brei'ze.— Th    heat  was  inlr^npe,  the  aand 
being  so  scorched  as  to  render  standing  on  it  pain- 
Mr.  Trelnwney  proeecda  to  describe  [Jic  diain- 
termenl  Jilid  burning  of  Wr.  Williams's  rcinaina. 
Calumny,  which  never  abowa  itself  grosser  than 
chargoB  of  want  of  refinen>cnl,  did  not  spare 
thcM  melancholy  ceremonies.    The  friends 
of  the  ae«a»e4,ftB»\5ti\tlwv  ^'nk  no  paina  to  pub- 
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U  tba  pneaeding,  were  acouted  of  wiahlng  to 
Mik*  a  rimfffilf^" ;  of  doing  a  horrible  and  unieel- 
iig  thing,  etc  The  troth  waa,  that  the  nearest 
both  of  Mr.SheUey  and  Mr.  Williams, 
to  have  their  remains  interred  in  regular 
of  burial ;  and  that  for  this  purpose  they 
Qould  be  removed  in  no  other  manner.  Such  being 
tfaa  case,  it  is  admitted  that  the  mourners  did  not 
idbae  themselves  the  little  comfort  of  supposing 
Alt  lovers  of  books  and  antiquity,  like  Mr.  SheL 
ley  and  his  friend,  would  not  have  been  sorry  to 
fcfBscio  this  part  of  their  &te.  Among  the  mate- 
riab  tar  burning,  as  many  of  the  gracefiiller  and 
won  H**"***^  articles  as  could  be  procured^ — 
ftuiklnoeDBe,  wine,  etc. — ^were  not  forgotten. 

•^Tha  pfoceedings  of  the  next  day,  with  Mr. 
flheOey's  remains,  exactly  resembled  those  of  the 
ftngoing,  with  the  exception  of  there  being  two 
miatants  less.  On  both  days,  the  extraordinary 
biiulj  of  the  flame  arising  from  the  flmeral  pile 
wms  noticed.  Mr.  8helley*s  remains  were  taken 
to  Rome,  and  deposited  in  the  Protestant  burial- 
gronnd,  near  those  of  a  child  he  had  lost  in  that 
dty,  and  of  Mr.  Keats.  It  is  the  cemetery  he 
ipnaks  of  in  the  prefiice  to  his  Elegy  on  the  death 
of  his  young  friend,  as  calculated  to  "  make  one 
in  love  with  death,  to  think  that  one  should  be 
buried  in  so  sweet  a  pJaee."— The  generous  reader 
will  be  glad  to  hear,  that  the  remains  of  Mr.  Shel- 
ley were  attended  to  their  final  abode  by  some  of 
tfis  most  respectable  English  residents  in  Rome. 
He  was  sure  to  awaken  the  sjrmpathy  of  gallant 
and  acccmiplishcd  spirits  wherever  he  went,  alive 
m  dead.  The  remains  of  Mr.  WiUiams  were  taken 
to  England.  Mr.  Williams  was  a  very  intelligent, 
foodjiearted  man,  and  his  death  was  depbred  by 
fliends  worthy  of  him. ^*' 

fiheOey  was  thirty  years  old  when  he  died.  He 
wis  tall  and  slender  in  his  figure,  and  stooped  a 
little  in  the  shoulders,  though  perfectly  well-made. 
The  expression  of  his  features  was  mild  and  good. 
ffie  complexion  was  fair,  and  his  cheeks  colored. 
His  eyes  were  large  and  lively ;  and  the  whole 
torn  of  his  face,  which  was  small,  was  graceful 
and  fbll  of  sensibility.  He  was  subject  to  attacks 
ef  a  disorder  which  forced  him  to  lie  down  (if  in 
the  open  air,  upon  the  ground)  until  they  were 
over ;  yet  he  bore  them  kindly  and  without  a  mur- 
mur. His  disposition  was  amiable,  and  even  the 
word  **  pious*'  has  been  applied  to  his  conduct  as 
regarded  others,  to  his  love  of  nature,  and  to  his 
ideas  of  that  power  which  pervades  oil  things. 
He  was  very  fond  of  music ;  frugal  in  all  but  his 
charities,  of^  to  considerable  self-denial,  and 
loved  to  do  acts  of  generosity  and  kindness.  Ho 
was  a  first-rate  schdar ;  and  besides  the  languages 
of  antiquity,  weU  understood  the  German,  Ital- 
ian and  French  tongues.  He  was  an  exoelknt 
mtftiaphfmeian,  and  was  no  Mligbt  adept  in  natnral 


philosophy.  He  loved  to  study  in  the  open  air,  in 
the  shadow  of  the  wood,  or  by  the  side  of  the 
water-falL  In  short,  he  was  a  singular  iUustratioa 
of  the  force  of  natural  genius,  bursting  the  bonds 
of  birth  and  habit,  and  the  conventional  ties  of  the 
circle  in  which  he  was  bom,  and  soaring  high, 
under  the  direction  of  his  own  spirit,  chartless  and 
alone.  He  steered  by  his  own  ideas  of  justice ; 
hence  he  was  ever  at  war  with  things  which  rea- 
son and  right  had  no  hand  in  establishing^ — ^radi- 
cally wrong  in  themselves  perhaps,  or  to  be  changed 
for  the  better,  but  by  usage  become  seixud  nature 
to  society,  or  at  least  to  that  far  larger  proportion 
of  it  which  lives  by  custom  alone.  He  had  no 
value  for  what  the  mass  of  men  estimate  as  desi- 
rable ;  a  seat  in  the  senate  he  declined,  though  he 
might  have  enriched  himself  by  its  acceptance* 
He  seemed  to  conmiit  the  mistake  of  others  before 
him,  in  dreaming  of  the  perfectibility  of  man.  An 
anecdote  b  related  of  him  that,  at  a  ball  of  foshion 
where  he  was  a  leading  character,  and  the  most 
elegant  ladies  of  the  crowd  expected  the  honor  of 
being  led  out  by  him,  he  selected  a  friendless  girl 
for  a  partner  who  was  scorned  by  her  companions, 
having  lain  under  the  imputation  of  an  unlucky 
mishap  some  time  preceding. 

The  books  in  which  he  commonly  read  were 
the  Greek  writers  ,*  in  the  tragedians  particularly, 
he  was  deeply  versed.  The  Bible  was  a  work  of 
great  admiration  with  him,  and  his  frequent  study. 
For  the  character  of  Christ  and  his  cbctrines  be 
had  great  reverence,  the  axiom  of  the  founder  of 
Christianity  being  that  by  which  he  endeavored  to 
shape  his  course  in  despite  of  all  obstacles.  In  pe- 
cuniary matters  he  was  liberaL  Uncharitable  in- 
deed must  that  man  have  been  who  doubted  the 
excellence  of  his  intentions,  or  charged  him  with 
wilful  error :  who  then  ahall  judge  a  being  of  whom 
this  may  be  said,  save  his  Creator — who  that  lives 
in  the  way  he  sees  others  live,  without  regard  to 
the  mode  being  right  or  wrong,  shall  charge  him 
with  crime,  who  tries  to  reconcile  together  his  lifo 
and  his  aspirations  after  human  perfectibility? 
Shelley  had  his  fiiults  as  well  as  other  men,  but  on 
the  whole  it  appears  that  his  deriations  from  the 
vulgar  routine  form  the  great  sum  of  the  charges 
made  against  him.  His  religious  sentiments  were 
between  him  and  his  God. 

The  writings  of  SheUey  are  too  deep  to  be  popu- 
lar, but  there  b  no  reader  possessing  taste  and 
judgment,  who  will  not  do  homage  to  hb  pen.  He 
was  a  poet  of  great  power :  he  felt  intensely,  and 
his  works  everywhere  dbplay  the  ethereal  spirit 
of  genius  of  a  rare  order — abstract,  perhaps,  but 
not  less  powerfbl ;  his  b  the  poetiy  of  intellect, 
not  that  of  the  Lakers ;  hb  theme  b  the  high  one 
of  intellectual  nature  and  lofty  foding,  not  of  wag- 
oners or  idiot  children.  l£a  €uQl&a\n.'wi3dQs^^  ve» 
obvious,  but  equaWy  so  a.T«\am\»esQSQns.  ^^tVa^Xn^ 
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mncli  of  a  philosopher,  and  dwells  too  mach  upon 
fiivorite  ima^s,  that  draw  leu  upon  our  sympa. 
thies  than  those  of  social  life.  liis  language  is 
lofty,  and  no  one  knows  better  how  to  cuU,  arrange, 
and  nianago  the  syllables  of  his  native  tongue.  He 
thoroughly  understood  metrical  composition. 

Shelley  began  to  publish  prematurely,  as  we 
have  already  stated,  at  the  early  age  of  15 ;  but  it 
was  not  till  about  the  year  1811  or  1812  that  he 
■cems  first  to  have  devoted  his  attention  to  poetical 
compusition.  To  enumerate  his  poetical  works 
here  would  be  a  useless  task,  as  they  will  be  found 
in  the  collection  of  his  poems  appended.  His 
** Prometheus  Unbound**  is  a  noble  work;  his 
**Cenci**  and  **  Adonais**  aro  his  principal  works 
in  point  of  merit  Love  was  one  of  his  favorite 
themes,  as  it  is  with  all  poets,  and  he  has  ever 
touched  it  with  a  master-hand.  The  subject  of  the 
**Cenci**  is  badly  selected,  but  it  is  nobly  written, 
and  admirably  sustained.  Faults  it  has,  but  they 
are  amply  redeemed  by  its  beauties.  It  is  only 
fW)m  the  false  clamor  raised  against  him  during 
his  life-time,  that  his  poems  have  not  been  more 
read.  No  scholar,  no  one  ha\-ing  the  slightest  pre- 
tensions  to  true  taste  in  poetry,  can  be  without 
them.  It  may  be  boldly  prophesied  tliat  they  will 
one  day  be  more  read  than  they  have  ever  yet 
been,  and  more  understood.  In  no  nation  but  Eng- 
land do  the  reading  public  suffer  others  to  judge 
far  them,  and  pin  tJieir  ideas  of  the  defects  or 
beauties  of  their  national  writers  upon  the  partial 
diatribes  of  hired  pens,  and  the  splenetic  outpour- 
ings of  faction.  It  is  astonishing  how  the  nation 
of  Newton  and  Locke  is  thus  contented  to  suffer 
itself  to  be  deceived  and  misled  by  htcrary  Ma- 
chiavclism. 

The  following  preface  to  the  antlior's  Posthu- 
mous Poems  contains  much  to  interest  the  admi- 
rers of  his  genius.  The  circumstance  of  its  being 
fh)m  the  pen  of  Mrs.  Shelley  will  still  farther  re- 
commend it : — 

•*  It  had  been  my  wish,  on  presenting  the  public 
with  the  Posthumous  Poems  of  Mr.  Shelley,  to 
have  accompanied  them  by  a  biographical  notice ; 
as  it  appeared  to  me,  that  at  this  moment  a  narra- 
tion of  the  events  of  my  husband's  life  would  come 
more  gracefully  from  other  hands  than  mine,  I 
applied  to  Mr.  Leigh  Hunt  The  distinguished 
friendship  that  Mr.  Shelley  felt  for  him,  and  the 
enthusiastic  affection  with  which  Mr.  Leigh  Hunt 
clings  to  his  friend's  memory,  seemed  to  point 
him  out  as  the  person  best  calculated  for  such  an 
undertaking.  His  absence  from  this  country, 
which  prevented  our  mutual  explanation,  has  un- 
fortunately rendered  my  scheme  abortive.  I  do 
not  doubt  but  that,  on  some  other  occasion,  he  will 
paf^  thin  tribute  to  his  lost  friend,  and  sincerely  re- 
grct  that  the  volume  which  I  edit  hai  not  been 
honored  by  its  inBertuja. 


**  The  comparative  soUtode  in  which  Mr.  SbeOey 
lived,  was  the  occasion  that  he  was  penooally 
known  to  few ;  and  his  fearless  enthusiasm  in  the 
cause,  which  he  considered  the  moot  sacred  upon 
earth,  the  improvement  of  the  moral  and  physical 
state  of  mankind,  was  the  chief  reason  why  he, 
like  other  illustrious  reformers,  was  pursued  by 
hatred  and  calunmy.  No  man  was  ever  more  de- 
voted than  he,  to  the  endeavor  of  making  those 
around  him  happy;  no  man  ever  possessed  fi'iends 
more  unfcigncdiy  attached  to  him.  The  ungrate- 
ful world  did  not  feel  his  loss,  and  the  gap  it  made 
seemed  to  close  as  quickly  over  his  memory  as 
the  murderous  sea  above  his  living  frame.  Here- 
afier  men  will  lament  that  his  transcendent  pow- 
ers of  inteUect  were  extinguished  before  they  had 
bestowed  on  them  their  choicest  treasures.  To  his 
friends  his  loss  is  irremediable:  the  wise,  the 
brave,  the  gentle,  is  gone  for  ever !  He  is  to  them 
as  a  bright  vision,  whose  radiant  track,  left  behind 
in  the  memory,  is  worth  all  the  realities  that  so- 
ciety can  afford.  Before  the  critics  ccmtradict  me, 
let  them  appeal  to  any  one  who  had  ever  known 
him :  to  see  him  was  to  love  him ;  and  his  pres- 
ence, like  IthuriePs  spear,  was  alone  sufficient  to 
disclose  the  falsehood  of  the  tale,  which  his  ene- 
mies whispered  in  the  car  of  the  ignorant  worUL 

**  His  lite  was  spent  in  the  contemplation  of  na- 
ture, in  arduous  study,  or  in  acts  of  kindness  and 
affection.  Ho  was  an  elegant  scholar  and  a  ptt^ 
found  metaphysician:  without  possessing  much 
scientific  knowledge,  he  was  unrivalled  in  the 
justness  and  extent  of  his  observations  on  natural 
objects ;  he  knew  every  plant  by  its  name,  and 
was  familiar  with  the  history  and  habits  of  every 
production  of  the  earth ;  he  could  interpret  with- 
out a  fault  each  appearance  in  the  sky,  and  the 
varied  phenomena  of  heaven  and  earth  filled  him 
with  deep  emotion.  He  made  his  study  and  read- 
ing-room of  the  shadowed  copse,  tlie  stream,  the 
lake  and  the  water-fall.  Ill  health  and  continual 
pain  preyed  upon  his  jtowers ;  and  the  solitude  in 
which  we  lived,  particularly  on  our  first  arrival  in 
Italy,  although  congenial  to  his  feelings,  must  fre- 
quently have  weighed  upon  his  spirits :  those  beau> 
tiful  and  affecting  *  Lines,  written  in  dejecti<»i  at 
Naples,*  were  composed  at  such  an  interval ;  but 
when  in  health,  his  spirits  were  buoyant  and 
youthful  to  an  extraordinary  degree. 

**  Such  was  his  love  for  nature,  that  every  page 
of  his  poetry  is  associated  in  the  minds  of  his 
friends  with  the  loveliest  scenes  of  the  countries 
which  he  inhabited.  In  early  life  he  visited  the 
most  beautiful  parts  of  this  country  and  Ireland. 
Afterwards  the  Alps  of  Switzerland  became  his 
inspirers.  'Prometheus  Unbound*  was  written 
among  the  deserted  and  flower-grown  ruins  of 
Rome ;  and  when  he  made  his  home  under  the 
\P\san  \n)i\a,  Om\x  tdoAiMa  itOMiKa  VAx>Qm«d  him  u 
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he  eqpuwed  *Tbe  Witch  of  Atlu*  *  Adonais,*  and 
•BiDu.*  IntliewildbiitbeaiitifblBajofSpezia, 
the  winds  and  waves  which  he  loved  became  his 
pkjmaties.  His  dayi  were  diiefly  spent  on  the 
water ;  tke  management  of  his  boat,  its  alterations 
and  improvements,  were  his  principal  occupation. 
At  niffatt  when  the  unclouded  moon  shone  on  the 
calm  sea,  he  often  went  alone  in  his  little  shallop 
to  tliB  rocky  caves  that  bor(tered  it,  and  sittmg  be- 
Matii  their  shelter  wrote  *  The  Triumph  of  Life,* 
the  last  of  his  productions.  The  beauty  but 
of  this  lonely  place,  the  refined  plea- 
which  he  feh  in  the  companionship  of  a  tew 
sefected  &iends,  oor  entire  sequestration  firom  the 
rasl  of  the  world,  all  contributed  to  render  this 
period  of  his  life  one  of  continued  enjoyment  I 
am  convinced  that  the  two  months  we  passed  there 
wcro  the  happiest  he  had  ever  known :  his  health 
even  rapidly  improved,  and  he  was  never  better 
than  when  I  last  saw  him,  fbll  of  spirits  and  joy, 
emba;^  for  Leghorn,  that  he  might  there  welcome 
Leigh  Hunt  to  Italy.  I  was  to  have  accompanied 
him»  hot  illness  confined  me  to  my  room,  and  thus 
pot  the  seal  on  my  misftrtune.  His  vessel  bore 
ooft  of  sight  with  a  &vorahle  wind,  and  I  remained 
avaiting  His  return  by  the  Iveakers  of  that  sea 
which  was  about  to  ingulf  1dm. 

«*  He  spent  a  week  at  Pisa,  employed  in  kind 
offices  towards  his  fiiend,  and  enjoying  with  keen 
delight  the  renewal  of  their  intercourse.  He  then 
embarked  with  Mr.  Williams,  the  chosen  and 
bebved  sharer  of  his  pleasures  and  of  his  fate,  to 
letum  to  us.  We  waited  for  them  in  vain ;  the 
tea  by  its  restless  moaning  seemed  to  desire  to  in- 

6rm  us  of  what  we  would  not  learn : ^but  a 

veil  may  well  be  drawn  over  such  misery.  The 
real  anguish  of  these  moments  transcended  all  the 
fictions  that  the  most  glowing  imagination  ever 
portrayed :  our  seclusion^  the  savage  nature  of  the 
inhahitants  of  the  surrounding  villages,  and  our 
«"»*^'ft^  vicinity  to  the  troubled  sea,  combined 


to  imbue  with  strange  horror  our  days  of  uncer- 
tainty. The  truth  was  at  last  known^ — a  troth 
that  made  our  loved  and  lovely  Italy  appear  a  tomb^ 
its  sky  a  pall.  Every  heart  echoed  the  deep  kment; 
and  my  only  consolation  was  in  the  jmse  and 
earnest  love  that  each  voice  bestowed  and  each 
countenance  demonstrated  for  him  we  had  lostr— 
not,  I  fimdly  hope,  for  ever:  his  unearthly  and 
elevated  nature  is  a  pledge  of  the  continuation  of 
his  being,  although  in  an  altered  form.  Rome  re* 
ccived  his  ashes ;  ihcy  are  deposited  beneath  its 
weed-grown  wall,  and  ^ihe  world*8  sole  monu- 
ment* is  enriched  by  his  remains. 

"  *  Julian  and  Maddalo,*  *  The  Witch  of  Athis,' 
and  most  of  the  Translations,  were  written  some 
years  ago,  and,  with  the  exception  of  *  The  Cyck)ps,* 
and  the  Scenes  from  the  *Magico  Prodigioso,' 
may  be  considered  as  having  received  the  author's 
ultimate  corrections.  *  The  Triumph  of  Life'  was 
his  last  work,  and  was  left  in  so  unfinished  a  state» 
that  I  arranged  it  in  its  present  form  with  great 
difficulty.  Many  of  the  Miscellaneous  PoemSf 
written  on  the  spur  of  the  occasion,  and  never  re- 
touched, I  found  among  his  manuscript  books,  and 
have  carefully  copied :  I  have  subjoined,  whenever 
I  have  been  able,  the  date  of  their  composition. 

"  I  do  not  know  whether  the  critics  will  repre- 
hend the  insertion  of  some  of  the  most  imperfect 
among  these ;  but  I  frankly  own,  that  I  have  been 
more  actuated  by  the  fear  lest  any  monument  of 
his  genius  should  escape  me,  than  the  wish  of  pre- 
senting nothing  but  what  was  complete  to  the  fiw- 
tidious  reader.  I  feci  secure  that  the  Lovers  of 
Shelley*s  Poetry  (who  know  how,  more  than  any 
other  poet  of  the  present  day,  every  line  and  word 
he  wrote  is  instinct  with  peculiar  beauty)  will 
pardon  and  thank  me :  I  consecrate  this  volume 
to  them. 

**MaatW.  Shelliy. 


"  London,  June  1st,  1824. 


347 


THE 


POETICAL  WORKS 


OF 


s^xmdiT  :B7ssist:i  @ist:iiLiLifi7; 


Sfie  %tWit  of  XfidUini ; 
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IN  TWELVE  CANTOEa 


PREFACE. 


Tag  fotm  which  I  now  preunt  lo  the  wotld,  ii  an 
Mnpcfiom  which  I  Kmroeljr  dare  to  expect  racce*, 
md  in  which  a  writer  of  eatabUahed  fiune  might  fiul 
Hitfaoat  dtegrace.  It  ia  an  experiment  an  the  temper 
•f  the  pahUc  mind,  aa  lo  how  &r  a  thinrt  for  a  hap- 
pier condition  of  moral  and  political  aociety  aurvivea, 
amoof  the  enlightened  and  refined,  the  tempeata 
^ikath  have  ahaken  the  age  in  which  we  live.  I 
hi?a  aought  to  enliat  the  harmony  of  metrical  lan- 
lUge,  the  ethereal  combinationa  of  the  ftncy,  the 
i>pid  and  aabde  tranationa  of  human  paMion,  all 
^mm  elamaolB  which  eawntially  oompoae  a  Poem, 
^tba  canae  of  a  liberal  and  comprehenrive  morality ; 
*Bdindie  view  of  kindling  within  the  boaomaofmy 
indent  a  Tirtnoiia  endraaiaam  for  thoae  doctrinea  of 
^ibaity  and  jnatice,  that  fidth  and  hope  in  aomething 
9^od,  wUdi  neither  violence,  nor  miarepreaentation, 
^  pngndice,  can  ever  totally  extingiuah  among 


For  diia  purpoae  I  have  choaen  a  atoiy  of  hmnan 
^tMioo  ia  ita  moat  nniveml  character,  diveraified 
*lth  moving  and  romantic  adventnrea,  and  appeal- 
in  eootempC  of  all  artificial  opiniona  or  inatitu- 
lo  the  common  aympathiea  of  every  human 
I  have  made  no  attempt  to  recommend  the 
ivea  which  I  would  aubetitute  for  thoae  at  preaent 
^▼aning  wmnHnJ,  by  methodical  and  ayatematic 
^liUMeut  I  would  only  awaken  the  leelinga,  ao  that 
^  leader  ahould  aee  the  beauty  of  true  virtue,  and 
%  indlad  to  thoae  inquiriea  whic]\  have  led  to  my 
^oial  and  political  creed,  and  that  of  aome  of  the 
^hlimeat  inteUecta  in  the  workL  The  Poem  tfaeie- 
bra  (with  the  exception  of  the  firat  Canto»  which  ia 
tmnij  introductory),  ia  narrative,  not  didactic.  It  ia 
t  apeeaaBon  of  pictnrea  illuatrating  the  growth  and 
liqgieaa  of  individual  mind  aapiring  after  excellence, 
md  derated  to  die  love  of  mankind ;  ill  influence  in 
and  making  pure  the  moat  daring  and  un- 
>  impolaea  of  the  imagination,  the  uDderataad- 
0^  and  the  aenaea ;  ili  impatience  at  **  all  the  op- 
pMHiooo  which  are  done  under  the  aun ;"  iti  tend- 
ney  to  awakao  pabHe  hope,  and  lo  eofifhten  and 
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improve  mankind ;  the  rapid  eflecti  of  the  applioa* 
tion  of  that  tendency;  the  awakening.of  an  imnyfti^ 
nation  from  their  alaveiy  and  degradation  to  a  true 
aenae  of  moral  dignity  and  freedom ;  the  bloodleaa 
dethronement  of  their  oppreaaora,  and  the  unveiling  of 
the  religioua  frauds  by  which  they  had  been  deluded 
into  auhmJarion;  the  tranquillity  of  aucceHfhl  pa- 
triotiam,  and  the  univeiaal  toleration  and  benevolenoe 
of  true  philanthropy ;  the  treachery  and  barbarity  of 
hired  aoldiers ;  vice  not  the  object  of  puniahment  and 
hatred,  but  kindneaa  and  pity;  the  fiuthleaneaa  of 
t3rranti ;  the  confederacy  of  the  Rulera  of  the  World, 
and  the  reatoration  of  die  expelled  Dynaaty  by  for- 
eign aima ;  the  maaacre  and  extermination  of  the 
Pkitriota,  and  the  victory  of  eatabliahed  power;  the 
cooaequencea  of  legitimate  deapotum,  dihl  war,  fom- 
ine,  plague,  auperatition,  and  an  utter  extinctioo  of 
the  domeatic  afiectiona ;  the  judicial  murder  of  the 
advocatea  of  Liberty ;  the  temporary  triumph  of  op- 
preaaion,  that  aecure  eameat  of  ita  ftial  and  inevita- 
ble fiill ;  the  tranaient  nature  of  ignorance  and  error, 
and  the  eternity  of  geniua  and  virtue.  Such  ia  the 
aeriea  of  delineationa  of  which  the  Poem  conaiata. 
And  if  the  lofty  paenona  with  which  it  haa  been  my 
scope  to  diatingiiiah  tlua  atory,  ahall  not  excite  in  the 
reader  a  genoroua  impulae,  an  ardent  thint  for  ex- 
cellence, an  intereat  profound  and  atrong,  auch  aa 
helonga  to  no  meaner  deaire — let  not  the  foilure  be 
imputed  to  a  natural  unfitneaa  for  human  aympadiy 
in  theae  aublime  and  animated  themea.  It  ia  the  buai- 
neaa  of  the  poet  to  communicate  to  othera  the  plea- 
aure  and  endiuaiaam  arising  out  of  thoae  imagea  and 
feelinga,  in  the  vivid  preaence  of  which  within  hia 
own  mind,  conaiata  at  once  hia  inapiration  and  hia 
revrard. 

The  panic  which,  like  an  epidemic  tranapoft,aeiaad 
upon  all  daaaea  of  men  during  the  exceaaea  oooae- 
quent  upon  the  French  Revolution,  ia  gradually  giving 
place  to  aanity.  It  haa  ceased  to  be  believed,  that 
whole  generationa  of  mankind  ou^t  to  oonaign  them- 
aelvea  to  a  hopeleoa  inheritance  of  ignorance  and 
miaery,  becauae  a  nation  of  men  who  had  beendnpea 
and  alavea  for  centuriea,  were  incapable  of  conduct- 
ing themoelvea  with  the  wiadom  and  tranquillity  of 
fieemen  aoooon  aa  aomie  oC  then  (c\\«i%'w«t%\iuc^B!&<] 
looaened.   That  tbak  cooducx  coxA^  i«x  Y^^^ 
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Darked  by  any  other  character  than  ferodtjr  and 
thonghtlewnaw,  u  the  hiaiorical  &ct  from  which  lib- 
el^ derives  all  ila  recommendationi,  and  ialaehood 
the  wont  ieaturei  of  iti  deforaiity.  There  u  a  reflux 
in  the  tide  of  human  things,  which  bears  the  ship- 
wrecked hopes  of  men  into  a  secure  haven,  after  the 
ttorms  are  past  Methinks,  those  who  now  live  have 
survived  an  age  of  despair. 

The  French  Revolution  may  be  considered  as  one 
of  those  manifestations  of  a  general  state  of  feeling 
among  civilized  mankind,  produced  by  a  defect  of 
correspondence  between  Uio  knowledge  existing  in 
society  and  the  improvement  or  gradual  abolition  of 
political  institutions.  The  year  1788  may  be  assumed 
•s  the  epoch  of  one  of  the  most  important  crises  pro- 
duced by  this  feeling.  The  sympathies  connected 
with  that  event  extended  to  every  bosom.  The  most 
generous  and  amiaUe  natures  were  those  which  pa^ 
ticipated  the  most  oxtemuvcly  in  these  sympathies. 
But  such  a  degree  of  uniuingled  good  was  expected, 
as  it  was  impossible  to  realize.  If  iho  Revolution  had 
been  in  every  respect  proMperous.  then  misrule  and 
superstition  would  lose  lialf  their  claims  to  our  al>- 
horrence,  as  feuers  which  the  captive  can  unlock 
with  the  slightest  motion  of  his  Angem,  and  which  do 
not  eat  with  poisonous  rust  into  tlie  souL  The  re- 
▼u]ti(»i  occasioned  by  tlie  atrocities  uf  the  dema- 
gogues and  tlie  rc-estaliliMhmout  of  successive  tyr- 
annies in  France  was  terrible,  and  ielt  in  the  remotest 
comer  of  the  civilized  world.  Could  they  listen  to 
the  i^ea  of  reason  who  had  groaned  under  the  calam- 
ities of  a  social  state,  according  to  the  provisions  of 
which,  one  man  riots  in  luxury  whilst  another  fam- 
ishes for  want  of  bread  f  Can  he  who  the  day  before 
was  a  trampled  slave,  suddenly  become  liberal-mind- 
ed, forbearing,  and  independent  ?  This  is  the  ccmse- 
•quence  of  the  halrits  of  a  state  of  society  to  bo  pro- 
4luced  by  resolute  pcnevcranco  and  indefatigable 
hope,  and  long-eufforing  nnd  lonc^-bclieving  courage, 
and  the  systematic  cflbrts  of  generations  of  men  of 
intellect  and  virtue.  Such  is  the  leswn  which  ex- 
perience teaches  now.  But  on  the  first  reverses  of  hope 
in  the  progress  of  French  liberty,  tlic  sanguine  eager- 
neas  for  good  overleapt  tlie  solution  of  these  questions, 
and  for  a  time  extinguished  itself  in  the  unexpected- 
ness of  their  result  Thus  many  of  the  must  ardent 
and  tender-hearted  of  the  worshippers  of  public  good, 
have  been  morally  ruined  by  what  a  partial  glimpse 
of  the  events  they  deplored,  ap|M'arcd  to  show  as  the 
melancholy  desolation  of  all  their  cherished  hopes. 
Hence  gloom  and  misantlnopy  have  become  the  char- 
acteristics of  the  age  in  which  wo  live,  the  solace  of 
a  disappointment  that  unconsciously  finds  relief  only 
in  the  wilful  exaggeration  of  its  own  despair  This 
influence  has  tainted  the  literature  of  the  age  with  tlie 
hopelessness  of  the  minds  from  which  it  flows.  Meto^ 
physics,*  and  inquiries  into  moral  and  poUtical  science, 
have  become  little  else  than  vain  attempts  to  revive 
exploded  superstitions,  or  sophisms  like  those  t  of  Mr. 
Malthus,  calculated  to  lull  the  oppressors  of  mankind 
into  a  security  of  everlasting  triumph.     Our  works 


•  I  oaglitto  except  Sir  W.  Drammond's  "Academical  Qaet- 
lioiif ;"  a  volume  of  very  acute  and  powerful  metaphfaical 
criiieiftn. 

t  It  b  remarkable,  as  a  irmptom  of  the  revival  of  public 

hope,  ibat  Mr.  Maltbiu  hai  awiRoed.  in  the  later  cditioni  of  hia 

trorkf  aa  iadcBnite  dominion  to  moral  reatraint  over  the  prin- 

«V>4r  ofpopulaiioa.  Th'm  coocmnoo  answers  sU  tbeinretenoss 

Amb  Ait  doctrine  unfAvotable  to  human  impiovement,  and' 

ndaom  the  "Esxay  om  Populatitm"  to  a  commenUry  iUavixa- 

»r#  of  the  unaiiMweraUoiuM  of  *'  PoUt,eal  Juttietr 


of  Action  and  poetry  have  been  overshadowed  by  Iht 
same  infectious  gloom.  But  mankind  appear  to  na 
to  be  emerging  from  their  tnnce.  I  am  aware,  nit* 
thinks,  of  a  slow,  gradual,  silent  change.  In  that 
belief  I  liave  composed  the  following  Foem. 

I  do  not  presume  to  enter  into  competition  wilk 
our  greatest  contemporary  Poets.  Yet  I  am  unwilliiy 
10  tread  in  the  fboisteps  of  any  who  have  preceded 
me.  I  have  sought  to  avoid  the  imitation  of  any 
style  of  language  or  versification  peculiar  to  the  origin 
al  minds  of  which  it  is  the  character,  designing  that 
even  if  what  I  have  produced  be  worthless,  it  should 
still  be  properly  my  own.  Nor  have  I  permitted  any 
system  relating  to  mere  words,  to  divert  the  attcntiaa 
eif  the  reader  from  whatever  interest  i  may  have 
succeeded  in  creating,  to  my  own  ingenuity  in  oon- 
triving  to  disgust  them  according  to  the  rules  of  criti- 
cism. I  have  simply  clothed  my  thoughts  in  whal 
appeared  to  me  the  most  ob\ious  and  appropriate 
language.  A  person  familiar  with  nature,  and  with 
the  most  celebrated  productions  of  the  human  miuL 
can  scarcely  err  in  following  the  instinct,  mth  re- 
spect to  selection  of  language,  produced  by  that 
fuiqiliaritjr. 

Tlierc  is  an  e}{uc^ti9o  peculiarly  fitted  for  a  Poei 
without  which,  genius  and  sensibility  can  hardly  fiU 
the  circle  of  their  capariiicis.     No  education  indeed 
can  entitle  to  this  appellation  a  dull  and  unobservui 
mind,  or  one,  though  neitlier  dull  nor  unobeer^ant.  ii 
which    the   channels   of   communicatioo   belwecB 
thought  and   expression  have   been  obstmcted  or 
closed.    How  far  it  is  my  fortune  to  belong  to  either 
of  the  latter  classes,  I  cannot  know.    I  aspire  lo  bt 
something  better.     I'he  circumstances  of  my 
dental  education   have  been  favorable  lo  this 
bitioiL     I  have  been  familiar  from   bc^hood 
mountains  and  lakes,  and  the  sea.  and  the  solitude  of 
forests ;  danger  which  sports  upon  the  brink  of  pie* 
cipices,  has  Ix^eii  my  playmate.     I  have  trodden  the 
glaciers  of   tlie  Alps,  and   lived  under  the  eye  of 
Afont  Hlanc.     I  have  been  a  wanderer  among  di^ 
tant  fields.     I  have  soiled  down  mighty  riven,  slid 
seen  the  sun  rise  and  set,  and  the  stars  come  forth, 
wliilst  I  have  sailed  night  and  day  down  a  rapid 
stream  among  mountains.     1  have  seen  populow 
cities,  and  have  watched  the  iiasbions  which  rise  and 
spread,   and    sink   and  change  amongst  aasemblad 
multitudes  of  men.     I  have  seen  the  theatre  of  the 
more  \iBible  ravages  of  tyranny  and  war,  dties  and 
villages  reduced  to  scattered  groups  of  black  and  roo^ 
less  houses,  and  tlie  naked  inhabitants  sitting  fiunidied 
upon  their  desolated  tliresholds.  I  have  conversed  with 
living  men  of  genius.    Tlie  poetry  of  ancient  Greece 
and  Rome,  and  modem  Italy,  and  our  own  oonntiy, 
has  been  to  me  like  external  nature,  a  passion  and  ao 
enjoyment.     Such  are  the  sources  from  which  the 
materials  for  the  imagery  of  my  Poem  have  been 
drawn.     I  have  coriKidercd  Poetry  in  its  moat  con- 
prehensive  sense,  and  have  read  the  Poets  and  the 
Historians,  and  the  Metaphysicianst  whoae  writiii|i 
have  been  accessible  to  me,  and  have  looked  upon 
the  beautiful  and  majestic  scenery  of  the  earth  aa 
common  sources  of  those  elements  which  it  ia  the 
province  of  the  Poet  to  embody  and  comlnne.     Ttl 
the  experience  and  the  feelings  to  which  I  refer,  do 
not  in  themselves  coiuititute  men  Poets,  but  only 

\  lu  Ihia  aenae  there  vdmj  be  such  a  thine  at  perfeetibiUlf  is 
woTks  ot  fbciikiii,  wiMrSikMBibat  ^  coocenion  often  mads  bf 
\he  «dvoca\M  oK  ^ntnaa^  VBKywwnwA.  ^^\  veAncJaSaUiiiui  «  a 

unm  %wA«ab\»  oiAi  \o  ao»K%. 
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ibem  to  be  die  auditon  of  thote  who  are. 
[  diaU  be  found  to  pomem  that  more  enen- 
me  of  Poetry,  the  power  of  awakening  in 
iMtioai  like  those  which  animate  my  own 
diet  which,  to  speak  sincerely,  I  know  not; 
I,  with  an  acquiescent  and  contented  spirit, 

0  be  taught  by  the  efl^t  which  I  shall  pro- 

1  tfaoae  whom  I  now  address. 

avoided,  as  I  have  said  before,  the  imitation 
mtemporary  style.  But  there  must  be  a 
ice  which  does  not  depend  upon  their  own 
raen  all  the  writers  of  any  particular  age. 
not  escape  from  subjection  to  a  common  in- 
iiich  arises  out  of  an  infinite  combination 
istencea  belonging  to  the  times  in  which 
though  each  is  in  a  degree  the  author  of 
influence  by  which  his  being  is  thus  per- 
rbaa,  the  tragic  Pbets  of  the  age  of  Peri- 
Itaiian  revivers  of  ancient  learning;  those 
ttellecti  of  our  own  country  that  succeeded 
•metion,  the  translators  of  the  Bible,  Shak- 
penser,  die  Dramatists  of  the  reign  of  Eliza- 
Lord  Bacon  ;*  the  colder  spirits  of  the  in- 
it  succeeded ;— «1I,  resemble  each  other,  and 
a  every  other  in  their  several  classes.  In 
of  things.  Ford  can  no  more  be  called  the 
£  Shakspeare,  than  Shakspeare  the  imitator 
There  were  perhaps  few  other  points  of 
nee  between  these  two  men,  than  that  which 
inal  and  inevitable  influence  of  their  age 
.  And  thia  is  an  influence  which  neither 
nest  scribbler,  nor  the  sublimest  genius  of 
can  escape;  and  which  I  have  not  attemp^ 
ape. 

r  adopted  the  stanza  of  Spenser  (a  measure 
ibiy  beautiful),  not  because  I  consider  it  a 
lei  of  poetical  harmony  than  the  blank  verse 
peare  and  Milton,  but  because  in  the  latter 
10  shelter  for  mediocrity :  you  must  either 
ir  fiuL  This  periiaps  an  assuring  spirit  should 
lot  I  was  enticed,  also,  by  the  brilliancy 
mficence  of  sound  which  a  mind  that  has 
ridied  upon  musical  thoughts,  can  produce 
and  haiinonious  arrangement  of  the  pauses 
icaiure.  Yet  there  will  be  found  some  in- 
vhere  I  have  completely  failed  in  this  a(- 
id  one,  which  I  here  request  the  reader  to 
as  an  erratum,  where  there  is  lefl  most  in- 
tly  an  alexandrine  in  the  middle  of  a  stanza. 
this,  as  in  every  other  respect,  I  have  wri^ 
Miy.  It  is  the  misfortune  of  this  age,  that 
nil  too  thoughtless  of  immortaUty,  are  ex- 
eenaiUe  to  temporary  praise  or  blame.  They 
di  the  fear  of  Reviews  before  their  ejres. 
am  of  criticism  sprang  up  in  that  torpid  in- 
h«n  Poetry  was  not  Poetry,  and  ihe  art 
ofeaaea  to  regulate  and  limit  its  powers,  can- 
iC  together.  Longinus  could  not  have  been 
mporary  of  Homer,  nor  BoUeau  of  Horace, 
species  of  criticism  never  presumed  to  aa- 
ndeiBtanding  of  its  own :  it  has  always,  un- 
adence,  fellowed,  not  i»eceded  the  opinion 
nd,  and  would  even  now  bribe  vrith  worth- 
itioQ  aome  of  our  greatest  Poets  to  impose 
I  fetten  on  their  own  imaginationa,  and 
nconacious  accomplices  in  the  daily  murder 
lioi  either  not  so  aspiring  or  not  so  Ibrtanate 


seMsai>slfflasisifc»afirAiefcJWffltenfasd. 


ai  their  own.  I  have  aougfat  therefbre  to  write,  as  I 
believe  that  Homer,  Shalvpeare,  and  Milton  wrote, 
with  an  utter  disregard  of  aiion3mioos  censure.  I 
am  certain  that  calumny  and  nusrepresentalion» 
though  it  may  move  me  to  compasrion,  cannot  di»> 
turb  my  peace.  I  shall  undersu&nd  the  expreasive 
silence  of  those  sagacious  enemies  who  dare  not 
trust  themselves  to  speak.  I  shall  endeavor  to  ex- 
tract from  the  midst  of  insult,  and  contempt,  and 
maledictions,  those  admonitions  which  may  tend  to 
correct  whatever  imfwrfections  such  censuren  may 
discover  in  this  my  first  serious  appeal  to  Ihe  Public. 
If  certain  Cridcs  were  as  clear-sighted  as  they  are 
malignant,  how  great  would  be  the  benefit  to  be  de- 
rived from  their  virulent  writings !  As  it  is,  I  fear  I 
shall  be  malicious  enough  to  be  amused  vrith  their 
paltry  tricks  and  lame  invectives.  Should  the  Pu(»- 
lic  judge  that  my  composition  is  wordless,  I  shall 
indeed  bow  before  the  tribuiml  from  which  Milton 
received  his  crown  of  immortality,  and  shall  seek  to 
gather,  if  I  live,  strength  from  that  defeat,  which  may 
nerve  me  to  some  new  enterprise  of  thought  which 
may  not  be  worthless.  I  cannot  conceive  that  Locre- 
tius.  when  he  meditated  that  poem  whose  doctrinea 
are  yet  the  bases  of  our  metaphysical  knowledge, 
and  whose  eloquence  has  been  the  wonder  of  man- 
kind, wrote  in  awe  of  such  censure  as  the  hired 
sophists  of  the  impure  and  supeistitious  noUemen 
of  Rome  might  affix  to  what  he  should  produce.  It 
was  at  the  period  when  Greece  was  led  captive,  and 
Asia  made  tributery  to  the  Republic,  fast  verging  it- 
self to  slavery  and  ruin,  that  a  multitude  of  Syrian 
capdves,  bigoted  to  the  worship  of  their  obscene 
Ashtaroth,  and  the  unworthy  successors  of  Sociatea 
atid  2^eiio,  found  there  a  precarious  subsisteDce  by 
administering,  under  the  name  of  freedmen,  to  the 
vices  and  vanities  of  the  great  These  wretehed 
men  were  skilled  to  plead,  with  a  superficial  bat 
plausible  set  of  sophisms,  in  favor  of  that  contempt 
for  virtue  which  is  the  portion  of  slavea,  and  that 
faith  in  portents,  the  most  fatel  substitute  for  benevo- 
lence in  the  imaginations  of  men,  which  arising  irom 
the  enslaved  communitiea  of  the  East  then  first  be- 
gan to  overwhelm  the  western  nations  in  ite  stream. 
Were  these  the  kind  of  men  whose  disapprobation 
the  wise  and  lofly-minded  Lucretius  should  have  re- 
garded with  a  salutary  awe  ?  The  latest  and  peihapa 
the  meanest  of  those  who  follow  in  his  foootiteps, 
would  disdain  to  hold  life  on  such  oonditiooa. 

The  Pbem  now  presented  to  the  Public  occupied 
little  more  than  six  months  in  the  compositioiL  That 
period  has  been  devoted  to  the  task  vrith  imremitting 
ardor  and  enthusiasm.  I  have  exerciaed  a  watehfbl 
and  earnest  criticism  on  my  work  as  it  grew  under 
my  hands.  I  would  wlllmgly  have  sent  it  forth  to 
the  worid  vrith  that  perfection  which  long  labor  and 
revision  is  said  to  beatow.  But  I  fbniid  that  if  I 
should  gain  something  in  exactness  by  thia  method,  I 
might  lose  much  of  the  newness  and  energy  of 
imageiy  and  language  as  it  flowed  fresh  fiom  my 
mind.  And  although  the  mere  compoeition  occupied 
no  more  than  six  montha,  the  thoughti  tfaiM  airanged 
were  alowly  gathered  in  as  many  jreais. 

I  trust  that  the  reader  vrill  carefully  diathigiiiah 
between  thoae  opinions  which  have  a  dramatio  pit^ 
priety  in  reference  to  the  charaoten  which  they  are 
deaipwd  to  eloddato,  and  such  as  are  properly  my 
own.  The  erroneoma  and  depadin^  ide^nbirihL 
have  eoDoeived  of  %  ^^BK^sM^vrnft^st 
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qnkMi  agaiiHtp  bui  not  tha  Saprane  Bmog  itnl£ 
TIm  beliaf  which  ■ans  nipentitkNU  penou  whom 
I  hmw  brought  upon  the  a»ge  entertain  of  tho  Deity, 
m  iigiirioui  to  the  character  of  hit  benoTolence,  is 
widdjf  diflferent  from  my  own.  In  reoommending 
abo  a  great  and  imporomt  change  in  the  ipiiit  which 
finimatiM  the  locial  institutioDi  of  manlund,  I  have 
avoided  all  flattery  to  those  violent  and  malignant 
[i—iniMi  of  our  nature,  which  are  ever  on  the  watch 
to  mingle  with  and  to  alloy  the  moat  beneficial  in- 
awatioiM.  There  it  no  quarter  given  to  Revenge,  or 
Envy,  or  Prejudice.  Love  it  celebrated  everywhere 
m  the  sole  law  which  ahould  govern  the  moial  world. 


DEDICATION. 


Thtra  ii  BO  dteffer  to  a  man,  that  koowi 
WiMtfiA  and  death  ii:  thare  *•  not  any  law 
Eioeodi  Ui  knowladfo ;  Deitber  ia  it  lawftd 
TWt  ha  ihoold  itoop  to  any  other  kw. 


TO  MARY 


1. 


80  now  my  tuininer4aik  it  ended,  Mary, 
And  I  return  to  thee,  mine  own  heart's  home ; 
As  to  hit  Queen  tome  victor  Knight  of  Faery, 
Bamifig  blight  spcHls  for  her  enchanted  dome ; 
Nor  thou  disdain,  that  ere  my  lame  become 
A  star  among  the  stars  of  mortal  night. 
If  it  indeed  may  cleave  its  natal  gloom, 
Iti  doubtful  promise  thus  I  would  unite 
With  thy  beloved  name,  thou  Child  of  love  and  light 

S. 

The  toil  which  stole  from  thee  so  many  an  hour. 
Is  ended « — and  the  fruit  ii  at  thy  feet ! 
No  longer  where  the  woods  to  frame  a  bower 
With  interlaced  branches  mix  and  meet. 
Or  where  with  sound  like  many  voices  sweet, 
Water-&lls  leap  among  vnld  islands  green. 
Which  framed  for  my  lone  boat  a  lone  retreat 
Of  moss-grown  trees  and  weeds,  shall  I  be  seen : 
But  beside  thee,  where  still  my  heart  has  ever  been. 

3. 
TlioughtB  of  great  deeds  were  mine,  dear  Friend, 

when  first 
The  clouds  which  wrap  this  world  fiom  youth  did 

pass. 
I  do  remember  well  the  hour  which  burst 
My  spirit's  sleep :  a  fresh  May-dawn  it  was. 
When  I  walk'd  forth  upon  the  glittering  grssi^ 
And  wept,  I  knew  not  why ;  until  there  rose 
From  the  near  school-room,  voices,  that,  alas! 
Were  but  one  echo  from  a  world  of  woes — 
Hie  harsh  and  grating  strife  of  tyrants  and  of  foes. 

4. 


5. 

And  fWxn  that  hoar  did  I  widi  earnest  thoa|^ 
Heap  knowledge  fhm  ibrbidden  mines  of  hn, 
Tet  nothing  that  my  tyrants  knew  or  taught 
I  cared  to  learn,  but  from  that  secret  store 
Wrought  linked  armor  for  my  soul,  before 
It  might  walk  forth  to  war  among  "unVind ; 
Thus  power  and  hope  were  strengthen'd  mat 

and  more 
Within  me,  till  there  came  upon  my  mind 
A  sense  of  loneliness,  a  thint  with  which  I  pinsd. 

6. 

Alas,  that  love  should  be  a  blight  and  suaie 
To  those  who  seek  all  sympathies  in  one  S— • 
Such  once  I  sought  in  vain ;  then  black 
The  shadow  of  a  starless  night,  was  throm 
Over  the  world  in  which  I  moved  alone  ^- 
Yet  never  found  I  one  not  &lse  to  me, 
Hard  hearts,  and  cold,  like  weights  of  icy 
Which  cnish'd  and  wither'd  mine,  that  could  not  bi 
Aught  but  a  lifeless  clog,  until  revived  by  thcs 

7. 

Thou  Friend,  whose  presence  on  my  wintry  hsot 
Fell,  like  bright  Spring  upon  some  herbless  pith; 
How  beautiful  and  calm  and  free  thou  weit 
In  thy  young  wisdom,  when  the  mmial  chsin 
^  Of  CuMom  thou  didst  bunt  and  rand  m  twain, 
M  And  walked  as  free  as  Ught  the  clouds  among; 
Which  many  an  en\ious  slave  then  breathed  in  wii 
From  his  dim  dungeon,  and  my  spirit  sprang 
To  meet  thee  from  the  woes  which  had  begirt  it  kaf-' 

8. 

No  more  alono  through  the  world's  wildemta^ 
Although  1  trod  the  paths  of  high  intent, 
I  journey 'd  now :  no  more  companionless, 
Where  solitude  is  like  despair,  I  went— 
There  is  the  wisdom  of  a  stem  content 
When  Poverty  can  blight  the  just  and  good, 
When  Infamy  dares  mock  the  innocent. 
And  cherished  friends  turn  with  the  multitude 
To  trample :  this  was  ours,  and  we  unshaken  stood! 

9. 

Now  has  descended  a  screner  hour. 

And  with  inconstant  fortune,  friends  return ; 

Though  sufiTering  leaves  the  knowledge  and  tb 

power 
Which  says . — Let  scorn  be  not  repaid  with  1 
And  from  thy  side  two  gentle  babes  are  bom 
To  fill  our  home  with  smiles,  and  thus  are  we 
Most  fortunate  beneath  Ufe's  beaming  mom ; 
And  these  delights,  and  thou  have  been  to  me 
The  parents  of  the  Song  I  consecrate  to  thee. 


I 


And  then  I  clasp'd  my  hands  and  look'd  around — 
— ^But  none  was  near  to  mock  my  streaming  eyes. 
Which  pour'd  their  warm  drops  on  the   sunny 

ground — 
So  without  shame,  I  spake : — *'  I  will  be  wise. 
And  just,  and  free,  and  mild,  if  in  me  Ues 
Such  power,  for  I  grow  weary  to  behold 
Tbe  aelfkh  and  the  strong  still  tfnnxuiie 
Without  reproacb  or  check."    I  then  contxoWd      \ 
my/icarrgrewcalni,and  I  was  meek and\xAd.\ 


10. 

Is  it,  that  now  my  inexperienced  fmgers 
But  strike  the  prelude  of  a  loflier  strain  f 
Or,  must  the  lyre  on  which  my  spirit  lingen 
Soon  pause  in  silence,  ne'er  to  sound  again. 
Though  it  might  shake  the  Anarch  Custom's  reig 
And  charm  the  minds  of  men  to  Truth's  own  swi 
Holier  than  was  Amphion's  ?  I  would  ftin 
IU\A.7  m  W9«— but  I  am  worn  away, 
AxviDeaxVv  ax«i\jr{e«x«^<\c«ci\ssnfiL\t4|,^cR^«^  ^ 
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11. 

;  ttC  tlioaf  I  know,  bat  dare  not  ipeak: 

f  kitarprst  to  hit  almit  yean. 

I  palenaw  of  thy  thougfatfal  cheek* 

B  ligiU  thine  ample  forehead  wean, 

f  flweeteat  smilea,  and  m  thy  tean, 

f  fBOtle  speech,  a  prophecy 

^d,  to  Kibdue  my  fondest  fears : 

igh  thine  eyes,  even  in  thy  soul  I  see 

ntrtal  fire  burning  internally. 

12. 

diat  thoo  wert  lovely  from  thy  birth, 
IS  parenfii,  thou  aspiring  Child. 
not — for  One  then  left  this  earth 
fii  was  like  a  setting  planet  mild, 
ochad  thee  in  the  radiance  undefiled 
pttting  glory ;  still  her  fame 
ithM,  through  the  tempests  dark  and  wild 
nIw  these  laUer  days ;  and  thou  canst  claim 
V  ten  thy  Sire,  of  an  immortal  name. 

13. 

•  came  forth  from  many  a  mighty  spirit, 

■as  the  echo  of  three  thousand  years ; 

mmultuoos  world  stood  mute  to  hear  it, 

kme  man  who  in  a  desert  hears 

ic  of  his  home . — unwonted  fears 

M  pale  oppressor!  of  oar  race, 

h,  and  CdsloDi,  and  k>w-thoughted  cares, 

nder'Stncken  dragons,  for  a  space 

•n  human  heart,  their  food  and  dwelling- 

ilaoe* 

14. 

(eathless  voice  pauses  among  mankind ! 

must  be  no  response  to  my  cry — 

lost  rise  and  stamp  with  fury  blind 

ure  name  who  loves  them, — thou  and  I, 

end !  can  look  from  our  tranquillity 

ps  into  the  world's  tempestuous  night, — 

iqoil  stars,  while  clouds  are  passing  by 

rrap  them  from  the  foundering  seaman's 

ight, 

ram  year  to  year  with  uneztinguish'd  light 


CANTO  L 


s  kst  hope  of  trampled  France  had  foil'd 
rief  dream  of  unremaining  glory, 
iooi  of  despair  I  rose,  and  scaleid 
I  of  an  aerial  promontory, 
;veni'd  base  with  the  vext  surge  vims  hoary ; 
die  golden  dawn  break  forth,  and  waken 
id,  and  every  wave : — but  transitory 
I :  for  sodden,  the  firm  earth  was  shaken, 
I  last  wreck  its  frame  wen  overtaken. 


n. 

So,  as  I  stood,  one  blast  of  mattering  drandar 
Bant  in  for  peals  akmg  die  wavelem  deep^ 
When,  gathering  fost,  around,  above  and  nndar. 
Long  trains  of  tremuloas  mist  began  to  onep^ 
Until  dieb  complicating  linea  did  steep 
The  orient  sun  in  shadow . — not  a  soimd 
Was  heard ;  one  horrible  repose  did  keep 
The  forests  and  the  floods,  and  all  around 
Daiknaas  more  dread  than  v^^  was  pou^d  upon 
the  ground. 

m. 

Hark!  'tis  the  rushing  of  a  wind  diat  sweeps 
Eardi  and  the  ocean.    See !  the  lightnings  yawn 
Deluging  Heaven  with  fire,  and  the  lash*d  deeps 
Glitter  and  boil  beneath :  it  rages  on. 
One  mighty  stream,  whirlwind  and  v?a ves  apthiowu. 
Lightning,  and  hail,  and  darkness  eddying  by. 
There  is  a  pause — the  sea-birds,  that  were  goM 
Into  their  caves  to  shriek,  come  forth,  to  spy 
What  calm  has  foll'n  on  earth,  what  light  is  in  the  sky. 

IV. 

For,  where  the  irresistible  storm  had  cloven 
That  foarful  darkness,  the  blue  sky  wu  seen 
Fretted  with  many  a  fiiir  cloud  interwoven 
Most  delicately,  and  the  ocean  green. 
Beneath  that  opening  spot  of  blue  serene, 
Quiver'd  like  burning  emerald :  calm  was  spread 
On  all  below;  but  for  on  high,  between 
Earth  and  the  upper  air,  the  vast  clouds  fled, 
Coundess  and  swift  as  leaves  on  autumn's  tempest 
shed. 

V. 

For  ever,  as  the  vrar  became  more  fierce 
Between  the  whirlwinds  and  the  rack  on  hi|^ 
That  spot  grew  more  serene ;  blue  light  did  pierce 
The  woof  of  those  white  donds,  which  seem*d  to  lie 
Far,  deep,  and  motionless;  while  through  the  sky 
The  pallid  semicircle  of  die  moon 
Psst  on,  in  slow  and  moving  majesty; 
Its  upper  horn  array'd  in  misls,  which  soon 
But  slowly  fled,  like  dew  beneath  the  beams  of  noon. 

VI. 
I  could  not  choose  but  gaze ;  a  fiisdnotion 
Dwelt  in  that  moon,  and  sky,  and  clouds,  which  drew 
My  fancy  thither,  and  in  expectation 
Of  what  I  knew  not,  I  remain'd : — the  hue 
Of  the  white  moon,  amid  that  Heaven  so  Uae, 
Suddenly  stain'd  with  shadow  did  appear; 
A  speck,  a  ckrad,  a  shape,  approaching  grew, 
Like  a  great  wtdp  in  the  sun's  sinking  sphere 
Beheld  afor  at  sea,  and  swift  it  came  anear. 

vn. 

Even  like  a  bark,  which  fitmi  a  chaamof  mountains. 
Dark,  vast,  and  overhanging,  on  a  river 
Which  there  collects  ihestrragdi  of  all  its  fountains. 
Comes  fordi.  whilst  widi  die  speed  its  frame  doth 

qoiver. 
Sails,  oara,  and  strsam,  tending  to  one  endeavor; 
So,  from  that  chasm  of  light  a  winged  Form 
On  all  the  winds  of  Heaven  approaching  ever 
Fkwted,  dilating  as  it  came :  die  stoim 
Pursued  it  with  fierce  Uasls,  and  li^tnin^avnCtaiwl 

warn. 
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vra. 

A  oomw  predpitoui,  of  disy  ipaed, 
Soipeiiding  thought  and  breath;  a  mooatniv  agfat.' 
For  in  the  air  do  I  behold  indeed 
An  Eagle  and  a  Serpent  wreathed  in  fi^:^ 
And  now  relaxing  its  impetuona  flight, 

'   Beftra  the  aerial  rock  on  which  I  atood. 
The  Eagle,  hovering,  wheel'd  to  left  and  right. 
And  hung  with  lingering  wingi  over  the  flood, 

And  aiartled  with  its  yells  the  wide  air*8  solitude. 

IX. 

A  shaft  of  light  upon  its  wings  deacended. 
And  eveiy  golden  feather  gleam'd  therein — 
Feather  uid  scale  inextricably  blended. 
TIm  Serpent's  maird  and  niany<oolor*d  skin 
Shooa  thfough  the  plumes  its  coils  were  twined 

within 
Bf  many  a  swollen  and  knotted  ibid,  and  high 
And  far,  the  neck  receding  lithe  and  thin, 
Sustain'd  a  crested  head,  which  warily 
Shifted  and  glanced  before  the  Eagle's  stedfast  ejre. 

X. 

Around,  around,  in  ceaseless  circles  wheeling 
With  clang  of  wings  and  scream,  the  Eagle  sail'd 
Incewantly — sometimes  on  high  concealing 
Its  lessening  orbs,  sometimes  as  if  it  iail'd, 
Droop'd  through  the  air ;  and  still  it  shriek'd  and 

waird,  » 

And  casting  back  its  eager  head,  with  beak 
And  talon  unremittingly  assail'd 
The  wreathed  Serpent,  who  did  ever  seek 
Upon  his  enemy's  heart  a  mortal  wound  to  wreak. 

XI. 

What  life,  what  power,  wtu  kindled  and  arose 
Within  the  sphere  of  that  appalling  froy ! 
For,  from  the  encounter  of  those  wondrous  foes, 
A  vapor  like  the  sea's  suspended  spray 
Hung  gather'd :  in  the  void  air,  far  away. 
Floated  the  shatter'd  plumeii;  bright  scales  did  leap, 
Where'er  the  Eagle's  talons  made  their  way, 
Like  sparks  into  the  darkness ; — as  they  sweep. 
Blood  stains  the  snowy  foam  of  the  tumultuous  deep. 

XII 
Swift  chances  in  that  combat — many  a  check. 
And  many  a  change,  a  dark  and  wild  turmoil ; 
Sometimes  the  Snake  around  his  enemy's  neck 
Lock'd  in  stiff  rings  his  adamantine  coil. 
Until  the  Eagle,  faint  with  pain  and  toil, 
Remitted  his  strong  flight,  and  near  the  sea 
Languidly  flutter'd,  hopeless  so  to  foil 
His  advorsar)',  who  then  rear'd  on  high 
His  red  and  burning  crest,  radiant  with  victory. 


XIV. 

Wile  liaflSed  wile,  and  strength  eocoonier'd  itm^ 
Thus  long,  but  unprevailing : — the  event 
Of  that  portentous  fight  appear'd  at  length: 
Until  the  lamp  of  day  was  almoet  spent 
It  had  endured,  when  lifeless,  stark,  and  rent; 
Hung  high  that  mighty  Serpent,  and  at  last 
Fell  to  the  sea,  while  o'er  the  continent, 
With  clang  of  wings  and  scream  the  Eagle  jmfk 
Heavily  home  away  on  the  exhausted  blast. 

XV. 

And  with  it  fled  the  tempest,  so  that  ocean 
And  earth  and  sky  shone  through  the  atmoaphers— 
Only,  'twas  strange  to  see  the  red  oommotioQ 
Of  waves  like  mountains  o'er  the  ainkii^  tfkm 
Of  sunset  sweep,  and  their  fierce  roar  to  hov 
Amid  the  calm :  down  the  steep  path  I  woond 
To  the  sea-shore— the  evening  was  moal  desr 
And  beautiful,  and  there  the  sea  I  found 
Calm  as  a  cradled  child  in  dreamleas  slumber  booai 


XIII. 

Then  on  the  white  edge  of  the  bursting  surge. 
Where  they  had  sunk  loi^ether,  would  the  ^ake 
Relax  his  suflucating  grasp,  und  scourge 
The  wind  with  his  wild  wriihings ;  for  to  break 
That  chain  of  torment,  the  vast  bird  would  shake 
The  strength  of  hin  unconquerable  wings 
As  in  despair,  and  with  his  sinewy  neck, 
IXmolve  in  sudden  shock  those  linked  rings, 
TTien  mmr—aa  awifi  as  smoke  from  a  volcano  aprings. 


XVI. 

There  was  a  Woman,  beautiful  as  morning. 
Sitting  beneath  the  rocks,  upon  the  aand 
Of  the  waste  sea — fair  as  one  flower 
An  icy  wilderness— each  delicate  hand 
Lay  cron'd  upon  her  bosom,  and  the  band 
Of  her  dark  hair  had  fiill'n,  and  ao  she  sale 
Looking  upon  the  waves;  on  the  bare  strand 
Upon  the  sea-mark  a  small  boot  did  wait, 
Fair  as  henelf,  like  Love  by  Hope  left  denlala. 

XVU. 

It  scem'd  that  this  fair  Shape  had  look'd  upon 
That  uiiiinaginablc  fight,  and  now 
That  her  sweet  eyes  were  weary  of  the  sun. 
As  brightly  it  illustrated  her  woe; 
For  iu  the  tears  which  silently  to  flow 
Paused  nut,  its  lustre  hung :  she  watching  aye 
The  foam-wreaths  which  the  faint  tide  wove  below 
Upon  the  spangled  sands,  groan'd  heavily. 
And  after  every  groan  look'd  up  over  the  sea. 

XVUI. 
And  when  she  saw  the  wounded  Serpent  make 
His  path  between  the  waves,  her  lips  grew  pale. 
Parted,  and  quiver'd;  the  tears  ceased  to  break 
From  her  immovable  eyes ;  no  voice  of  wail 
Escaped  her ;  but  she  rose,  and  on  the  gale 
Loosening  her  star-bright  robe  and  shadouy  hair 
Pour'd  forth  her  voice ;  the  caverns  of  the  vale 
That  open'd  to  the  ocean,  caught  it  there. 
And  fill'd  uith  silver  sounds  the  overflowing  air. 

XIX. 

She  spake  in  language  whose  strange  melody 
Might  not  belong  to  earth.    I  heard,  alone. 
What  made  its  music  more  melodious  be. 
The  pity  and  the  love  of  every  tone ; 
But  to  the  Snake  those  accents  sweet  were  knowi 
Hb  native  tongue  and  hers ;  nor  did  he  beat 
The  hoar  spray  idly  then,  but  winding  on 
Through  the  green  shadov^'s  of  the  u*aves  that  mee 
\^eaT  Xn  \!I[iq  «\iQt^,  dVd  pause  beside  her  anowy  ftet. 
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XX. 

t'the  Mndi  die  Woman  sate  again, 

pi  and  daap'd  her  hands,  and  all  between, 

I  the  unintelligible  strain 

nalodioas  ¥oice  and  eloquent  mien ; 

I  iinveil'd  her  bosom,  and  the  green 

Doing  shadows  of  the  sea  did  play 

mannoreal  depth :— one  moment  seen, 

the  next,  the  Serpent  did  obey 

and,  ooil'd  in  rest,  in  her  embrace  it  lay. 

XXL 

le  arose,  and  smiled  on  me  with  eyes 
ytit  sonowing,  like  that  planet  fair, 
vt  the  daylight  lingeroth  in  the  skies 
deaves  whh  arrowy  beams  the  dark-red  air, 
d :  To  grieve  is  wise,  but  the  despair 
•k  and  vain  which  led  thee  here  from  sleep : 
lit  thoa  know,  and  more,  if  thou  dost  dare 
m  and  with  this  Serpent,  o'er  the  deep, 
difine  and  strange,  companionship  to  keep. 

xxn. 

oa  was  like  the  wildest,  saddest  tone, 
let;  of  some  loved  voice  heard  long  ago. 

Shall  this  fiur  woman  all  alone 
B  sea  with  that  fierce  Serpent  go  7 
d  is  on  her  heart,  and  who  ran  know 
on  he  may  devour  his  feeble  prey  ? — 
ere  my  thoughts,  when  the  tide  'gan  to  flow ; 
1  strange  boat  like  the  moon's  shade  did  sway 
Bcted  stars  that  in  the  waters  lay. 

XXUI. 

of  rare  device,  which  had  no  sail 

>%vn  curved  prow  of  thin  moonstone, 

1  like  a  web  of  texture  fine  and  frail, 

I  those  gentlest  winds  which  are  not  known 

the,  but  by  the  steady  speed  alone, 

tiich  it  cleaves  the  sparkling  sea ;  and  now 

embark'd,  the  mountains  hang  and  frown 

B  starry  deep  that  gleams  below 

1  dim  expanse,  as  o'er  the  waves  we  ga 

XXIV. 

we  sail'd,  a  strange  and  uwful  tale 
Oman  told,  like  such  mysterious  dream 
IS  the  slumbercr's  check  with  wonder  pale! 
nidnight,  and  around,  a  shoreless  stream, 
)ean  roll'd,  when  that  majestic  theme 
in  her  heart  found  utterance,  and  she  bent 
ks  on  mine ;  those  eyes  a  kindling  beam 
divine  into  my  spirit  sent, 
BT  lipa  could  move,  made  the  air  eloquent 

XXV. 

ot  to  me,  but  hear!  much  shalt  thou  learn, 
lUst  remain  unthought,  and  more  untold, 
ark  Future's  ever-flowing  urn  : 
len,  that  from  the  depth  of  ages  old 
wen  o'er  mortal  thin^^  dominion  hold 
he  woild  witli  a  divided  lot, 
1,  all  pervading,  manifold, 
enii,  equal  Gods — when  life  and  thought 
th,  th^  burst  the  womb  of  inessential 
taught  J 


XXVL 

The  earliest  dweller  of  the  world  akme. 
Stood  on  the  verge  of  chaos :  Lo!  afar 
O'er  die  wkie  wild  abyss  two  meteors  shone;  . 
Spnmg  from  the  depth  of  its  tempostooia  jar: 
A  Uood-red  Comet  and  the  Morning  Star 
Mingling  their  beams  in  combat — oa  he  stood. 
All  thoughts  widiin  his  mind  waged  mutual  warr 
In  dreadful  sympathy — when  to  the  flood 
That  fiur  Star  feU,  he  tum'daxkdshed  his  bioihar^s  bloods 

xxvn. 

Thus  evil  triumph'd,  and  the  Spirit  of  evil. 
One  Power  of  many  shapes  which  none  may  know. 
One  Shape  of  many  names;  the  Fiend  did  roYol 
In  victory,  reigning  o'er  a  world  of  woe. 
For  the  new  race  of  man  went  to  and  fio, 
Famish'd  and  homeless,  lothed  and  lothing,  wild. 
And  hating  good — for  his  immortal  foe, 
He  changed  from  starry  shape,  beauteous  and  mfldr 
To  a  dire  Snake,  with"taian  and  beast  unreooDcflad* 

xxvin. 

The  darkness  lingering  o'er  the  dawn  of  things. 
Was  Evil's  breath  and  life :  this  made  him 
To  soar  alofl  with  ovenhadowing  wingpi ; 
And  the  great  Spirit  of  Good  did  creep  among 
The  nations  of  mankind,  and  every  tongue 
Cursed  and  blasphemed  him  as  he  past ;  for  none 
Knew  good  from  evil,  though  their  names  were  hung 
In  mockery  o'er  the  &ne  where  many  a  groan. 
As  King,  and  Lord,  and  God,  the  conquering  Fiend  did 
own. 

XXIX. 

The  fiend,  whose  name  was  Legion;  Death,  Decay, 
Earthq  uake  and  Blight,  and  Want,  and  Madness  pale. 
Winged  and  wan  diftcases,  an  array 
Numerous  as  leaves  that  strew  the  autumnal  gale ; 
Poison,  a  snake  in  flowers,  beneath  the  veil      « 
Of  food  and  mirth,  hiding  his  mortal  head; 
And,  without  whom  all  these  might  naught  avail. 
Fear,  Hatred,  Faith,  and  lyranny,  who  spfead 
Those  subtle  nets  which  snare  the  living  and  the  dead. 

XXX. 

His  spirit  is  their  power,  and  diey  his  slaves 
In  air,  and  light,  and  thought,  and  language  dwell ; 
And  keep  their  state  from  palaces  to  graves. 
In  all  resorts  of  men — invisible, 
But  when,  in  ebon  mirror,  Nightmare  fell 
To  tyrant  or  impostor  bids  them  rise, 
Black  winged  demon  forma— whom,  from  the  hell, 
His  reign  and  dwelling  beneath  nether  skies. 
He  loosens  to  their  dark  and  blasting  ministries. 

XXXI. 

In  the  world's  youth  his  empire  was  as  firm 
As  its  foimdations— soon  the  Spirit  of  Good, 
Though  in  the  likeness  of  a  lothesome  worm. 
Sprang  from  the  billows  of  the  formless  flood. 
Which  shrank  and  fled ;  and  with  that  fiend  of  blood 
Rene  w'd  the  doubtful  war — thrones  then  first  shook. 
And  earth's  immense  and  trampled  multitude. 
In  hope  on  their  own  powers  began  to  look. 
And  Fear,  the  demon  pale,  his  sanguine  shrine  for- 
aook. 
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xxxn. 

Than  Greece  uoie,  and  to  iti  berdt  azid  ngei, 
In  dream,  the  golden-pinion'd  Genii  came. 
Even  where  they  tlept  amid  the  night  of  agea, 
Sleeping  their  hearti  in  the  divineat  flame, 
Which  thy  breath  kindled,  Power  of  holieat  name! 
And  oft  in  cyclea  since,  when  darkneaa  gave 
New  weapon!  to  thy  fiw,  their  sunlike  fame 
Upon  die  combat  ibone— a  light  to  nve, 
UhaPferadiaeipreadibrth  beyond  the  ihadowy  grave. 

xxxni. 

Sach  is'thii  conflict — when  mankind  doth  itriTe 
With  iti  oppreaton  in  a  strife  of  blood. 
Or  when  fi«e  thoughts,  like  lightnings,  are  alive ; 
■  And  in  each  bosom  of  the  multitude 
Justice  and  truth,  with  custom's  hydra  brood, 
Wage  silent  war ; — when  priests  and  kings  dissemble 
In  smiles  or  frowns  their  fierce  disquietude. 
When  round  pure  hearts,  a  host  of  hopes  assemble, 
The  Snake  and  Eagle  meet— the  w*orld's  ibundatioos 
tremble ! 

xxxrv. 

"Hioa  hast  beheld  that  fight — when  to  thy  home 
Thou  dost  return,  steep  not  its  hearth  in  tears ; 
Though  thou  mayst  hear  that  earth  is  now  become 
The  tyrant's  garbage,  which  to  his  compeen, 
The  vile  reward  of  their  dishonor'd  years, 
Ha  will  dividing  give. — ^The  victor  Fiend 
Omnipotent  of  yore,  now  quails,  and  fean 
His  triumph  dearly  won,  which  soon  will  lend 
An  impulse  swifl  and  sure  to  his  approaching  end. 

XXXV. 
lirt,  stranger,  list !  mine  is  a  human  ibnn, 
like  that  thou  wearcst — touch  me — niirinknotnow! 
My  hand  thou  fecl'st  is  not  a  ghost's,  but  wnrm 
With  human  blood. — 'Twas  many  years  ago, 
Gance  first  my  thirsting  soul  aspired  to  know 
The  secrets  of  this  ^^ondrous  world,  when  deep 
My  heart  was  pierced  with  sympathy,  for  woe 
Which  could  not  be  mine  own — and  thought  did 
keep 
In  dream,  unnatural  watch  beside  an  in&nt's  sleep. 

XXXVI. 

Woe  could  not  be  mine  own,  since  far  fW>m  men 
I  dwelt,  a  frco  and  happy  orphan  child. 
By  the  sea-shore,  in  a  deep  mountain  glen ; 
And  near  the  waves,  and  through  the  forests  wild, 
I  roam'd,  to  storm  and  darkness  reconciled : 
For  I  was  calm  while  tempest  shook  the  sky : 
But  when  the  breathless  heavens  in  beauty  smiled, 
I  wept,  sweet  tears,  yet  too  tumultuously 
For  peace,  and  clasp'd  my  hands  aloft  in  ecstasy. 

XXXVTI. 

These  were  forebodinfi;B  of  my  &te — before 
A  woman's  heart  beat  in  my  virgin  breast 
It  had  been  nurtured  in  divinest  lore  : 
A  djring  poet  gave  me  books,  and  blest 
Widi  wild  but  holy  talk  the  sweet  unrest 
In  which  I  watch'd  him  as  he  died  away — 
A  youth  mtb  hoary  hair — a  fleeting  guest 
Of  our  lone  mountains — and  this  lore  did  tway 
Jify  tfurit  like  a  morm,  contending  there  alway. 


xxxvni. 

Thus  the  dark  tale  which  history  dolh  unfold, 
I  knew,  bat  not,  methrnks,  as  others  know. 
For  they  weep  not ;  and  Wiadom  had  unroll'd 
The  clouds  whidi  hide  the  golf  of  mortal  woe : 
To  few  can  she  that  warning  vision  show. 
For  I  lored  all  things  vritfa  intense  devotion  ; 
So  that  when  Hope's  deep  source  in  fiiUeet  flow, 
like  earthquake  did  uplift  the  stagnant  ocean 

Of  human  thought*— mine  shook  beneath  the  wide 
emotion. 

XXXIX. 
When  first  the  living  blood  thnnigh  all  these  veini 
Kindled  a  thought  in  sense,  great  Fiince  spnns 

forth, 
And  seized*  as  if  to  break,  the  ponderaaa  diaiu 
Which  bind  in  woo  the  nations  of  the  earth. 
I  saw,  and  started  from  my  cottage  hearth; 
And  to  the  clouds  and  waves  in  tameless  gladnm, 
Shriek'd,  till  they  caught  immeaaurable  miith— 
And  Inugh'd  in  light  and  music :  aoon,sweetmadiieai   ] 

Was  pour'd  upon  my  heart,  a  soft  and  thrilling  ssdne*. 

XL. 
Deep  slumber  fell  on  me : — my  dreams  were  fiiv, 
Soft  and  delightful  thoughts  did  rest  and  hover 
like  shadows  o'er  my  brain ;  and  strange  desire, 
The  tempest  of  a  possion,  raging  over 
My  tranquil  soul,  its  depths  with  light  did  cover. 
Which  past ;  and  calm,  and  darkness,  sweeter  bi 
Came — then  I  loved ;  but  not  a  human  lover! 
For  when  I  rose  from  sleep,  the  Morning  Star 
Shone  through  the  woodbine  wreaths  which  ronttl 
my  casement  were. 

XU. 
"Twas  like  an  eye  which  seem'd  to  smile  on  me. 
I  watch'd,  till  by  the  sun  made  pale,  it  — nk 
Under  the  billows  of  the  heaving  sea; 
But  from  its  beams  deep  lovo  my  spirit  drsnk. 
And  to  my  brain  the  boundless  world  now  shiank 
Into  one  bought — one  image — yea,  for  ever! 
Even  like  the  day-spring,  pour'd  on  vapois  dank. 
The  beams  of  that  ono  Star  did  shoot  and  quiver 
Through  my  benighted  mind— and  were  extinguish'^ 
never. 

XLn. 

The  day  past  thus :  at  night,  methought  in 
A  shape  of  speechless  beauty  did  appear : 
It  stood  like  light  on  a  careering  stream 
Of  golden  clouds  which  shook  the  ahnoosphere ; 
A  winged  youth,  its  radiant  brow  did  wear 
The  Morning  Star :  a  wild  dissolving  bliss 
Over  my  frame  he  breathed,  approaching  near. 
And  bent  his  eyes  of  kindling  tendemes 
Near  mine,  and  on  my  lips  imprcss'd  a  lingering 

XLm. 
And  said :  a  Spirit  loves  thee,  mortal  maiden, 
How  wilt  thou  prove  thy  worth  ?  Then  joy  and 
Together  fled,  my  soul  was  deeply  Inden, 
And  to  the  shore  I  went  to  muse  and  weep ; 
But  as  I  moved,  over  my  heart  did  creop 
A  joy  less  soft,  but  more  profound  and  strong 
Than  my  sweet  dream ;  and  it  forbade  to  keep 
The  path  of  the  sea-shore :  that  Spirit's  tongue 
^eem'd  v)\)is^T\i\^  \tv  my  heart,  and  bore  my  ste 

sXOTVf.. 
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xuv. 

Hsw,  to  dnt  vwt  and  peopled  city  led, 

WUdi  WM  a  field  of  holy  war&re  then, 

I  vmlk*d  amoiv  the  dying  and  the  dead, 

Aod  diarad  in  ftarieai  deed*  with  evil  men. 

Calm  aa  an  angel  in  the  dngoo'i  den — 

Hour  I  fafaved  deadi  for  liberty  and  truth. 

And apuxn^d  at  peace,  and  power,  and  fiune;  and 


I 


TIm  wsve^ 


I& 

mm 


Thtm  liopea  had  lort  the  gloiy  of  their  youth. 
Bow  mdkf  I  retoni'd — might  move  the  hearer*!  ruth : 

XLV. 

toan  duong  last!  the  tale  may  not  be  mid — 
that  when  thia  giief  had  been  rabdued, 
not  left,  like  others,  cold  and  dead ; 
Spirit  whom  I  loved  in  lolitode 

hii  child :  the  tempea^ahaken  wood, 
the  Ibuntaina,  and  the  hnth  of  night — 
voice,  and  well  I  undentood 
,  when  the  calm  aea  wai  bright 
Han*  aiid  Heaven  waa  breathleM  with 
deUght. 

XLVL 

b  knely  gjena  amid  the  roar  of  riven, 
Wkao  tba  dim  nighti  were  mooaleai,have  I  known 
JbfB  whkh  no  tongue  can  tell;  mypalelipquiven 
WImq  thought  reviata  them  >— know  thou  akme. 
That  after  many  waodroai  yaan  were  flown, 
I  waa  awaken'd  by  a  ihiiek  of  woe ; 
And  over  me  a  myatie  robe  waa  thrown. 
By  viawleai  handa^  and  a  blight  itar  did  glow 
Belbra  my  atepa— the  fibake  thai  met  his  mortal  fte. 

XLVn. 

TIkmi  feamt  not  then  the  Serpent  on  thy  heartt 
Faarit!  the  aud,  with  brief  and  pasionate  cry, 
And  apake  no  mora :  that  lilence  made  me  start.— 
I  kxik'd,  and  we  were  aailing  pleaaantly. 
Swift  aa  a  ckrod  between  the  sea  and  tlqr, 
Banaadi  die  riring  moon  oeen  hr  away ; 
ifcwiilaiiiB  of  ice,  like  npphiie,  piled  on  high, 
Hnmring  the  horiaon  round,  in  alence  lay 
C^  Iha  still  waters    dieae  we  dki  approach  alway. 

XLVni. 

Aod  awifi  and  swifter  grew  the  vessel's  motion. 
So  diat  a  dii^  trance  fell  on  my  brain — 
Wild  music  woke  me :  we  had  past  the  ocean 
Which  girda  the  pole.  Nature's  remotest  reign — 
And  we  ghide  last  o'er  a  pellucid  plain 
Of  wateiB,  aiure  with  the  noon-tide  day. 
Ediereal  mountains  shone  around— a  Fane 
8lood  in  the  midst,  girt  by  green  isles  which  lay 
^  die  Una  sonny  deep^  resplendent  far  away. 

XLDL 

It  waa  a  Temple,  such  as  mortal  hand 
Baa  never  built,  nor  ecstasy,  nor  dream, 
Reared  in  the  cities  of  enchanted  land : 
7  was  likest  Heaven,  ere  yet  day's  purple  stream 
Cbba  o'er  die  western  forest,  whiile  the  gleam 
Of  tba  nnrisen  moon  among  the  clouds 
la  fadming — when  with  many  a  golden  beam 
-^ne  dironging  oonstellationB  rush  in  crowds, 
^vinf  widi  flra  the  akf  and  the  mamoraal  ibods. 

SH 


like  what  may  be  conceived  of  this  vast  dome. 
When  fiom  the  depths  which  thou^t  can  seldom 

pierce. 
Genius  beholds  it  rise,  his  native  home. 
Girt  by  the  deserts  of  the  Universe, 
Tet,  nor  in  pamting's  light,  or  mightier  verae, 
Or  sculpture's  marble  language  can  invest 
That  shape  to  mortal  sense — such  gloonw  immeise 
That  incommunicable  sight,  and  rest 
Upon  the  laboring  brain  and  overburthen'd  breML 

LI. 

Winding  among  the  lawny  islands  fidr. 
Whose  bk)omy  forests  starr'd  the  shadowy  deep, 
The  wingless  boat  paused  where  an  ivoiy  stair 
Its  fretwork  in  the  crystal  sea  did  steeps 
Encircling  that  vast  Fane's  aerial  heap : 
We  diiembark'd,  and  through  a  portal  wide 
We  pass'd— whose  roof  of  moonstone  carved,  did 

keep 
A  glimmering  o'er  the  fonna  on  every  side. 
Sculptures  like  life  and  thought;  immovable,  deep- 
eyed. 

LIT. 

We  came  to  a  vast  hall,  whose  gloriooa  roof 
Was  diamond,  which  had  drunk  the  lightnmg'sdieen 
In  darkness,  and  now  pour'd  it  throngh  the  woof 
Of  spell-inwoven  clouds  hung  there  to  screen 
Iti  blinding  splendor — through  such  veil  was  seen 
That  work  of  subtlest  power,  divine  and  rare ; 
Orb  above  orb,  vrith  starry  shapes  between. 
And  homed  moons,  and  meteon  strange  and  &ir, 
On  night-black  columns  poised— <me  boUow  hemi- 
sphere! 

Tjn. 

Ten  thousand  columns  in  that  quivering  lig^t 
Distinct— betweeii  whose  shafls  wound  hr  away 
The  long  and  labyrinthine  aisles — more  bright 
With  their  own  radiance  than  the  Heaven  <S  Dey ; 
And  on  the  jasper  walls  around,  there  lay 
P^tings,  the  poesy  of  mightiest  diought. 
Which  did  the  Spirit's  history  display ; 
A  tale  of  passionate  change,  divinely  taug^ 
Which,  in  their  winged  dance,  unoonscioua  Genii 
wrought. 

LIV. 

Beneath,  there  sate  on  many  a  sapphire  throne. 
The  Great,  who  had  departed  from  mankind, 
A  mighty  Senate ; — some,  whose  white  hair  shone 
like  mountain  snow,  mild,  beautiful,  and  blind. 
Some,  female  forms,  whose  gestures  beam'd  with 

mind; 
And  ardent  youths,  and  children  bright  and  fair ; 
And  some  had  lyres  whose  strings  were  intertwined 
With  pale  and  clinging  flames,  which  ever  there 
Waked  faint  yet  thrilling  sounds  that  pierced  the 

crystal  air. 

LV. 


One  seat  was  vacant  in  the  midst,  a  throne, 
Rear'd  on  a  pjrramid  like  sculptured  flame. 
Distinct  with  circling  stops  which  rested  on 
Their  own  deep  fire    soon  as  the  Woman  came 
Into  diat  hall,  she  shriek'd  die  Spirit's  name 
And  fell ;  and  vanish'd  stowly  fiom  the  sight 
Darkness  arose  from  her  dissolving  frame. 
Which  gathering,  fUl'd  that  dome  of  woven  light. 
Blotting  ito  apbiered  itext  itiiAx  «a\mtttS6QxiiLTg4^ 
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LVI. 

Then  fint,  two  glittering  llghti  were  aeen  to  glide 
In  eirelee  on  the  amethystine  floor, 
Small  serpent  eyea  trailing  from  tide  to  aide, 
like  meteon  on  a  river's  graMy  ■bore, 
They  round  each  other  rolled,  dilating  more 
And  more— then  rose,  commingling  into  one. 
One  clear  and  mighty  planet  hanging  o'er 
A  cloud  of  deepest  shadow,  which  was  thrown 
Athwart  the  glowing  steps  and  the  cryst&lline  throne. 

LMI. 

The  cloud  which  rested  on  that  cone  of  flame 
Was  cloven ;  benealb  the  planet  sate  a  Form, 
Fairer  than  tongue  can  speak  or  thought  may  frame, 
The  radiance  of  whoso  limbs  roso-like  and  warm 
Flow'd  forth,  and  did  with  softest  light  inform 
The  shadowy  dome,  the  sculfMiU'es,  and  the  state 
Of  those  assembled  sha|x>s — with  clinging  charm 
inking  upon  their  hearts  and  mine — ^He  sate 
Miyestic,  yet  most  mild — calm,  yet  oompassionaie. 

LVIII. 

Wmder  and  joy  a  pandng  faintnoas  threw 
Over  my  brow — a  liantl  supportctl  me. 
Whose  touch  was  magic  strength :  an  eye  of  blue 
Look'd  into  mine,  like  moonlight,  soothingly ; 
And  a  voice  said — ^Tlioti  must  a  listener  be 
This  day — two  mighty  Spirits  now  return, 
like  birds  of  calm.Troni  the  world's  raging  sea. 
They  pour  fresh  light  from  Hoim's  immortal  um ; 
A  tale  of  human  power — despair  not — list  and  learn  \ 

UX. 

I  look'd,  and  lo!  one  stood  forth  eloquently. 
His  eyes  were  dark  and  deep,  and  the  clear  brow 
Which  shadow'd  them  wait  like  the  morning  sky, 
The  cloudletn  Heaven  of  Spring,  when  in  their  flow 
Through  the  bright  air,  Hiv  mil  uinds  as  they  blow 
Wake  the  green  world — ^hiM  gestures  did  obey 
The  oracular  mind  thul  made  his  features  glow. 
And  where  his  riir\-ed  Ii()8  half  open  lay. 
Passion's  divincst  stream  hod  made  impetuous  way. 

LX. 

Beneath  the  darkne«i  of  his  outspread  hair 
He  stood  thus  beautiful :  l)ut  there  was  One 
Who  sate  beside  liim  like  his  shadow  there. 
And  held  his  hand — far  lovelier — she  was  known 
To  be  thus  fair,  by  the  few  lines  alone 
Which  througli  her  floating  locks  and  gaAcr'd  cloak, 
Glances  of  Koiil-diawlving  glory,  shone  . — 
None  else  l>cheld  her  eyes — in  him  they  woke 
Memories  which  found  a  tongue,  as  thus  he  silence 
broke. 


CANTO  n. 


I. 

The  stariight  smile  of  children,  the 
Of  1%-omen,  the  fair  breast  fmm  whidi  I  f 
The  murmur  of  the  unreposing  brodka. 
And  the  green  light  which,  shifling  over) 
Some  tangled  bower  of  vines  around  me 
The  shells  on  the  sea-sand,  and  the  wild 
The  lamp-light  through  the  raflen  cheerl 
And  on  the  twining  flax — in  hfe's  young 
These  sights  and  sounds  did  nurse  my  spin 
powers. 

ir. 

In  Argolis,  beside  the  echoing  sea. 
Such  impulses  within  iny  mortal  frune 
Arose,  and  they  wore  dear  U>  memory. 
Like  tokens  of  the  dead : — but  othen  cai 
Soon,  in  another  nhapo :  the  1%'ondroua  6 
Of  the  past  world,  the  vital  words  and  d 
Of  minds  whom  neither  time  nor  change 
Traditions  dark  niid  old,  whence  evil  en 
Start  forth,  and  whoso  dim  shade  a  stream 
feeds. 

m. 

I  heard,  as  all  have  heard,  the  \'arioua  at 
Of  human  life,  and  wept  unwilling  tears 
Feeble  historians  of  ib<  shnme  and  glory. 
False  disputants  on  all  its  hopes  end  fear 
Victims  who  worfhipp'd  ruin,-— chronicle 
Of  daily  sconi.  and  slaves  who  lothed  the 
Yet  flattering  }X)wer  had  given  its  minisi 
A  throne  of  judgment  in  the  grave . — 't  \ 
That  among  such  as  these  ray  youth  shouk 
mate. 

IV. 

The  land  in  which  I  lived,  by  a  fell  ban 
Was  wither'd  up.  Tj'rantB  dwelt  side  bj 
And  stabled  in  our  homes. — until  the  ch 
Stilled  the  captive's  cry.  and  to  abide 
That  blasting  curse  men  had  no  shame- 
In  evil,  slave  and  des(X)t ;  fear  with  lust 
Strange  fellou-ship  through  mutual  hate 
Like  two  dark  ser(x?nt8  tangled  in  the  di 
Which  on  tlie  paths  of  men  their  mingling  poii 

V. 

F^rth.  our  briglit  home,  its  mountains  and  i 
And  the  etliereal  shapes  wluch  arc  suspi 
Over  its  green  exiNUise,  and  those  fair  dn 
Tho  clouds,  of  Sun  and  Ot^can,  who  hav. 
Tlio  ctilors  of  tho  air  8in«*e  fln»l  extendec 
It  cradled  the  young  world,  none  wande 
To  see  or  feel :  a  darkness  had  descendc 
On  every  heart :  the  light  which  sho>%-s 
\MusI  amou%  ^cu\Ve  \hau%hts  and  fearless  tak 
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VI. 
This  vital  world,  this  borne  of  happy  spiriti, 
Waa  aa  a  dungeon  to  my  blasted  kind. 
AH  diat  despair  from  murder'd  hope  inherits 
They  sought,  and  in  their  helpless  misery  blind, 
A  deeper  prison  and  heavier  chains  did  find, 
And  stronger  tjrrants : — a  dark  gulf  before. 
The  realm  of  a  stem  Ruler,  yawn'd  ;  behind, 
T^nor  and  Time  confiicting  drove,  and  bore 
On  thur  tempestuous  flood  the  shrieking  wretch  from 
shore. 

vn. 

Out  of  that  Ocean's  wrecks  had  Guilt  and  Woe 
Fhuned  a  dark  dwelling  for  their  homeless  thought, 
And,  starting  at  the  ghosts  which  to  and  fro 
Glide  o'er  its  dim  and  gloomy  strand,  had  brought 
Th»  wofdiip  thence  which  they  each  other  taught. 
Well  might  men  lothe  their  life,  well  might  they 

torn 
Even  to  the  ills  again  from  which  they  sought 
Sndi  refuge  afler  death  * — well  might  they  learn 
To  gfiy  on  this  &ir  world  with  hofwless  unconcern ! 

vni. 

For  they  all  pined  in  bondage ;  body  and  soul. 
Tyrant  and  slave,  victim  and  torturer,  bent 
Before  one  Power,  to  which  supreme  control 
Over  titieir  will  by  thor  own  weakness  lent, 
Made  all  its  many  names  oimupotent ; 
All  sjrmbols  of  things  evil,  all  divine ; 
And  hymns  of  blood  or  mockery,  which  rent 
The  air  from  all  its  fimea,  did  intertwine 
imposture's  impious  toils  round  each  discordant  shrine. 

IX. 

I  heard,  as  all  have  heard,  life's  various  story. 
And  in  no  careless  heart  transcribed  the  tale ; 
But,  from  the  sneers  of  men  who  had  grown  hoary 
In  Jmmwa  and  scorn,  from  groans  of  crowds  made 
pale 

'  By  fiunine,  from  a  mother's  desolate  wail 
O^er  her  poUuted  child,  from  innocent  blood 
Foor'd  on  the  earth,  and  brows  anxious  and  pale 
With  the  heart's  warfare ;  did  I  gather  food 

To  fised  my  many  thoughts— a  tameless  multitude ! 


I  wander'd  through  the  wrecks  of  days  departed 
Far  by  the  desolated  shore,  when  even 
O^er  die  still  sea  and  jagged  islets  darted 
The  light  of  moonrise ;  in  the  northern  Heaven, 
Among  the  clouds  near  the  horizon  driven. 
The  mountains  lay  beneath  one  planet  pale ; 
Around  me,  broken  tombs  and  columns  riven 
Look'd  vast  in  twilight,  and  the  sorrowing  gale 
Waked  in  tfaoae  ruins  gray  its  everlasting  wail ! 

XI. 

I  knew  not  who  had  framed  these  wonders  then. 
Nor  had  I  heard  the  story  of  their  deeds ; 
But  dwellings  of  a  race  of  mightier  men. 
And  monuments  of  less  ungentle  creeds 
Tell  their  own  tale  to  him  who  wisely  heeds 
The  language  which  they  speak ;  and  now,  to  me 
The  moonlight  making  pale  the  blooming  weeds. 
The  fariight  stai*  ubiaing  in  the  breatbJem  sea, 
lainpnted  tbote  Mcrolh  of  mortal  mywtery. 


xn. 

Such  man  has  been,  and  such  may  yet  beoome ! 
Ay,  wiser,  greater,  gentler,  even  than  they 
Who  on  the  fragments  of  yon  shattered  dome 
Have  stamp'd  the  sign  of  power— I  felt  the  sway 
Of  the  vast  stream  of  ages  bear  away 
My  floating  thoughts — my  heart  beat  hmd  and 

fiist— 
£ven  as  a  storm  let  loose  beneath  the  ray 
Of  the  still  moon,  my  spirit  onward  past 
Beneath  Truth's  steady  beams  upon  its  tumult  cast 

xm. 

It  sl^ll  be  thus  no  more !  too  long,  too  long, 
Sons  of  the  glorious  dead !  have  ye  lain  bound 
In  darkness  and  in  ruin. — Hope  is  strong. 
Justice  and  Truth  their  winged  child  have  iband— 
Awake !  arise !  until  the  mighty  sound 
Of  your  career  shall  scatter  in  its  gust 
The  thrones  of  the  oppressor,  and  the  ground 
Hide  the  last  altar's  unregarded  dust. 
Whose  Idol  has  so  long  betray'd  your  impious  trust 

XIV. 

It^must  be  so— I  will  arise  and  wakoi 
The  multitude,  and  like  a  sulphurous  hill. 
Which  on  a  sudden  from  its  snows  has  diaken 
The  swoon  of  ages,  it  shall  burst  and  fill 
The  world  with  cleansing  fire ;  it  must,  it  will — 
It  may  not  be  restrain'd  ! — and  who  shall  stand 
Amid  the  rocking  earthquake  stedfast  still. 
But  Laon  7  on  high  Freedom's  desert  land 
A  tower  whose  marble  walls  the  leagued  itofms 
withstand ! 

XV. 

One  summer  night,  in  commune  with  the  hope 
Thus  deeply  fed,  amid  those  ruins  grey 
I  watoh'd,  beneath  the  dark  sky's  starry  cope ; 
And  ever  from  that  hour  upon  me  lay 
The  burthen  of  this  hope,  and  night  or  day, 
In  vision  or  in  dream,  clove  to  my  breast : 
Among  mankind,  or  when  gone  fiir  away 
To  the  lone  shores  and  mountains,  'twas  a  guest. 
Which  fbllow'd  where  I  fled,  and  watoh'd  when  I 
did  rest 

XVI. 

These  hopes  found  words  through  which  my  spirit 

sought 
To  weave  a  bondage  of  such  sympathy. 
As  might  create  some  response  to  the  thought 
Which  ruled  me  now — and  as  the  vapors  lie 
Bright  in  the  outspread  morning's  radiancy. 
So  were  these  thoughts  invested  with  the  light 
Of  language ;  and  all  bosoms  made  reply 
On  which  its  lustre  stream'd,  whene'er  it  might 
Thro'  darkness  wide  and  deep  those  tranced  spirits 

smite. 

xvn. 

Yea,  many  an  eye  with  dizzy  tears  was  dim. 
And  ofl  I  thought  to  clasp  my  own  heart's  brother. 
When  I  could  feel  the  listener's  senses  swim. 
And  hear  his  breath  ita  own  swift  gaspings  smother 
Even  as  my  words  evdced  them— and  another. 
And  yet  another,  I  did  fbndly  deem. 
Felt  that  we  all  were  tons  of  one  %t«iil  niatibAT  \ 
And  the  cold  truth  aucYi  tad  T«N«nA  ^  iMii^^ 
Aa  to  awako  in  ghei  fioia  voiba  ^f^A.^>S^  ^srm^ 
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XVUI. 

Tflif  oft  beside  the  roin'd  labyrinth 
Whidi  ■kirii  the  hoary  cavea  of  the  green  deep, 
Did  Luo  and  his  friend  on  one  gray  plinth. 
Bound  whose  worn  base  the  wild  waves  hla  and 

leapk 
Reeling  at  eve,  a  tolly  converae  keep ; 
And  that  this  friend  was  &lse,  may  now  be  said 
Calmly— that  he  like  other  men  could  weep 
Tean  which  are  lies,  and  could  betray  and  spread 

Bnares  for  that  guileless  heart  which  fiw  his  own  had 
bled. 

^XIX. 
HMO,  had  no  great  *aim  recompensed  my  sorrow, 
I  must  have  sought  dark  respite  from  its  stress, 
In  dreamless  rest,  in  sleep  that  sees  no  morrow — 
For  to  tread  life's  disma]ring  wilderness 
Without  one  smile  to  cheer,  one  voice  to  Uees, 
Amid  the  snares  and  scoda  of  human-kind. 
Is  hard — but  I  betray'd  it  not,  nor  less 
With  tove  that  scom'd  return,  sought  to  unbind 

The  interwoven  clouds  which  make  its  i^isdom  blind. 

XX. 

With  deathless  minds  which  leave  where  they 

have  past 
A  path  of  light,  my  soul  communion  knew; 
TSU  from  that  glorious  intercoune,  at  last. 
As  from  a  mine' of  magic  store,  I  drew 
Words  which  were  weapons ; — round  my  heart 

there  grew 
The  adamantine  armor  of  their  power, 
And  from  my  fancy  wings  of  golden  hue 
Sprang  ibrthr— ]ret  not  alone  from  wisdom's  tower, 
A  minister  of  truth,  these  i^umes  young  Laon  bwe. 

XXI. 
An  orphan  with  my  parents  lived,  whose  eyea 
Were  load-stars  of  delight,  which  drew  me  home 
When  I  might  ^^under  forth ;  nor  did  I  prixe 
Aught  human  thing  beneath  Heaven's  mighty  dome 
Beyond  this  child :  so  when  sad  hours  were  come, 
Anid  bafiled  hope  like  ice  still  clung  to  me. 
Since  kin  were  cold,  and  friends  had  now  become 
Heartless  and  fidse,  I  tum'd  from  all,  to  be, 
Cythna,  the  only  source  of  tears  and  smiles  to  thee. 

XXII. 
What  wert  thou  then  f  A  child  most  infiintine. 
Yet  wandering  ior  beyond  that  innocent  age 
In  all  but  its  sweet  looks  and  mien  di\ine ; 
Even  then,  methought,  with  the  u'orld's  tyrant  rage 
A  patient  war&re  thy  young  heart  did  u-age, 
When  those  soft  eyes  of  scarcely  conscious  thought. 
Some  tale,  or  thine  own  fancies  would  engage 
To  overflow  with  team,  or  converse  fraught 
With  passion,  o'er  their  depths  its  fleeting  light  had 
wrought 

XXIII. 
She  moved  upon  this  earth  a  Rhnpc  of  brightness, 
A  power,  that  from  its  objer'ts  Hcarcely  drew 
One  impulse  of  her  being — in  her  lightness 
Most  like  some  radiant  cloud  of  morning  dew, 
Which  wanders  through  the  waste  air's  pathless 

blue, 
To  nourish  some  far  desert ;  she  did  seem 
Beside  me,  gathering  beauty  as  she  grew. 
Like  the  bright  shade  of  some  immortal  dream 
IKfiticA  v^'alkx,  when  tempest  sleeps,  the  wave  of 
life'M  dark  stream. 


XXIV. 

As  mine  own  shadow  was  this  child  to  mor 
A  second  sell^  &r  dearer  and  more  (air ; 
Which  clolhed  in  undissolving  radiancy 
All  those  steep  paths  which  languor  and 
Of  human  things,  had  made  so  dark  and  bare. 
But  which  I  trod  akme^nor,  till  bereft 
Of  friends,  and  overcome  by  lonely  care, 
Knew  I  what  solace  for  that  loss  was  left. 
Though  by  a  bitter  wound  my  trusting  heart 
deft. 


XXV. 

Once  she  was  dear,  now  she  was  all  I  had 
To  tove  in  human  life— this  playmate  sweet. 
This  child  of  twelve  years  old — so  she  was  OKle 
My  sole  associate,  and  her  willing  feet 
Wander'd  with  mine  where  earth  and  ocean  meet. 
Beyond  the  aerial  mountains  whose  vaat  ceUs 
The  unreposing  billows  ever  beat. 
Through  forests  wide  and  old,  and  lawny  deDs, 
Where  boughs  of  incense  droop  over  tha  emeiakl 
wells. 

XXVI. 

And  warm  and  light  I  felt  her  clasping  hand 
When  twined  in  mine:  she  follow'd  where  I  went. 
Through  the  tone  paths  of  our  immortal  land. 
It  had  no  waste,  but  some  memorial  lent 
Which  stnmg  me  to  my  toil — some  monument 
Vital  with  mind :  then,  Cythna  by  my  side. 
Until  the  bright  and  beaming  day  were  spent. 
Would  rest,  with  looks  entreating  to  abide. 
Too  earnest  and  too  sweet  ever  to  be  denied. 

XXVII. 

And  soon  I  could  not  have  refused  her— thus 
For  ever,  day  and  night,  we  two  were  ne'er 
Parted,  but  when  brief  sleep  di\ided  us : 
And  when  the  pouses  of  the  lulling  air 
Of  noon  beside  the  sea,  had  made  a  lair 
For  her  soothed  senses,  in  my  arms  she  slept. 
And  I  kept  watch  over  her  slumbers  there. 
While,  OS  the  shifting  visions  o'er  her  swept. 
Amid  her  innocent  rest  by  turns  she  smiled  azid  wepi 

xxvm. 

And,  in  the  murmur  of  her  dreams  was  heard 
Sometimes  the  name  of  Laon  >-«uddenly 
She  would  arise,  and  like  the  secret  bird 
Whom  sunset  ^^'akens,  All  the  shore  and  sky 
With  her  sweet  accents — a  vhld  melody ! 
Hymns  which  my  soul  hod  woven  to  FrcedoiD 

StltHlg 

The  source  of  passion  whence  they  rose,  to  be ; 
Triumphant  strains,  which,  like  a  spirit's  tcmgue. 
To  the  enchanted  waves  that  child  of  glory  sung. 

xxix. 

Her  white  arms  lifted  through  the  8hadow7  strean 
Of  her  loose  haii^-oh,  excellently  great 
Seem'd  to  me  then  my  purpose,  the  vast  theme 
Of  those  iropassion'd  songs,  when  Cythna  sate 
Amid  the  calm  which  rapture  doth  create 
After  its  tumult,  her  heart  vibrating. 
Her  spirit  o'er  the  ocean's  floating  state 
YTomheT  deev  ^Y^  ^  wandering,  on  the  wing 
Ot  viakntt  tbaX  'W«i«  iimA,\»k^)^RAiKa  ^aSmoiil  spring 
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XXX. 

For,  befive  Cjrthna  loved  it,  had  my  aong 
p^o^ptad  with  thought!  the  boimdlees  univene, 
A  nighty  oongregation,  which  were  strong 
Where'er  they  trod  the  darknen  to  disperM 
TIm  clood  of  that  unutterable  cmw 
Which  dings  upon  mankind »— all  things  became 
flfevea  to  my  holy  and  heroic  venet 
Earth,  aea  uid  sky,  the  planets,  life  and  feme 
And  hie,  or  whate*er  else  binds  the  world's  wondroiiB 
framo. 

XXXI. 

And  tfiis  beloved  child  thus  felt  the  sway 
Of  my  ooDoeptions,  gathering  like  a  doud 
Ttta  very  wind  on  which  it  rolls  away : 
Hen  too  wen  all  my  thoughts,  era  yet  endow'd 
Widi  mwBC  and  with  light,  their  fountains  flow'd 
In  poesy;  and  her  still  and  earnest  face, 
FdUd  with  feelings  which  intensely  glow*d 
WiduD,  was  tum'd  on  mine  with  speechlea  grace, 
WatcfaiBf  the  hopes  which  there  her  heart  had  leam'd 
to  trace. 

xxxn. 

b  me,  communion  with  diis  purest  being 
Kindled  intenser  leal,  and  made  me  wise 
In  knowledge,  which  in  heis  mine  own  mind  seeing 
Left  in  the  human  world  few  mysteries : 
How  without  fear  of  evil  or  disguise 
Was  Cythna ! — what  a  spirit  strong  and  mild, 
Which  death,  or  pain  or  peril  could  despise, 
Tet  melt  in  tenderness !  what  genius  wil<). 
Yet  mighty,  was  indosed  within  one  simple  child ! 

xxxm. 

New  loro  was  thia— old  age  with  its  gray  hair, 
And  wrinkled  legends  of  unworthy  things. 
And  icy  sneers,  is  naught :  it  cannot  dare 
To  bunt  the  chains  which  life  for  ever  flings 
Ob  the  entangled  soul's  aspiring  wings. 
So  is  it  cold  and  cruel,  and  is  made 
The  careless  slave  of  that  dark  power  which  brings 
Evil,  like  blight  on  man,  who,  still  betray'd, 
langha  o'er  the  grave  in  which  his  living  hopes  are  laid. 

XXXIV. 

Nor  are  the  strong  and  the  severe  to  keep 
The  empire  of  the  world :  thus  Cythna  taught 
Even  in  the  visions  of  her  eloquent  sleep, 
Unoonscioos  of  the  power  through  which  she 

wrought 
Hie  woof  of  such  intelligible  thought. 
As  from  the  tranquil  strength  which  cradled  lay 
In  her  smile-peopled  rest,  my  spirit  sought 
-    Why  die  deceiver  and  the  slave  has  sway 
O'er  heralds  so  divine  of  truth's  arising  day. 

XXXV. 

Within  that  feirest  form,  the  female  mind 
Untainted  by  the  poison-clouds  which  rest 
On  the  dark  world,  a  sacred  home  did  find : 
But  ebe,  from  the  wide  earth's  maternal  breast, 
Vielorioas  Evil,  which  had  dispossest 
AU  native  power,  had  those  feir  diildren  torn, 
And  made  them  slaves  to  soothe  his  vile  onrest, 
And  minister  to  lust  its  joys  forlorn, 
TiU  Ifaey  had  leam'd  to  breathe  the  atmosphere  of 

MOOnL 


XXXVI. 
This  misery  was  but  coldly  felt,  till  she 
Became  my  only  friend,  who  had  indned 
My  purpose  with  a  wider  sjrmpadiy ; 
Thus,  Cjrthna  moum'd  with  me  the  aervitnda 
In  which  the  half  of  human-kind  were  niew'd» 
Victims  of  lust  and  hate,  the  slavei  of  slavea. 
She  moum'd  that  grace  and  power  were  dirown 

as  food 
To  the  hyena  Lust,  who,  among  graves^ 
Over  his  lothed  meal,  laughing  in  agony,  lavea. 

xxxvn. 

And  I,  still  gazing  on  that  glorious  child. 

Even  as  these  Uioughts  flush'd  o'er  her.— ^  Cydina 

sweet. 
Well  with  the  world  art  thou  unreconciled : 
Never  will  peace  and  human  nature  meek 
Till  free  and  equal  man  and  woman  greet 
Domestic  peace ;  and  ere  this  power  can  make 
In  human  hearts  its  calm  and  holy  seat: 
This  slavery  must  be  broken." — ^As  I  spake. 
From  Cythna's  eyes  a  light  of  exultation  hrake. 

xxxvnL 

She  replied  earaesdy : — **  It  shall  be  mine. 
This  task,  mine,  Laon ! — thou  hast  mndi  to  gain ; 
Nor  wilt  thou  at  poor  Cythna's  pride  repine. 
If  she  should  lead  a  happy  female  train 
To  moot  thee  over  the  rejoicing  plain. 
When  myriads  at  thy  call  shall  throng  around 
The  Golden  City."— Then  die  child  did  strain 
My  arm  upon  her  tremulous  heart,  and  wound 
Her  own  about  my  Jieck,  till  some  reply  she  found. 

XXXIX. 

I  smiled  and  spake  not^-"  Wherefore  doettfaoa  imile 
At  what  I  say  7  Laon,  I  ai|(i  not  weak. 
And  though  my  cheek  might  become  pale  the  while. 
With  thee,  if  thou  desirest,  will  I  wttk 
Through  their  array  of  banded  slavei  to  wreak 
Ruin  upon  the  tyrants.    I  had  thought 
It  was  more  hard  to  tum  my  unpractised  dieek 
To  scorn  and  shame,  and  this  beloved'  spot 
And  thee,  O  dearest  friend,  to  leave  and  murmur  not 

XL. 

*'  Whence  came  I  what  I  am  t  thou,  Laon,  knowest 
How  a  young  child  should  thus  undaunted  be ; 
Methinks,  it  is  a  power  which  thou  bertowest. 
Through  which  I  seek,  by  most  resembling  thee. 
So  to  become  most  good,  and  great  and  freis. 
Yet  far  beyond  this  Ocean's  utmost  roar 
In  towers  and  huts  are  many  like  to  me. 
Who,  could  they  see  thine  eyes,  or  feel  such  lore 
As  I  have  leamt  from  them,  like  me  would  fear  no  more 

XLI. 

"  Think'st  diou  diat  I  shall  speak  unskilfully. 
And  none  will  heed  me  ?  I  remember  now. 
How  once,  a  slave  in  tortures  doom'd  to  die. 
Was  saved,  because  in  accents  sweet  and  low 
He  sung  a  song  his  Judge  loved  long  ago, 
As  he  was  led  to  deadiw— All  shall  relent 
Who  hear  me — tears  as  mine  have  flow'd,  shall 

flow. 
Hearts  beat  aa  mm«  d»w  \wASa^^^«Q!(^^3aMB^ 
Aa  lenmlM  the  'wocVd;  «k  vri\  wqsqlyiKkgW 
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XUI. 

«  Tee,  I  win  traad  Pride^t  golden  palaoei, 
Through  Penniy't  roofles  him  and  Kiiudid  eeUf 
Will  I  dflwendp  where'er  in  a^jectneM 
Woman  with  lome  vile  slave  her  tyrant  dwella. 
There  with  the  muaic  of  thine  own  tweet  apellB 
Will  diaaochant  the  captives,  and  will  pour 
For  the  daapairing,  from  the  ciyatal  walla 
Of  thy  deep  spirit,  reuwm's  mighty  lora, 
And  power  shall  then  abound,  and  hope  ariae  once 


air 


XLni. 

**  Can  man  be  firee  if  woman  be  a  slave  ? 
Chain  one  who  livea,  and  breathes  diiaboundli 
To  the  oorruptioo  M*  a  closed  grave ! 
Can  they  whose  matesara  beasts,  condemn'd  to  bear 
Sconi,  heavier  fiur  than  toil  or  anguish,  dare 
To  trample  their  oppresaon  ?  in  their  home 
Among  their  babes,  thou  knowcst  a  cune  would 


Hie  diape  of  woman — ^hoary  crime  would  come 
Behind,  and  fiand  rebuild  Religion's  tottering  dome. 

XUV. 

**  J  am  a  child : — T  would  not  yet  depart 
When  I  go  fimh  alone,  bearing  the  lamp 
Aloft  wUch  thou  hast  kindled  in  my  heart, 
Miltioiia  of  slaves  from  many  a  dungeon  damp 
Shall  leap  in  joy,  as  the  benumbing  cramp 
Of  agea  leaves  their  limbs — no  ill  may  haim 
Thy  Cythna  ever — truth  its  radiant  stamp 
Has  fix'd,  as  an  invulnerable  charm 
Upon  her  diildren's  brow,  dark  falsehood  to  diaarm. 

XLV. 

"  Wait  yet  awhile  for  the  appointed  day — 
Thou  wilt  depart,  and  I  with  teon  shall  stand 
Watching  thy  dim  sail  skirt  the  ocean  gray ; 
Amid  the  dwellers  of  this  lonely  land 
I  shall  remain  alone — and  thy  command 
Shall  then  dissolve  the  worid's  unquiet  trance, 
And,  multitudinous  ax  the  desert  sand 
Borne  €Xi  the  storm,  its  millions  shall  advance. 
Thronging  round  thee,  the  light  of  tlieir  deliverance. 

XLVI. 

**  Then,  like  the  forests  of  some  pathless  mountain, 
Which  from  remotest  glens  two  warring  winds 
Involve  in  fire,  which  not  the  loosen'd  fountain 
Of  broadest  floods  might  quench,  shall  all  the  kinds 
Of  evil,  catch  from  our  uniting  minds 
The  spark  which  must  consume  them ; — Cythna 

then 
Will  have  cast  off  the  impotence  that  binds 
Her  childhood  now,  and  through  the  paths  of  men 
Will  pass,  as  the  chorm'd  bird  that  haunts  the  serpent's 
den. 

XLVIl. 
**  We  part! — O  Loon,  I  must  dare  nor  tremble 
To  meet  these  looks  no  more ! — Oh,  heavy  stroke. 
Sweet  brother  of  my  soul !  can  I  diinemblo 
The  agony  of  this  thought?" — As  thus  she  spoke 
Tlie  gather'd  sobs  her  quivering  accents  broke. 
And  in  my  arms  she  hid  her  beating  breast 
J  rvnuun*d  still  for  tears — sudden  she  woke 
A»  one  awakm  from  sleep,  and  wildly  prest 
Bfy  bosom,  her  \vhole  /ramo  impetuously  poeseat 


XLvni. 

*  Wo  part  to  meet  again — but. yon  blue  waste. 
Yon  deaert  wide  and  deep  holds  no  recesa, 
l^thin  whoae  happy  silence,  tlius  embraced 
We  might  survive  all  ills  in  one  caress : 
Nor  doth  the  grave— I  fiMur  'tis  possionleaa— 
Nor  y<m  cold  vacant  Heaven : — we  meet  again 
Within  the  minds  of  men,  whose  lips  shall  bloH 
Our  memoiy,  and  whoae  hopes  its  light  retain 
When  theae  dissever'd  bones  are  troddoa  in  tfao 
plain." 

XUX. 

I  could  not  speak,  thou^  she  had  ceaaed,  fat  nam 
The  finmlains  of  her  fbcling,  swifi  and  deep^ 
Seem'd  to  anapend  the  tumult  of  their  flow ; 
So  we  aroae,  and  by  the  stariight  steep 
Went  homeward — neither  did  we  speak  nor  w«e|v 
But  pale,  were  calm  with  passkm — thus  anbdnsd 
like  evening  shades  that  o'er  the  mountaim  craapb 
We  moved  towards  our  home ;  where,  in  this  mood, 
Each  from  the  other  sought  refuge  in  solitude. 


CANTO  in. 


\ 


I. 

What  thoughts  had  sway  o'er  Cythna*s  knely 

slumber 
That  night,  I  know  not ;  but  my  owi  did  seem 
As  if  they  might  ten  thousand  years  outnumber 
Of  waking  life,  the  viEdona  of  a  dream. 
Which  hid  in  one  dim  gulf  the  troubled  stream 
Of  mind ;  a  boundletw  chaos  wild  and  vast. 
Whose  limits  yet  were  never  memory's  theme  : 
And  I  lay  struggling  as  its  whirl\%inds  post 
Sometimes  for  rapture  sick,  sometimes  for  pain  aghast 


II. 

Two  hours,  whose  mighty  circle  did  embrace 
More  time  than  might  make  gray  the  infant  woild, 
RollM  thus,  a  weary  and  tumultuous  space : 
When  the  third  came,  like  mist  on  breezes  cuii'd 
From  my  dim  sleep  a  slindow  was  unfurl'd  : 
Mcthought  upon  the  threshold  of  a  cave 
I  sate  with  Cythna ;  drooping  briony,  pearl'd 
With  dew  from  the  wild  streamlet's  shalter'd  w»ve. 
Hung,  where  we  sate  to  ta^io  the  joys  which  Namre 
gave. 

ni. 

We  lived  a  day  as  we  were  \ii-ont  to  live. 
But  Nature  had  a  robe  of  glory  on. 
And  the  bright  air  o'er  every  shape  did  weave 
Inteiiser  hues,  so  that  the  herbleHs  stone, 
The  loofless  bough  among  the  leaves  alone. 
Had  being  clearer  tlmn  its  own  could  be. 
And  Cjthna's  pure  and  radiant  self  was  shown 
In  this  strange  vision,  so  divine  to  mc, 
^TVial  \£  1  \oNed  \»fotQ«  imvw  V»\«  n««»  ^^ny. 
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IV. 

Mom  fled,  noon  came,  evening,  then  night  de- 
scended, 
And  we  prolong'd  cakn  talk  beneath  the  sphere 
Of  the  calm  moon — when  suddenly  was  blended 
Widi  our  repose  a  nameless  sense  of  fear; 
And  fiom  the  cave  behind  I  seem'd  to  hear 
Soonda  gathering  upwards ! — accents  incomplete, 
And  stifled  shrieks, — and  now,  more  near  and  near, 
A  tumult  and  a  rush  of  thronging  feet 
Tike  cavern's  secret  depths  beneath  the  earth  did  beat 

V. 

Hie  scene  was  changed,  and  away,  away,  away! 
Through  the  air  and  over  the  sea  we  sped. 
And  Cythpa  in  my  sheltering  bosom  lay, 
And  the  winds  bore  me— through  the  darbiess  spread 
Afoiuid,  the  gaping  earth  then  vomited 
LegioaB  of  ibul  and  ghastly  shapes,  which  htmg 
Upon  ny  flight ;  and  ever,  as  we  fled. 
They  jdock'd  at  Cythna — soon  to  me  then  clung 
Amise  of  actual  things  those  monstrous  dreams  among. 

VL 

And  I  lay  struggling  in  the  impotence 
Of  sleep,  while  outward  life  had  burst  its  bound, 
Though,  still  deluded,  stiove  the  tortured  sense 
To  its  dire  wanderings  to  adapt  the  sound 
Which  in  the  light  of  mom  was  pour'd  around 
Our  dwelling — breathless,  pale,  aiid  unaware 
I  rose,  and  all  the  cottage  crowded  found 
With  armed  men,  whose  glittering  swords  were  bare. 
And  whose  degraded  limbs  the  tyrant's  garb  did  wear. 

VU. 

And  ere  with  rapid  lips  and  gathcr'd  brow 
I  could  demand  the  cause — a  feeble  shriek — 
It  was  a  feeble  shriek,  faint,  far  and  low. 
Arrested  me — my  mien  grew  calm  and  meek. 
And  grasping  a  small  knife,  I  went  to  seek 
That  voice  among  the  crowd — 'twas  Cythna's  cry! 
Beneath  most  calm  resolve  did  agony  wreak 
Its  whirlwind  rage : — so  I  past  quietly 
*n]l  I  beheld,  where  bound,  that  dearest  child  did  lie. 

vm. 

I  started  to  behold  her,  for  delight 
And  exultation,  and  a  joyance  free, 
Solemn,  serene  and  lof\y,  fiU'd  the  light 
Of  the  calm  smile  with  which  she  look'd  on  me : 
So  that  I  fear'd  some  brainless  ecstasy, 
Wrought  from  that  bitter  woe,  had  wilder*d  her — 
**  Farewell !  farewell !"  she  said,  as  I  drew  nigh. 
•*  At  first  my  peace  was  marr'd  by  this  strange  stir, 
'^'OW  I  am  calm  as  truth — its  chosen  minister. 

IX. 

**  Look  not  so,  Laon — say  fitrewell  in  hope. 
These  bloody  men  are  but  the  slaves  who  bear 
Their  mistresB  to  her  task — it  was  my  scope 
Tlie  davery  where  they  dmg  me  now,  to  share. 
And  among  captives  willing  chains  to  wear 
Awhile — the  rest  thou  knowest— return,  dear  friend ! 
I^  our  first  triumph  trample  the  despair 
Whidi  would  ensnare  us  now,  for  in  the  end, 
^n  victory  or  in  death  our  hopes  and  fean  most 


These  words  had  fallen  on  my  unheeding  ear, 
Whilst  I  had  watch'd  the  motions  of  the  ciew 
With  seeming  careless  glance ;  not  many  were 
Around  her,  for  their  comrades  just  withdrew 
To  guard  some  other  victim— so  I  drew 
My  knife,  and  with  one  impulse,  suddenly 
AU  unaware  three  of  their  nimiber  slew, 
And  grasp'd  a  fourth  by  the  throat,  and  widi  loud 
cry 
My  countrymen  invoked  to  death  or  liberty! 

XI. 

What  followed  then,  I  know  not — ^fbr  a  stroke 
On  my  raised  arm  and  naked  head,  came  down. 
Filling  my  eyes  with  blood — when  I  awoke, 
I  felt  that  they  had  bound  me  in  my  swoon, 
And  up  a  rock  which  overhangs  the  town. 
By  the  steep  path  were  bearing  me :  below. 
The  plain  was  fill'd  with  slaughter, — overthrown 
The  vineyards  and  the  harvests,  and  the  glow 
Of  blazing  roofs  shone  far  o'er  the  white  Ocean's  flow. 

XII. 

Upon  that  rock  a  mighty  column  stood. 
Whose  capitol  seemed  sculptured  in  the  dcy. 
Which  to  the  wanderers  o'er  the  solitude 
Of  distant  seas,  fipom  ages  l(mg  gone  by, 
Ilad  made  a  landmark  ;  o'er  its  height  lo  fly 
Scarcely  the  cloud,  the  vulture,  or  the  blast 
Has  power — and  when  the  shades  of  evening  he 
On  Earth  and  Ocean,  its  carved  summits  cast 
The  sunken  daylight  far  through  the  aerial  waste. 

xin. 

They  bore  me  to  a  cavern  in  the  hill 
Beneath  that  column,  and  unbound  me  Uiere: 
And  one  did  strip  mo  stari( ;  and  one  did  fiU 
A  vessel  from  the  putrid  pool ;  one  bare 
A  lighted  torch,  and  four  with  friendless  care 
Guided  my  steps  the  cavem-peths  along, 
Then  up  a  steep  and  dark  and  narrow  stair 
We  wound,  until  the  torches*  fiery  tongue 
Amid  the  gushing  day  beamless  and  pallid  hung. 

XIV. 

They  raised  me  to  the  platform  of  the  pile, 
Tliat  column's  di2zy  height : — the  grate  oi  brass 
Through  which  they  thrust  me,  open  stood  the  while, 
As  to  its  ponderous  and  suspended  mass. 
With  chains  which  eat  into  the  flesh,  alas ! 
With  brazen  links,  my  naked  Umbs  they  bound : 
The  grate,  as  they  departed  to  repass. 
With  horrid  clangor  fell,  and  the  far  sound 
Of  their  retiring  steps  in  the  dense  gloom  was  drowTi'd. 

XV. 

The  noon  was  calm  and  bright- — around  that  column 
The  overhanging  sky  and  circling  sea 
Spread  forth  in  silcntness  profound  and  solemn 
liie  darkness  of  brief  frenzy  cast  on  me. 
So  that  I  knew  not  my  own  misery: 
The  islands  and  the  mountains  in  the  day 
like  clouds  reposed  afar;  and  I  could  see 
The  town  among  the  woods  below  that  lay. 
And  the  daik  locVm  VtYacVv  \Kivmd\\tf^  Vn\^v«xA^iav] 
bay. 
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XVI. 

It  wu  10  ctlm,  that  scarce  the  feathery  weed 
Sown  by  tome  eagle  on  the  topmoet  etone 
Sway'd  in  the  air.* — so  bright,  that  noon  did  bleed 
No  shadow  in  the  sky  beside  mine  own — 
Bline,  and  the  shadow  of  my  chain  alone. 
Below  the  smoke  of  roofs  involved  in  flame 
Rested  like  night,  all  else  was  clearly  shown 
In  that  broad  glare,  yet  sound  to  me  none  came, 
But  of  the  living  Mood  that  ran  within  my  frame. 

xvn. 

The  peace  of  madness  fled,  and  ah,  too  soon ! 
A  ship  was  lying  on  the  sunny  main. 
Its  sails  were  flagging  in  the  breathless  noon-— 
Its  shadow  lay  bej^ond — that  sight  again 
Waked,  with  its  presence,  in  my  tranced  brain 
Tlie  stings  of  a  known  sorrow,  keen  and  cold : 
I  knew  that  ship  bore  Cythna  o*er  the  plain 
Of  waters,  to  her  blighting  slavery  sold. 
And  watch'd  it  with  such  thoughts  as  must  remain 
untold. 

xvin. 

I  watch'd,  until  the  shades  of  evening  wrapt 
Earth  like  an  exhalation — then  the  bark 
Moved,  for  that  calm  was  by  the  sunset  snapL 
It  moved  a  speck  upon  the  Ocean  dark : 
Soon  the  wan  stars  came  ibrth,  and  I  could  mark 
Its  path  no  more  !^-I  sought  to  close  mine  eyes. 
But  like  the  balls,  their  lids  were  stiff  and  stark ; 
I  would  have  risen,  but  ere  that  I  could  rise, 
My  parched  skin  was  split  with  piercing  agooiei. 

XIX. 

I  gnaw'd  my  braxen  chain,  and  sought  to  sever 
Its  adamantino  links,  that  I  might  die : 
O  Liberty !  forgive  the  base  endeavor, 
Forgive  me,  if  reserved  for  victory. 
The  Champion  of  thy  faith  e*er  sought  to  fly. — 
That  starry  night,  with  its  clear  silence,  sent 
Tameless  resolve  which  laugh'd  at  misery 
Into  my  soul — linked  remembrance  lent 
To  that  such  power,  to  me  such  a  severe  content 

XX. 

To  breathe,  to  be,  to  hope,  or  to  despair 
And  die,  I  question'd  not ;  nor,  though  the  Sun 
Its  shafts  of  agony  kindling  through  the  air 
Moved  over  me,  nor  though  in  evening  dun. 
Or  when  the  stars  their  visible  courses  run. 
Or  morning,  the  wide  universe  was  spread 
In  dreary  calmness  round  me,  did  I  shun 
Its  presence,  nor  seek  refuge  with  the  dead 
From  one  foint  hope  whose  flbwer  a  dropping  poison 
shed. 

XXI. 

Two  days  thus  past — I  neither  raved  nor  died — 
Thirst  raged  within  me,  like  a  scorpion's  nest 
Built  in  mine  entrails :  I  had  spum'd  aside 
The  watei^vesscl,  while  despair  possest 
My  thoughts,  and  now  no  drop  remain'd!  the 

uprest 
Of  the  third  sun  brought  hunger — but  the  crust 
Which  had  been  left,  was  to  my  craving  breast 
Fuel,  not  food.    I  chew'd  the  bitter  dust, 
JndbitmybloodlemanB,  and  lick'd  the  brazea  nwt\ 


xxn. 

My  fanin  began  to  fail  when  the  fourth  mon 
Burst  o'er  the  golden  isles— a  fearful  aleep^ 
Which  through  the  caverns  dreary  and  forkra 
Of  the  riven  sool,  sent  its  foul  dreams  to  swaap 
With  whiriwind  swifinai    a  &U  &r  and  deafv— 
A  gul£  a  void,  a  sense  of  senaekssness 
These  things  dwelt  in  me,  even  as  shadowi  kitp 
Tlieir  watch  in  some  dim  chamel's  tnneKnwi^ 
A  sfaorelea  sea,  a  sky  sunless  and  planetUwi! 

xxm. 

The  forms  which  peo|ded  this  terrific  tnnoe 
I  well  remember — ^like  a  quire  of  devils. 
Around  me  they  involved  a  giddy  danoe; 
Legions  seem'd  gathering  from  the  miaty  levels 
Of  Ocean,  to  supply  thoae  ceaselea  revets^ 
Foul,  ceaseless  shadows : — tibought  could  not  divide 
The  actual  world  from  these  entangling  evikk 
Which  so  bemock'd  themselves,  that  I  deaeried 
AH  shapes  like  mine  own  self,  hideously 


XXIV. 

The  sense  of  day  and  night,  of  fake  and  true. 
Was  dead  widiin  me.    Yet  two  visioDs  bunt 
That  darkness— one,  as  since  that  hour  I  knew. 
Was  not  a  phantom  of  the  realms  aoeniat. 
Where  then  my  s|Nrit  dwelt — but  of  the  fint 
I  know  not  yet,  was  it  a  dream  or  no^ 
But  bodi,  though  not  distincter,  were  immersed 
In  hues  which,  when  through  memory's  waste  thejr 
flow. 
Made  their  divided  streams  more  brightand  rapid  noir. 

XXV. 
Methought  that  gate  was  lifted,  and  the  aeven 
Who  brought  me  thither,  four  stiff  corpses  bare, 
And  from  the  frieze  to  the  four  winds  of  Heaven 
Hung  them  on  high  by  the  entangled  hair : 
Swarthy  were  three — the  fourth  was  veryftir: 
As  they  retired,  the  golden  moon  upsprung. 
And  eagerly,  out  in  the  giddy  air. 
Leaning  that  I  might  eat,  I  stretch'd  and  clung 
Over  the  shapeless  depth  in  which  those  corpses  hung 

XXVI. 

A  woman's  shape,  now  lank  and  cold  and  blue. 
The  dwelling  of  the  many-color'd  worm. 
Hung  there,  the  white  and  hollow  cheek  I  drew 
To  my  dry  lips — what  radiance  did  inform 
Those  homy  eyes  f  whose  was  that  wither'd  fbm  f 
Alas,  alas !  it  seem'd  that  Cythna's  ghost 
Laugh'd  in  those  looks,  and  that  the  flesh  was  winc» 
Within  my  teeth ! — a  whirlwind  keen  as  frost 
Then  in  its  sinking  gulfs  my  sickening  spirit  tost 

XXVII. 

Then  seem'd  it  that  a  taroeless  hurricane 
Arose,  and  bore  me  in  its  dai^  career 
Beyond  the  sun,  beyond  the  stars  that  wane 
On  the  verge  of  formless  space — it  languished  there^ 
And  dying,  left  a  silence  IcMie  and  drear. 
More  horrible  than  famine  .■ — in  the  deep 
The  shape  of  an  old  man  did  then  appear. 
Stately  and  beautiful,  that  dreadful  sleep 
Hia  heavenly  smiles  dispersed,  and  I  could  wake  ani 
w«e^ 
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xxvin. 

n  the  blinding  tears  had  fallen,  I  saw 
Dmn,  and  thooe  corpses,  and  the  moon, 
dw  poiMnous  tooth  of  hunger  gnaw 
I,  I  icrfoiced,  as  if  the  boon 
iesa  death  would  be  accorded  soon ; — 
ini  that  slony  gloom  a  voice  arose, 
nd  sweet  as  when  low  winds  attune 
Ul^l  pines,  the  grate  did  then  unclose, 
t  reTerend  form  the  moonlight  did  repose. 

XXIX. 

[  my  cfaoms,  and  gently  spoke  and  smiled : 

wen  looaen*d  by  that  Hermit  old, 

18  were  oi  their  madness  half  beguiled, 

BT  thoee  kind  lotrfo— he  did  infold 

;  anno  around  me,  to  uphold 

died  frame,  my  scorched  limbs  he  wound 

noirt  and  balmy,  and  oo  cold 

I  drooping  leaves  .* — the  chain,  with  sound 

pake,  through  the  chasm  of  that  steep 

iir  did  bound. 


XXXIV. 

And  then  the  night^wind  streaming  from  the  ihore, 
Sent  odon  djring  sweet  a^oss  the  sea. 
And  the  swiil  UnU  the  lime  waves  which  bora, 
Were  cut  by  its  keen  keel,  though  slantingly; 
Soon  I  could  hear' the  leaves  sigh,  and  ooold  aeo 
The  myrtle-bkMsoms  staning  the  dim  grove. 
As  post  the  pebbly  beach  the  boat  did  flee 
On  sidelong  wing,  into  a  silent  cove, 
Where  ebon  pinea  a  shade  under  the  sttudight  wore. 


;  me,  it  fell  .<— What  next  I  heard, 
bwa  leaping  on  the  harbor  bar, 
ihriU  seo-wtnd,  whose  breath  idly  stirred 
i-— I  look'd  abnod,  and  saw  a  star 
aeside  a  soil,  and  distant  far 
imtain  and  its  eahmm,  the  known  mark 
who  in  the  wide  deep  wandering  are, 
fear'd  some  Spirit,  fell  and  dark, 
od  lain  me  ibm  within  a  fiendish  bark. 


indeed,  over  the  salt  sea  billow 

jret  dared  not  look  upon  the  shape 

rho  ruled  the  helm,  although  the  pillow 

(^t  head  was  hollow'd  in  his  lap, 

bore  limbo  his  mantle  did  enwrap, 

t  was  a  fiend :  at  last,  he  bent 

lifl  aged  face,  as  if  to  snap 

tadfiil  thought!  the  gentle  grondsire  bent, 

inmost  soul  his  soothing  looks  he  sent. 

xxxn. 

d  healing  potbn  to  my  lips 
lis  he  n^Bed — now  look'd  on  high, 
if  yet  the  stany  giant  dipo 
in  the  dim  sea — now  cheeringly, 
le  said  little,  did  he  speak  to  me. 
nend  beside  thee — take  good  cheer, 
im,  thou  art  now  at  liberty ! " 
those  a  human  tone  to  hear, 
s  deep  and  lone  have  languish'd  many  a 
Mr. 

xxxm. 

id  feeble  joy,  whose  glimpes  ofl 
mch'd  in  a  relapse  of  wildering  dreomo, 
nethought  we  nil'd,  until  aloft 
of  night  grew  pollid,  and  the  beams 
deooended  on  the  ocean-etreams, 
that  aged  man,  so  grond  and  mild, 
le,  even  oi  some  sick  mother  oeemo 
in  hope  over  a  dying  child, 
mae  Ea»t  darknem  again  was  piled. 
21 


CANTO  IV. 


Tm  old  man  took  the  oars,  and  soon  the  hoik 
Smote  on  the  beach  beside  a  tower  of  atone ; 
It  was  a  crumbling  beap^  whose  portal  daik 
yfiih.  bkxnning  ivy  troila  wos  ovexgiown; 
Upon  whose  floor  the  spangling  sands  were  strown, 
Aiid  rarest  sea-shells,  which  the  eternal  flood. 
Slave  to  the  mother  of  the  months,  had  thrown 
Within  the  walla  of  that  grey  tower,  which  stood 
A  changelingof  man's  art,  nuoed  amid  Nature's  brood. 

n. 

When  the  old  man  hia  boot  had  anchored. 
He  wound  me  in  his  arms  with  tender  care. 
And  very  few,  but  kindly  words  he  said. 
And  bore  me  through  the  tower  adown  a  itoir. 
Whose  smoMh  descent  some  ceaselea  step  to  wear 
For  many  a  year  hod  fidl'i»— We  came  at  last 
To  a  small  chamber,  which  with  moises  rare 
Was  tapestried,  where  me  hia  sofl  handa  placed 
Upon  a  couch  of  groas  and  oak-leavea  interlaced. 

m. 

The  moon  was  darting  through  the  latticee 
Iti  yellow  light,  warm  as  the  beams  of  day^— 
So  warm,  that  to  admit  the  dewy  breeze. 
The  old  man  open'd  them ;  the  moonlight  lay 
Upon  a  lake  whose  waters  wore  their  play 
Even  to  the  threshold  of  that  lonely  home : 
Within  was  seen  in  the  dim  wavering  ray. 
The  antique  sculptured  roof,  and  many  a  tome. 
Whose  lore  had  made  that  sage  all  that  he  had  become. 


IV. 

The  rock-built  barrier  of  the  sea  was  paat,— 
And  I  was  on  the  margin  of  a  lake, 
A  lonely  lake,  amid  the  forests  vast 
And  snowy  mountains  ^-Hlid  my  spirit  wake 
From  aleep,  aa  many-color'd  oa  the  snake 
That  girds  eternity  f  in  life  and  truth, 
fiffi^t  not  my  heart  its  cravings  ever  slakef 
Was  Cytfma  then  a  di««m,  uA  «S!l  TSTf  Y^ro!^ 
And  all  its  bopea  and  fieaxa,  «&&  «S\ 'Wayrj  vdA^tq^X 
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V. 
Thw  iDBdnea  come  agoinr-A  milder  modneMi, 
Which  darken'd  imught  but  time's  miquiot  flow 
With  ■upernaturol  nhades  of  clinging  sadnea ; 
That  gentle  Hermit,  in  my  helpless  woe, 
By  my  sick  couch  was  buEiy  to  and  fro. 
Like  a  strong  spirit  ministront  of  good : 
When  I  was  heal'd.  he  led  me  forth  to  show 
The  wonders  of  his  sylvan  solitude, 
And  we  together  sate  by  that  islc-firetted  flood. 

VI. 

He  knew  his  soothing  words  to  weave  with  skill 
From  all  my  madness  told ;  like  mine  own  heart, 
Of  Cythna  would  he  question  me,  until 
That  thrilling  name  hafl  ceased  to  make  me  start. 
From  his  familiar  lips — it  was  not  art. 
Of  wisdom  and  of  ju&tice  when  he  spoke — 
When  'mid  tod  looks  of  pity,  there  would  dart 
A  glance  as  keen  as  is  the  lightning's  stroke 
When  it  doth  rive  the  knots  of  some  ancestral  oak. 

\TI. 

Thus  slowly  from  my  brain  the  darkness  roird. 
My  thoughts  their  due  array  did  reassume 
Through  the  enchantments  of  that  Hermit  old ; 
Then  I  bethought  me  of  tho  glorious  doom 
Of  those  who  sternly  struggle  to  relume 
The  lamp  of  Hope  o'er  man's  Iwuilder'd  lot. 
And,  sitting  by  the  waters,  in  the  gloom 
Of  eve,  to  that  friend's  heart  I  told  my  thought — 
That  heart  which  had  grown  old.  but  had  corrupted 
not 

VUI. 

That  hoary  man  had  spent  his  livelong  age 
In  converse  with  the  dead,  who  leave  the  stamp 
Of  over-burning  thoughts  on  many  a  page, 
When  they  are  gone  into  the  rciim'Icss  damp 
Of  gravis ; — hiii  Kpirit  thus  bcrame  a  lamp 
Of  splendor,  like  to  th(»c  on  which  it  fed 
Through  |)coplcd  hauniif,  the  City  and  tlie  Camp, 
Deep  thirst  for  knowledge  had  liin  Axjtsteps  led. 
And  aU  tho  ways  of  men  among  mankind  he  read. 

IX. 

But  custom  maketh  blind  and  obdurate 
Tho  lof>iest  hearts : — he  had  hi>held  the  woe 
In  which  mankind  was  bound,  but  decm'd  that  fate 
Which  made  them  abject,  would  preserve  them  so ; 
And  in  su<:h  faith,  some  stedihst  joy  to  know. 
He  sought  tliis  cell :  but  when  fame  went  abroad, 
That  one  in  Argolis  did  undergo 
Torture  for  liberty,  and  that  ilie  crowd 
High  truths  from  gilled  lips  had  beard  and  imder- 
stood; 

X. 

And  that  tho  multitude  was  gathering  wide  ; 
His  spirit  leap'd  within  his  aged  frame, 
In  lonely  peace  he  could  no  muro  abide. 
But  to  the  land  on  which  tlic  victor'M  ilnmo 
Had  fed,  my  native  land,  the  IK'niiit  came : 
Each  heart  was  there  a  shield,  and  every  tongue 
IVaa  as  a  sword  of  truth — young  Laon's  name 
Rallied  their  secret  hopes,  though  tyrants  sung 
^yuu  of  triumphant  joy  our  scattered  tribes  among. 


XI. 
He  came  to  the  lone  column  on  the  rock, 
And  with  his  sweet  and  mighty  eloquence 
The  hearts  of  thoM  who  watch'd  it  did  unlo^ 
And  made  them  melt  in  tears  of  penitence. 
They  gave  him  entrance  free  to  bear  me  thenoi. 
Since  this,  the  old  man  said,  seven  yean  are  wpM, 
While  slowly  truth  on  thy  benighted  sense 
Has  crept;  the  hope  which  wilder'd  it  has  leii^ 
Meanwhile,  to  me  the  power  of  a  sublime  inteoL 

xn. 

**  Yes,  from  the  records  of  my  youthful  state. 
And  from  the  lore  of  bards  and  sages  old. 
From  whatsoe'er  my  u-akcn'd  thoughta  create 
Out  of  the  hopes  of  thine  aspirings  bold, 
.  Have  I  collected  language  to  unfold 
Truth  to  my  countr}'men ;  from  shore  to  shore 
Do(*trines  of  human  power  my  words  have  told, 
They  have  been  heard,  ainl  men  aspire  to  man 
Than  they  have  ever  gain'd  or  ever  lost  of  yora. 

xin. 

**  In  secret  chambcFs  parents  read,  and  weep. 
My  writings  to  their  babes,  no  longer  bhrid ; 
And  young  men  gather  when  their  tynnts  sleeps 
And  vows  of  faith  each  to  the  other  bind ; 
And  marriageable  maidens,  who  have  pined 
With  love,  till  life  »ecm*d  melting  through  their  knl^ 
A  warmer  zeal,  a  nobler  hope  now  fioA ; 
And  every  bosom  thus  is  rapt  and  shodt. 
Like  autumn's  myriad  leaves  in  one  swoln  mmmtiin 
brook. 

XIV. 

«The  tyrants  of  the  Gohlen  City  tremble 
At  voices  which  are  heard  alM>ut  the  streets. 
The  ministers  of  fraud  can  scarce  dissemble 
The  li(w  of  their  own  heart ;  but  when  one  meeli 
Another  at  the  Hlirine,  Iw  inly  weets. 
Though  ho  says  nolhinp.  that  tho  truth  is  known; 
Murdorera  are  pale  upon  tho  judgment-seats, 
And  gold  grows  vile  even  to  the  wealthy  crone, 
And  laughter  fills  the  l-'ane,  and  curses  shake  tbe 
Throne. 

XV. 

*'  Kind  thoughts,  and  miglity  hopes,  and  gentle  deedf 
A>x)und,  f«>r  fearl(>ss  lovo.  and  tho  pure  law 
Of  mild  e<]uality  and  (X'ace,  Kncreeds 
To  faiths  which  long  have  held  the  world  in  vutt 
Bloody  and  fiilse.  and  cold  : — as  whirl p(X>ls  ditw 
All  wrecks  of  Ocean  to  th<;ir  cliaHm,  the  sway 
Of  thy  strong  gouiiw,  knon.  which  foresaw 
This  liope.  coiii{)el8  all  spirits  to  ol)oy. 
Which  round  thy  secret  i!>irength  now  throng  in  wid« 
array. 

XVI. 
"  For  I  have  been  thy  iNisavc  iastrument"— 
(As  thus  the  old  man  spake,  his  countenance 
Glcam'd  on  me  like  a  spirit's) — "  thou  hast  letf 
To  me,  to  all,  the  power  to  advance 
Towanls  this  unfbrrseen  delivenince 
From  our  ancestral  chains — aye.  thou  didst  retf 
That  lamp  of  hope  on  high,  which  time  nor  chMBtf* 
Nor  change  may  not  eitinguish,  and  my  share 
Ot  f|Qod,  v!^  o'  et  ^«  vratVi  Via  gjithcr'd  boams  to  betf* 
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XVIL 

ihf !  am  both  unknown  and  old, 

igfa  the  woof  of  wisdom  I  know  well 

a  hnea  of  language,  I  am  cold 

Qg,  and  the  hopes  which  inly  dwell, 

nan  note  that  I  did  long  repel ; 

i*M  name  to  the  tumultuous  throng 

e  the  star  whose  beams  the  waves  compel 

peata,  and  his  soul-subduing  tongue 

lanoe  to  quell  the  mailed  crest  of  wrong. 

XVIII. 

Uood  need  not  flow,  if  thou  at  length 
p  perchance  the  very  slaves  would  spare 
Bthran  and  themselves ;  great  is  the  strength 
a— for  lately  did  a  maiden  fair, 
m  her  childhood  has  been  taught  to  bear 
infi  heaviest  yoke,  arise;  and  make 
the  law  of  truth  and  freedom  hear, 
h  dMae  quiet  words — '  ibr  thine  own  sake 
para  me ;'— did  with  ruth  so  take 

XIX. 
arti,  that  even  the  torturer  who  had  bound 
A  calm  frame,  ere  it  was  yet  impaled, 
1  her  weeping  dien ;  nor  could  bo  found 
Bin  hand  to  harm  her — ^onaasaird 
re  she  walks  thzongh  the  great  City,  veil'd 
b's  adamantine  eloqnenee, 
com.  and  death  and  pain  dras  trebly  mail*d, 
inding  in  the  smilei  of  that  defence, 
Bnt  and  the  Dove,  Wisdom  and  Innocence. 


iU-eyed  women  throng  around  her  path : 
sir  luxunous  dimgeons,  from  the  dust 
ler  thralls,  fiom  the  oppressor's  wrath, 
areasea  of  his  sated  lust, 
ogiegate . — in  her  they  put  their  trust ; 
inta  send  their  armed  slaves  to  quell 
par; — they,  even  like  a  thunder-gust 
fay  some  forest,  bend  beneath  the  spell 
ong  maiden's  speech,  and  to  their  chiefs 
rebeL 

XXI. 

hiB  dodi  equal  laws  and  justice  teach 
■n,  outraged  and  polluted  long ; 
ig  die  sweetest  fruit  in  human  roach 
e  &ir  hands  now  freet  while  armed  wrong 
M  beibre  her  look,  though  it  be  strong; 
Ida  thus  dwell  beside  her,  virgins  bright, 
trona  with  their  babes,  a  stately  throng ! 
renew  the  vows  which  they  did  plight 
ith,  and  hearts  long  ported  now  unite, 

XXII. 

omeleH  orphans  find  a  home  near  her, 

ae  poor  victims  of  the  proud,  no  leiv, 

Bck%  OQ  whom- the  smiling  ^'orld  with  stir, 

the  redemption  of  its  wickedness . — 

id  hats,  and  in  its  palaces 

t  ahne,  while  o'er  the  land  is  borne 

Be,  whoae  awful  sweetness  doth  repreai 

.  nd  her  Ibes  relenting  turn, 

be  vole  of  lore  in  hope'»  sbondao'd  am. 


xxm. 

"  So  in  the  populous  City,  a  young  maiden 
Has  baffled  Havoc  of  the  prey  which  he 
Marks  as  his  own,  whene'er  with  chains  o'eiladaii 
Men  make  them  arms  to  hurl  down  tyranny, 
False  arbiter  between  the  bound  and  free ; 
And  o'er  the  land,  in  hamlets  and  in  towns 
The  multitudes  collect  tumultuously. 
And  throng  in  arms;  but  tyranny  disowns 
Their  claim,  and  gathers  strength  around  its  trem- 
bling thrones. 

XXIV. 
**  Blood  soon,  although  unwillingly,  to  shod 
The  free  cannot  forbear — the  Queen  of  Slates^ 
The  hoodwink'd  Angel  of  the  blind  and  dead. 
Custom,  with  iron  mace  points  to  the  gravea. 
When  her  own  standard  desolately  wavte 
Over  the  dust  of  Prophets  and  of  Kings. 
Many  yet  stand  in  her  array — '  she  pavea 
Her  path  with  human  hearts,'  and  o'er  it  flingi 
The  wildering  gloom  of  her  immeasurable  winga. 

XXV. 

"  There  is  a  plain  beneath  the  City's  wall. 
Bounded  by  misty  mountains,  wide  and  vast. 
Millions  there  Ufi  at  Freedom's  thrilling  call 
Ten  thousand  standards  wide,  they  load  the  blaat 
Which  bean  one  sound  of  many  voices  past. 
And  startles  on  his  throne  their  sceptred  foe : 
He  sits  amid  his  idle  pomp  aghast. 
And  that  his  power  hath  past  away,  doth  know- 
Why  pause  the  victor  swords  to  seal  his  overthrow  f 

XXVI. 

"The  tyrant's  guards  resistance  yet  maintain : 
Fearless,  and  fierce,  and  hard  as  beasts  of  blood ; 
They  stand  a  speck  amid  the  peopled  plain ; 
Carnage  and  ruin  have  been  made  thmr  food 
From  infancy — ill  has  become  their  good. 
And  for  its  hateful  sake  their  will  has  wore 
The  chains  which  eat  their  hearta— the  multitade 
Surrounding  them,  with  words  of  human  love. 
Seek  from  their  own  decay  their  stubborn  minds  to 
move. 

XXVIL 

**  Over  the  land  b  felt  a  sudden  pause, 
As  night  and  day  those  ruthless  bands  around 
The  watch  of  love  is  kept . — a  trance  which  awea 
The  thoughts  of  men  with  hope— as  when  the  sound 
Of  whirlwind,  whose  fierce  blasts  the  waves  and 

clouds  confound. 
Dies  suddenly,  the  mariner  in  fear 
Feels  silence  sink  upon  his  henrtp— thus  bound. 
The  conquerors  pause,  and  oh !  may  freemen  ne'er 
Clasp  the  relentless  knees  of  Dread,  the  murderer ! 

XXVIII. 

**  If  blood  be  shed,  'tis  but  a  change  and  choice 
Of  bonds, — from  slavery  to  cowardice 
A  wretched  &U ! — uplift  thy  charmed  voice, 
Pour  on  those  evil  men  the  love  that  lies 
Hovering  within  those  spiriteoothing  eyes — 
Arise,  my  fiiend,  fiurewell ! " — As  thus  he  spake, 
From  the  green  earth  lightly  I  did  arise. 
As  one  out  of  dim  dreams  that  doih  VN«kA, 
And  Iodc*d  upon  the  depth  o£  \haX  Tv^on&%^sikA. 
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XXIX. 

I  nw  my  coantentDce  r^ected  there ; — 
And  then  my  youth  fell  on  me  like  a  wind 
Descending  on  itill  waten--my  thin  hair 
Waa  prematurely  gray,  my  fece  waa  lined 
With  channels,  auch  as  suflbring  leayea  beihindp 
Not  age ;  my  brow  was  pale,  but  in  my  cheek 
And  lips  a  flush  of  gnawing  fire  did  find 
Their  food  and  dwelling;  though  mine  eyea  might 
speak 
A  subtle  mind  and  strong  within  a  frame  thus  weak. 

XXX. 

And  though  their  lustre  now  was  spent  and  feded, 
Tet  in  my  hoUow  looks  and  withered  mien 
The  likeness  o£  a  shape  for  which  was  braided 
The  brightest  woof  of  genius,  still  was  seen — 
One  who,  methought.  had  gone  from  the  worid*s 

scene, 
And  left  it  yacant— *twas  her  lover^s  fiMe— 
It  might  resemble  her— it  once  had  been 
The  mirror  of  her  thoughts,  and  still  the  grace 
Which  her  mind's  shadow  cast,  left  there  a  lingering 

trace. 


CANTO  V. 


What  then  was  I  f  She  slumbered  widi  the  dead. 
Gloiy  and  joy  and  peace,  had  come  and  gone. 
Doth  the  doud  perish,  when  the  beams  are  fled 
Which  steep'd  its  skirts  in  gold?  or  dark  and  lone, 
Doth  it  not  through  the  paths  of  night  unknown, 
On  outspread  wings  of  its  own  wind  upborne. 
Pour  rain  upon  the  earth?  the  stars  are  shown. 
When  the  cold  moon  sharpens  her  silver  horn 
Under  the  sea,  and  make  the  wide  night  not  Ibrlom. 


xxxn. 

Strengthened  in  heart,  yet  sad,  that  aged  man 
I  left,  with  interchange  of  looks  and  tears, 
And  lingering  speech,  and  to  the  Camp  began 
My  way.  O'er  many  a  mountain  chain  which  rears 
Its  hundred  crests  aloft,  my  spirit  bears 
My  frame ;  o'er  many  a  dale  and  many  a  moor, 
And  gaily  now  me  seems  serene  earth  weara 
The  bloomy  spring's  star-bright  investiture, 
A  vision  which  aught  sad  from  sadness  might  allure. 


xxxin. 

My  powers  revived  within  me.  and  I  went 
As  one  whom  winds  waft  o'er  the  bending  grass. 
Through  many  a  vale  of  that  broad  continent 
At  night  when  I  reposed,  fair  dreams  did  pass 
Before  ray  pillow , — my  own  Cythna  was 
Not  like  a  child  of  death,  among  them  ever ; 
When  I  arose  from  rest,  a  woftil  mass 
That  gentlest  sleep  seem'd  from  my  life  to  sever. 
As  if  the  light  of  youth  were  not  withdrawn  for  ever. 

XXXIV. 
Aye  as  I  went,  that  maiden  who  hod  reared 
The  toreh  of  Truth  afar,  of  whose  high  deeds 
The  Hermit  in  his  pilgrimage  had  heard. 
Haunted  my  thoughts. — Ah,  Hope  its  sickness  feeds 
With  whatsoe'er  it  finds,  or  flowers  or  weeds ! 
Could  she  be  Cythna?— Was  that  corpse  a  shade 
Such  as  aelf'tortarmg  thought  from  madneaB  breeds  ? 
}Vhy  wag  tbia  hope  not  torture  ?  yet  it  made 
^  light  around  my  steps  which  would  not  ever  lade 


I. 

Ovxft  the  ntmost  hill  at  length  I  sped, 
A  snowy  sleep : — the  moon  was  ^"tp*g 
Over  the  Asian  mountains,  and  outspnad 
The  fdain,  the  City,  and  the  Camp  bekw 
Skirted  the  midnight  Ocean's  gUmmeriig 
The  City's  moon4it  spires  and  myriad  In 
like  stars  in  a  sublunar  sky  did  glow. 
And  fires  blazed  far  amid  the  scatter'd  a 
like  springs  of  flame,  which  bunt  when 
Earthquake  stamps, 

n. 

AH  slept  but  those  in  watchful  iims  vrht 
And  those  who  sate  tending  the  beaoon's 
And  file  few  sounds  from  that  ymA  multii 
Made  silence  more  profound — Ob,  what 
Of  human  thought  was  cradled  in  that  n 
How  many  hearts  impenetrably  veil^ 
Beat  underneath  its  shade,  what  secret  fi 
Evil  and  good,  in  woven  passions  mafl'd. 
Waged  through  that  silent  throng ;  a  war  tl 
fidl'd! 

in. 

And  now  the  Power  of  Good  held  victor 
So,  through  the  labyrinth  of  many  a  tent 
Among  the  silent  millions  who  did  lie 
In  innocent  sleep,  oxultingly  I  went ; 
The  moon  had  left  Heaven  desert  now,  I 
From  eastern  mom  the  first  faint  lustre  si 
An  armed  youth— over  his  spear  he  bent 
His  downward  face — **  A  friend !"  I  cri« 
And  quickly  common  hopes  mode  freemen  un 

IV. 

I  sate  beside  him  while  the  morning  beai 
Crept  slowly  over  Heaven,  and  talk'd  wi 
Of  those  immortal  hopes,  a  glorious  theroi 
Which  led  us  forth,  until  the  stars  grew  c 
And  all  the  while,  methought,  his  voice  d 
As  if  it  drowned  in  remembrance  were 
Of  thoughts  which  make  the  moist  e3res  o 
At  last,  when  daylight  'gan  to  fill  the  air, 
He  look'd  on  me,  and  cried  in  wonder,"  Thou  a 

V. 

Then,  suddenly,  I  knew  it  was  the  youth 
In  whom  its  eariiest  hopes  my  spirit  foun 
But  envious  tongues  had  stain'd  his  spotl« 
And  thoughtless  pride  his  love  in  silence 
And  shame  and  sorrow  mine  in  toils  had 
Whilst  he  was  innocent,  and  1  deluded ; 
The  truth  now  came  upon  me,  on  the  gro 
Teanoi  i«^«ii^6bi%V>Y^  which  fiist  inlruds 
¥e\\&aX,«xui  o'  «t  \>av^^^^'fB^!i^^^?.'<:^^ 
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VI. 
while  with  rapid  lipt  and  eamett  eyea 
k*d,  a  aoond  of  tweeping  oooflict  tpread, 
■  tike  earth  did  luddenly  ante ; 
mty  trat,  looaed  by  that  chuncxr  dread, 
ada  ootqvBDg  and  aeiaed  their  anna— we 

aped 

da  die  aoond :  our  tribea  were  gathering  &r, 
■anguine  ilavet  amid  len  thounnd  dead 
I  in  their  deep,  Inunpled  in  treacheroua  war, 
le  hearta  whoae  power  their  livet  had  eought 

toapare. 

VII. 
ibid  anakee,  that  iting  mme  gentle  child 
ringp  them  food,  when  winter  false  and  fiur 
I  tfaMsm  fiMth  widi  its  odd  nniles,  m  wild 
!age  among  die  camp  i — they  overbear 
itrioC  hoati — conibsion,  then  deapair 
idalflbB  night — when  ''Laon !"  one  did  cry : 
.  hri$^  gfaoet  fiom  Heaven  that  about  did 


Kwm,  and  widening  through  the  vaulted  aky, 
BOt  from  Earth  to  Heaven  in  aign  of  victoiy. 

vra. 

dflo  panio  dioae  ftlae  mnrderen  fled. 
Meet  tribea  befive  the  northern  gale : 
riHer  atilU  our  boali  eneompaaMd 
riiaiter'd  ranka,  and  in  a  craggy  vale, 
•  even  their  fierce  deapair  might  naught  avail 
.'d  them  around'    and  then  revenge  and 
fear 

the  high  virtue  of  the  patriots  iail : 
oinled  at  hk  Ibe  the  mortal  apear — 
mSon  in  poini,  and  cried,  "Forbear,  forbear!" 

war  tnmafiz'd  my  arm  diat  waa  uplifted 
ft  expostulation,  and  the  blood 
I  round  its  point:  I  amiled,  and — **  Qh !  thou 
gifted 

iloqnenee  which  diall  not  be  withatood, 
ftoar — ^I  cried  in  joy,  "  diou  vital  flood. 
By  heart  be  dry,  ere  thus  the  cauae 
liidi  dwu  wert  aught  worthy  be  subdued— 
are  pale^ — ye  weep, — ^your  paaaiona  pauae« — 
1 !  ye  feel  the  truth  of  love's  benignant  laws. 

X. 

tn,  our  breihren  and  our  friends  are  slain : 
nder'd  them,  I  think,  as  they  did  sleep ! 
ivfaat  have  ye  done  f  the  slightest  pain 
I  ye  might  sufibr,  there  were  eyes  to  weep ; 
I  have  quench'd  diem — ^there  were  smiles  to 
atoep 

learts  in  balm,  but  they  are  lost  in  woe ; 
loae  whom  love  did  set  his  watch  to  keep 
d  your  tents  truth's  freedom  to  bestow, 
*d  as  they  did  sleep— but  they  fbcgive  ye 


DOW. 


XI. 


lereixe  should  ill  ever  flow  from  ill, 
ain  sliO  keener  pain  for  ever  breed  f 
1  are  brediren— even  the  slaves  who  kill 
re,  aie  men!  and  to  avenge  misdeed 
r,  doth  but  Misery  feed 


lerown  broken  heart!  O  Earth,  O  Heaven! 
Km,  diead  Nature,  which  to  every  deed 
Q  that  lives,  or  is,  to  be  hath  given, 
o  diee  have  these  done  i/i/ and  a/e  i&igiven. 


xn. 


"  Join  then  your  hands  and  hearts,  and  let  the  past 
Be  as  a  grave  which  gives  not  up  its  deed 
To  evil  thou^ts."— A  film  then  overcast 
My  sense  with  dhnness,  fer  the  wound,  which 

Ued 
FreaUy,  swift  shadows  o'er  mine  eyes  had  shad. 
When  I  awoke,  I  lay  'mid  fiiends  and  feee, 
And  earnest  countenances  on  me  shed 
The  light  of  questioning  kioks,  whilst  one  did  ckw 
My  wound  with  bshniest  herbs,  and  soothed  me  to 
repose. 

xm. 

And  one  whose  spear  had  pierced  me,  lean'd  be- 
side 
With  quivering  lips  and  humid  eyes ;— and  all 
Seem'd  like  some  brothers  on  a  journey  wide 
Gione  forth,  whom  now  strange  meeting  did  befidl 
In  a  strange  land,  round  one  whom  they  might 

call 
Tlieir  friend,  their  chiefs  their  fadier,  fer  amay 
Of  peril,  which  had  saved  them  fiom  the  thrall 
Of  death,  now  suflfering.    Thus  the  VMt  array 
Of  thoae  fraternal  bands  were  reconciled  that  d^. 

XIV. 
lifting  die  thunder  of  their  acclamatioii. 
Towards  die  City  dien  the  multitude. 
And  I  among  diem,  went  in  joy — a  natioo 
Made  free  by  love, — a  mighty  brotherhood 
link'd  by  a  jealous  interchaiige  of  good ; 
A  glorious  pageant,  more  magnificent 
Than  kingly  slaves  arra3r'd  in  gold  and  blood ; 
When  they  return  fiom  carnage,  and  are  sent 
In  triumph  bright  beneath  the  populous  battlement 

XV. 
Afiur,  the  City  walls  were  throog'd  on  high* 
And  mjrriads  on  each  giddy  turret  clung. 
And  to  each  spire  fer  lessening  in  the  sly. 
Bright  pennons  on  the  idle  vrinds  were  hung ; 
As  we  approach'd  a  shout  of  jo3rance  sprung 
At  once  from  all  die  crowd,  as  if  the  vast 
And  peopled  Earth  its  boundlea  skies  among 
The  sudden  clamor  of  delight  had  cast. 
When  from  before  its  fiuse  some  general  wreck  had 


XVI. 
Our  armies  dirough  the  City's  hundred  gates 
Were  pour'd,  like  brooks  which  to  the  rocky  lair 
Of  some  deep  lake,  whose  silence  them  awaits. 
Throng  fiom  the  mountains  when  the  storms  are 

there; 
And  as  we  past  through  the  calm  sunny  air, 
A  thousand  flower-inwoven  crov^ns  were  shed. 
The  token  flowers  of  truth  and  freedom  fair. 
And  fiurest  hands  bound  them  on  many  a  head* 
Those  angels  of  love's  heaven,  that  over  all  was 

spread. 

xvn. 

I  trod  as  one  tranced  in  some  rapturous  visi<m : 
lliose  bloody  bands  so  lately  reconciled. 
Were,  ever  as  they  went,  by  the  contrition 
Of  anger  tum'd  to  love  from  ill  beguiled. 
And  every  one  on  them  more  gendy  smiled. 
Because  diey  had  done  evil : — the  sweet  awe 
Of  such  mild  looks  made  dieir  own  hearta  grow 

mild. 
And  did  vrith  soft  attractioa  ever  draw 
Tlieir  i^lritB  to  the  V>v%  oC  {t«aAaiiC%  «Q^>Kfi. 
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xvm. 

And  they,  and  all,  in  one  loud  ityinplumy 
My  name  wliich  liberty,  commingling,  lifted 
**  ilie  friend  and  the  prcM>r^f  r  of  the  free ! 
The  parent  of  ihisi  joy ! "  and  fair  eyes  gifted 
With  feelings,  c>nii)?ht  from  one  who  had  uplifted 
The  light  of  a  gn>at  spirit,  round  me  ihone ; 
And  all  the  8ha|>efl  of  tliis  grand  scenery  shifted 
Like  restless  clouds  before  the  stedlait  sun^ — 
Where  was  that  Maid  ?  I  ask'd,  but  it  was  known 
of  none. 

XI3L 

Laone  wai  the  name  her  love  had  chosen. 
For  she  was  namelem,  and  her  birth  none  knew : 
Where  was  liaonc  now  1^ — the  words  were  frozen 
Within  my  lips  with  fear ;  Imt  to  subdue 
Such  dreadful  hope,  to  my  great  tank  was  due. 
And  when  at  Icnglli  one  brought  reply,  that  she 
To-morrow  would  appour,  I  then  withdrew 
To  judge  what  need  for  that  great  throng  might 
be. 
For  now  the  stars  came  thick  over  the  twilight  sea. 

XX. 

Yet  need  was  none  for  rest  or  food  to  care, 
Even  though  thai  multitude  was  pasnng  great, 
Since  each  one  for  the  other  did  prepare 
All  kindly  succor — ^Therelbre  to  the  gate 
Of  the  Imperial  House,  now  dosobte, 
I  past,  and  there  was  found  aghast,  alone, 
The  fallen  Tyrant ! — silently  lie  sate 
Upon  the  footstool  of  his  golden  throne, 
Which,  starr'd  with  sunny  gems,  in  its  own  lustre  ilume. 

XXI. 

Alone,  but  for  one  child,  who  led  before  him 
A  graceful  dance :  the  only  living  thing 
Of  all  the  crowd,  which  tliither  to  adore  him 
Fiock'd  yesterday,  who  solace  sought  to  bring 
In  Iiis  alKuidonmcnt ! — she  knew  the  King 
Had  praised  her  dnnce  of  yon;,  and  now  she  wove 
Its  circles,  aye  weeping  and  murmuring 
'Mid  her  sad  task  of  uiiregnnled  love, 
That  to  no  smiles  it  might  \u»  H])ecchle8s  sadness  move. 

XXII. 
She  fled  to  him.  and  wildly  dasp'd  his  feet 
When  human  steps  were  heard . — he  moved  nor 

spoke. 
Nor  changed  his  hue,  nor  raisird  his  looks  to  meet 
The  gaze  of  strangew— our  loud  entrance  woke 
The  echoes  of  the  hall,  which  circling  broke 
The  calm  of  itt  recesses, — like  a  tomb 
Its  sculptured  wnllo  vaoantly  to  the  stroke 
Of  footfallH  answered,  an<l  the  twilight's  gloom, 
Lay  hke  a  chamel's  mijit  within  the  radiant  dome. 

XXIII. 

The  little  cliild  stood  up  when  we  came  nigh ; 
Her  lips  and  cheeks  scem'd  ^ery  pale  and  wan, 
Rut  on  her  forehead,  and  within  her  eye 
I^iy  beauty,  which  makf>H  hearts  that  feed  thereon 
Sick  with  excels  of  sweetness ;  on  the  throne 
She  lenn'd ; — the  King  with  gather'd  brow,  and  lips 
Wrcarhci]  by  long  sconif  did  inly  sneer  and  frown 
IVith  hue  like  that  when  some  great  painter  dipa 
iiia  pencil  in  the  gloom  of  earthquake  and  ecUpHe. 


XXIV. 
She  itood  beside  him  like  a  rainbow  braided 
Within  some  storm,  when  scarce  its  shadow  vh< 
From  the  blue  paths  of  the  swift  sun  have  &dcdj 
A  sweet  and  solemn  smile,  like  Cythna's,  cMt 
One  moment's  light,  which  made  my  heart  bHt 

fast. 
O'er  that  child's  parted  lips— a  gleam  of  Mm, 
A  shade  of  vanish 'd  do^n^ — as  the  tears  post 
^Ikich  wrapt  it,  even  as  with  a  lather's  ki» 
I  press'd  those  softest  eyes  in  trembling  tcndemeHi 

XXV. 

The  sceptred  wretch  then  from  that  lolitade 
I  drew,  and  of  his  change  compassionate. 
With  w^rds  of  sadnem  soothed  his  rugged  w»«hh1 
But  he,  while  pride  and  fear  held  deep  debate. 
With  sullen  guile  of  ill-dissembled  hate 
Glared  on  me  as  a  toothlea  snake  miglit  giara: 
I*ity,  not  scorn  I  felt,  though  desolate 
The  desolator  now,  and  unaware 
The  curses  which  he  mock'd  had  caught  him  h^  tf^f 
luur. 

XXVI. 

I  led  him  forth  from  that  which  now  might  « 

A  gorgeous  grave :  through  portab  sculptured  daep 
With  imagery  beautiful  as  dream 
We  went,  and  left  tlie  shades  which  tend  od  wk&f 
Over  its  unreganled  gold  to  keep 
Their  silent  watch.— The  child  trod  faintingly. 
And  OS  she  went,  the  tears  which  she  did  weep 
Glanced  in  the  starlight ;  wilder'd  seemed  she. 
And  when  I  spake,  for  soba  she  could  not  aivwer 


xxvn. 

At  last  the  tyrant  cried,  "  She  himgers,  slave : 
Stab  her,  or  give  her  broad  I" — It  was  a  tone 
Such  as  sick  fimcies  in  a  new-made  grave 
Might  hear.    1  iremblcil,  for  the  truth  was  known. 
He  with  this  child  had  thus  been  left  alone, 
And  neither  had  gone  forth  for  food, — but  be 
In  mingled  pride  and  awe  cower'd  near  his  thraoe. 
And  she,  a  nureling  of  captivity. 
Knew  naught  beyond  those  walls,  nor  what  coch 
change  might  be. 

XXVIII. 

And  she  was  troubled  at  a  charm  withdrawn 
1'hus  suddenly ;  that  sceptres  ruled  no  more— 
That  even  from  gold  the  dreadful  strength  was 

gone, 

Which  once  mode  all  tilings  subject  to  its  power 

Such  wonder  seized  him.  as  if  hour  by  hour 
The  post  hod  come  again  ;  and  the  swift  fall 
Of  one  so  great  and  terrible  of  yore. 
To  dcsolatcncRS,  in  the  hearts  of  all 
Like  wonder  stirr'd,  who  saw  such  awful  chanie 

befall. 

XXIX. 
A  mighty  crowd,  such  as  the  wide  land  poun 
Once  in  a  thousand  yeon,  now  gathered  round 
The  fallen  tj'rant ; — like  the  rush  of  showeia 
Of  hail  in  spring,  pattering  along  the  ground, 
llieir  many  footsteps  fell,  else  came  no  sound 
Fn)m  the  wide  multitude  :  that  lonely  man 
Then  knew  the  burthen  of  his  change,  and  found, 
CoivceaWtv^  \tv  live  dust  his  visage  wnn. 
Retu%e(totvv^«V«eTiV»>M^^\a!c\v^CbxQ'  Vci&VMnaiiaa 
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XXX. 

Aad  he  was  fiunt  withal :  I  nte  betide  him 
Upoo  die  eerth,  and  took  that  child  so  fair 
Ffom  hia  weak  arros,  that  ill  mif^t  none  betide  him 
Or  her; — ^when  Ibod  woa  brought  to  them,  her  ihare 
To  hia  averted  lipa  the  child  did  bear, 
But  wben  the  aaw  he  had  enough,  she  ate 
And  wept  the  while ; — the  lonely  man's  despair 
Hog^  then  overcame,  and  of  hia  state 
FfUfiil,  oa  the  dust  as  in  a  trance  he  sate. 

XXXL 

Stowly  the  silence  of  the  multitudes 
hac,  aa  when  tat  is  heard  in  some  lone  dell 
The  gathering  of  a  wind  among  the  woods^ 
And  be  ia  fidlen !  they  cry,  he  who  did  dwell 
like  ftmine  or  the  plague,  or  aught  more  fell 
j%ip«Mkg  our  hcmieii,  is  fallen !  the  murderes 
Who  alaked  his  thinting  soul  aa  from  a  well 
Of  blood  and  tears  with  ruin !  he  is  here ! 
Ank  m  a  gulf  of  scorn  from  which  none  may  him  rear ! 

xxxn. 

Then  WBB  heard — ^Hc  who  judged  let  him  be  brought 
Ta  judgment!  blood  for  bkwd  cries  from  the  soil 
Ob  which  hia  crimes  have  deep  poUution  wrought! 
Shall  Othman  only  unavenged  despoil  ? 
Shall  they  who  l^  the  stress  of  grinding  toil 
Wreat  from  the  unwilling  earth  hb  luxuries, 
F^riah  for  crime,  while  his  fool  blood  may  boil, 
Or  creep  within  his  veins  at  will  t — Arise ! 
And  to  high  justice  make  her  eboaen  sacrifice. 

xxxm. 

*■  What  do  ye  aeek f  what  fear  ye ?'*  then  I  cried. 
Suddenly  starting  forth,  "  that  ye  should  shod 
The  blood  of  Othman — if  your  hearts  are  tried 
In  the  true  love  of  freedom,  cease  to  dread 
This  one  poor  lonely  man — beneath  Heaven  spread 
In  purest  light  above  us  all,  through  earth, 
Ms^enial  earth,  who  doth  her  sweet  smiles  shed 
For  all,  let  him  go  free ;  until  the  worth 
Of  human  nature  win  fipom  these  a  seccmd  birth. 

XXXIV. 

**  What  call  ye  justice  f  is  there  one  who  ne'er 
In  secret  thought  has  wish'd  another's  ill  ? — 
Are  ye  all  pure  f  let  those  stand  forth  who  hear. 
And  tremble  not    Shall  they  insult  and  kill. 
If  such  they  be  7  their  mild  eyes  can  they  fill 
YTiih  die  fidse  anger  of  the  hypocrite  7 
Alaa,  such  were  not  pure — the  chasten'd  will 
Of  virtue  sees  that  justice  is  the  light 
Of  love,  and  not  revenge,  and  terror  and  despite." 

XXXV. 

The  mitimnr  of  the  people  slowly  d)ring. 
Paused  aa  I  spake,  then  those  who  near  me  were, 
Caat  gentle  looks  where  the  lone  man  was  lying 
Shrouding  his  head,  which  now  that  infant  fair 
Claap'd  on  her  lap  in  silence ; — through  the  air 
fiofaa  were  then  heard,  and  many  kim'd  my  feet 
In  pity'a  madnea,  and  to  the  despair 
Of  him  whom  late  they  cursed,  a  solace  sweet 
Hii  very  Tictiina  bfoughfr-nnft  kwks  and  speechaa  meet 


XXXVI. 

Then  to  a  home  for  his  repose  assigned. 
Accompanied  by  the  still  throng  he  went 
In  silence,  whore  to  soothe  his  rankling  mind. 
Some  likeness  of  his  ancient  state  was  lent ; 
And  if  his  heart  could  have  been  innocent 
As  those  who  pardon'd  him,  he  might  have  ended 
His  days  in  peace ;  but  his  strait  lipa  were  bent. 
Men  said,  into  a  smile  which  guile  portended, 
A  sight  with  which  that  child-like  hope  with  foar 
was  blended. 

xxxvn. 

Twas  midnight  now,  the  eve  of  that  great  day 
Whereon  the  many  nations  at  whose  call 
The  chains  of  earth  Uke  mist  melted  away, 
Decreed  to  hold  a  sacred  Festival, 
A  rite  to  attest  the  equality  of  all 
Who  live.    So  to  their  homes,  to  dream  or  wake. 
All  went  The  sleepless  silence  did  recall 
Loone  to  my  thoughts,  i^vith  hopes  that  make 
The  flood  recede  from  which  their  thirst  they  aeek  to 
slake. 

xxxvni. 

The  dawn  flow'd  forth,  and  from  its  purple  fonntaim 
I  drank  those  hopes  which  make  the  spirit  quail ; 
As  to  the  plain  between  the  misty  mountaina 
And  the  great  City,  with  a  countenance  pale 
I  went  .* — it  was  a  sight  which  might  avail 
To  make  men  weep  exulting  tears,  for  whom 
Now  first  from  human  power  the  reverend  veil 
Was  torn,  to  see  Earth  from  her  general  womb 
Pour  forth  her  swarming  sons  to  a  fraternal  doom ; 

XXXIX. 

To  see,  for  glancing  in  the  misty  morning. 
The  signs  of  that  innumerable  host. 
To  hear  one  sound  of  many  made,  the  warning 
Of  Eartli  to  Heaven  from  its  free  children  toat. 
While  the  eternal  hills,  and  the  sea  lost 
In  wavering  light,  and  starring  the  Une  sky 
The  city's  myriad  spires  of  gold,  almoat 
With  human  joy  made  mute  society. 
Its  witnesses  with  men  who  must  hereafter  be. 

XL. 

To  see  like  some  vast  island  from  the  Ocean, 
The  Altar  of  the  Federation  rear 
Its  pile  i'  tlie  midst ;  a  work,  which  the  devotion 
Of  millions  in  one  night  created  there, 
Sudden,  as  when  the  moonrise  makes  appear 
Strange  clouds  in  the  cast ;  a  marble  pyramid 
Distinct  with  steps :  that  mighty  shape  did  wear 
The  light  of  genius ;  its  still  shadow  hid 
Far  ships :  to  know  its  height  the  morning  mists  forbid ! 

XU. 

To  hear  the  resdess  multitudes  for  ever 
Around  the  base  of  that  great  Altar  fk>w. 
As  on  some  moimtain  inlet  burst  and  shiver 
Atlantic  waves ;  and  solemnly  ainl  slow 
As  the  wind  bore  that  tmnult  to  and  fro, 
To  feel  the  dreamlike  music  which  did  swim 
Like  beams  through  flooting  clouds  on  wavea  below 
Falling  in  pauaes,  from  that  Altar  dim. 
As  sUveraounding  toogusi  ^)t«a9i2kl«\  v[v  aiecaiL\eftD^ 

Yl\ 
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XLD. 
TV>  hear,  to  tee,  to  live,  was  on  that  mom 
Lethean  joy !  so  that  all  thorn  anemUed 
Cait  off  their  memoriea  of  the  past  outworn; 
Two  only  boaoms  with  their  own  life  trembled. 
And  mine  was  one^ — and  we  had  both  diwemblad; 
So  with  a  beating  heart  I  went,  and  one, 
Who  having  much,  coveta  yet  more,  resembled ; 
A  lost  and  dear  poowssion,  which  noC  won. 
He  wilka  in  koely  gloom  beneath  the  noonday  aun. 

XLin. 

TV)  the  great  I^^ramid  I  came :  its  stair 
With  female  quires  was  throng'd :  the  loveliest 
Among  the  free,  grouped  with  iu  sculptures  rare ; 
As  I  approach'd,  the  rooming's  golden  mist. 
Which  now  the  wonder-stricken  breezes  kist 
With  their  cold  lips,  fled,  and  the  summit  shone 
Like  Athos  seen  from  Semothrocia,  drest 
In  earliest  light  by  vintagers,  and  one 
Sate  there,  a  female  Shape  upon  an  ivory  throne. 

XLIV. 
A  Form  most  like  the  imagined  habitant 
Of  silver  exhalations  sprung  from  dawn. 
By  winds  which  feed  on  sunrise  woven,  to  endiant 
The  friths  of  men :  all  mortal  eyes  were  drawn, 
•     As  iiimish*d  mariners  through  strange  seas  gone 
Gaze  on  a  buming  watch-tower,  by  the  light 
Of  those  divinest  lineamenti — alone 
With  thoughti  which  none  could  share,  fiom  that 
fiiir  sight 
I  tiun*d  in  sickness,  for  a  veil  shrouded  her  ooon- 
tenance  bright 

XLV. 

And,  neither  did  I  hear  the  acclamations, 
Which  from  brief  silence  bursting,  fiU'd  the  air 
With  her  strange  name  and  mine,  from  all  the  nations 
Which  we,  they  said,  in  strength  had  gather'd  thero 
From  the  sleep  of  bondage ;  nor  the  vision  fair 
Of  that  bright  pageantry  beheld, — but  blind 
And  silent,  as  a  breathing  corpse  did  fare. 
Leaning  upon  my  friend,  till  like  a  wind 
To  fe  ver'd  cheeks,  a  voice  flo  w'd  o'er  my  troubled  mind. 

XLVI. 

Like  music  of  some  miiistrol  heavenly  gifted. 
To  one  whom  fiends  enthral,  this  voice  to  me  ; 
Scarce  did  1  Wish  her  veil  to  be  uplifted, 
I  vras  so  calm  and  joyoiw. — 1  could  see 
The  platform  where  we  stood,  the  statues  throe 
Which  kept  their  marble  watch  on  that  high  shrine, 
The  multitudes,  the  mountains,  and  the  sea ; 
As  when  eclipse  hntli  past,  things  sudden  shine 
To  men's  astonish'd  eyes  most  clear  and  ciystalline. 

XLVn. 
At  first  Laone  spoke  most  tremulously : 
But  soon  her  voice  the  calmness  which  it  sh^ 
Gather'd,  and — *'  Thou  art  whom  I  sought  to  see. 
And  thou  art  our  first  votary  here,"  she  said : 
"  I  had  a  dear  friend  once,  but  ho  is  dead ! — 
And  of  all  those  on  the  wide  earth  who  breathe, 
Thou  dost  resemble  him  alone — I  spread 
Hits  veil  between  us  two,  that  thou  beneath 
SboaJdst  image  one  who  may  have  been  long  \ottl  in 
death. 


\ 


XLVIU. 

*  For  this  wilt  thou  not  henceibflh  pardon  me  t 
Yes,  but  those  joys  which  silence  will  requite 
Forbid  reply ; — why  men  have  chosen  me, 
To  be  the  Priestess  of  this  hoUest  rite 
I  scarcely  know,  but  that  the  floods  of  light 
Which  flow  over  the  world,  have  borne  me  bithsi 
To  meet  thee,  long  most  dear ;  and  now  mute 
Thine  hand  with  mine,  and  may  all  oomibrt  wither 
From  both  the  hearts  whose  poliw  in  joy  now  heal 
together. 

XUX 
If  our  own  will  as  others'  law  we  had. 
If  the  foul  worship  tiam}ded  here  we  fear ; 
If  as  ourselves  we  cease  to  love  oar  kind  T* — 
She  paused  and  pointed  upwards — sculptured  thers 
Three  shapes  around  her  ivory  throne  appear; 
One  was  a  Giant,  like  a  child  osloep 
On  a  loose  rock,  whose  gnsp  crushed,  as  it  were 
In  dream,  sceptres  and  crowns ;  okid  one  did  keep 
Its  watchful  eyes  in  doubt  whether  lo  smile  or  weep; 


A  Woman  sitting  on  the  scolptorad  disk 
Of  the  broad  earth,  and  feeding  from  one  breast 
A  human  babe  and  a  young  basilisk ; 
Her  looks  were  sweet  as  Heavea*B  when  loveliert 
In  Autumn  eves : — ^The  third  Image  was  drest 
In  white  wings  swift  as  clouds  in  winter  skies^ 
Beneath  his  feet,  'mongst  ghastliest  forms,  represt 
Lay  Faitfi,  an  obscene  worm,  who  sought  to  rise. 
While  calmly  on  the  Sim  he  tum'd  his  diamond  eyes 

U. 

Beside  that  Image  then  I  sate,  while  she 
Stood,  'mid  the  throngs  which  ever  ebb'd  and  flow'd 
Like  light  amid  the  shadows  of  the  sea 
Cast  from  one  cloudless  star,  and  on  the  crowd 
That  touch  which  none  who  feels  forgets,  bestow'^; 
And  whilst  the  sun  returned  the  stedfest  gaze 
Of  the  great  Image  as  o'er  Heaven  it  glode. 
That  rite  had  place ;  it  ceased  when  sunset's  bisv 
Bum'd  o'er  the  isles;  all  stood  in  joy  and  deep 
.  amaze. 

When  in  the  silence  of  all  spirits  there 
Laono's  voice  was  felt,  and  through  the  air 
Her  thrilling  gestures  spoke,  most  eloquently  fur- 


1. 

**  Calm  art  thou  as  yon  sunset !  swift  and  strong 
As  new-fledged  Eagles,  beautiful  and  young, 
That  float  among  the  blinding  beams  of  morning  i 
And  underneath  thy  feet  writhe  Faith,  and  FoDy. 
Custom,  and  Hell,  and  mortal  Melancholy — 
Hark !  the  Earth  starts  to  hear  the  mighty  vi-aning 
Of  thy  voice  sublime  and  holy ; 
Its  free  spirits  here  assembled. 
See  thee,  feel  ihee,  know  thee  now. — 
To  thy  voice  their  hearts  have  trembled, 
like  ten  thousand  clouds  which  flow 
With  one  wide  wind  as  it  flies ! 
Wisdom !  thy  irresistible  children  rise 
To  Viail  thee,  and  the  elements  they  chain 
And  thfiVc  Qvm  ^w^  V)  wtW  \h«  glory  of  thy  train 
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"O  Spiiit  Tast  and  deep  aa  Night  and  HeaT«n ! 
BMiar  and  aool  of  all  to  which  it  given 
TIm  lighC  of  lifep  the  lovelinen  of  being, 
Lo!  tboQ  dost  reaacend  the  human  heart, 
Hij  chione  of  power,  almighty  as  thou  wert, 
la  draams  of  Poets  old  grown  pale  by  seeing 
The  shade  of  thee : — now,  milUoos  start 
To  ftel  thy  li^tnings  through  them  burning: 
Natiira,  or  God,  or  Love,  or  Pleasure, 
Or  Synqiathy  the  sad  tears  turning 
To  mutual  smiles,  a  drainless  treasure. 
Descends  amidst  us; — Scorn  and  Hate, 
Rerenge  and  Selfishness  are  desolate— 
A  hnndred  nations  swear  that  there  shall  be 
Fiqr  nnd  Peace  and  Love,  among  the  good  and  free ! 

3. 

•  Eldeat  of  diings,  divine  Equahtyl 
Wisdom  attd  Love  are  but  the  sUves  of  thee. 
The  Ai^ids  of  thy  sway,  the  poor  around  thee 
Triwsnrni  from  all  the  cells  of  human  thought, 
And  iroB  the  Start,  and  from  the  Ocean  bfoug^t, 
And  the  fant  living  heart  whose  beatings  bound  thee: 
The  powerful  and  the  wise  had  sought 
Tliy  coming,  thou  in  light  descending 
O^er  the  wide  land  which  is  thine  own 
Like  the  spring  whose  braath  is  blendinf 
All  blasts  of  fragrance  inio  one, 
Comest  upon  the  pedis  of  ttsn!— 
Earth  barea  her  general  boKMi  to  diy  ken, 
And  all  her  children  here  hi  glory  meet 
To  feed  upon  thy  snilei^  and  dasp  thy  sacred  feel. 


**  &fy  brediien,  we  are  free !  the  plains  and  mountains 
Hie  gray  sea^hoie,  the  forests  and  the  fountains. 
Are  hannii  of  happiestdwellert ; — man  and  woman, 
Thiir  common  bondage  burst,  may  freely  borrow 
Tnm  lawlea  love  a  solace  fbr  their  sorrow ; 
fior  oft  we  still  most  weep,  since  we  are  human. 
A  alormy  night's  serenest  morrow, 
Whose  showen  are  pity's  gentle  tears. 
Whose  cknids  are  smiles  of  those  that  die 
like  mftnti  vfithout  hopes  or  feais. 
And  whose  beams  are  joys  that  lie 
In  blended  hearts,  now  holds  dominion ; 
Hie  dawn  of  mind,  which  upwards  on  a  pinion 
Bone,  swUI  as  sunrise,  fiur  illumines  space, 
And  dwps  this  barren  world  in  iti  own  bright 
embrace! 

5. 

"Ify  brethren,  we  are  free !  the  fruits  are  glowing 
Bwiaefh  die  stars,  and  the  night-winds  are  flowing 
0^ V  die  ripe  com,  the  birds  and  beasts  are  dream- 

Never  again  may  blood  of  bird  or  beast 
Scaia  with  iti  venomous  stream  a  human  feast ! 
To  the  pore  skies  in  accusation  steaming. 
Avenging  poisons  shall  have  ceased 
To  fred  disease  and  fear  and  madnws, 
The  dwdOen  of  the  earth  and  air 
flhall  throng  around  our  steps  with  gladnam, 
flastiiif  thdr  food  or  refuge  there. 
Ov  toil  from  tbou^t  all  gtorioos  fbnns  shall  eull, 
T»  make  das  Earth,  onr  hone,  mora  baantiAil 


And  Science,  and  her  sster  Poesy, 

Shall  clothe  in  light  the  fields  and  cities  of  the  free ! 

6. 

**  Victory,  Victory  to  the  prostrate'nations ! 
Bear  witneis  Night,  and  ye  mute  ConstellatioDB 
Who  gaze  on  us  from  your  crystalline  cars! 
Thoughts  have  gone  forth  whose  powers  can  sleep 

no  more! 
Victory!  Victory!  Earth's  remotest  shore. 
Regions  which  groan  beneath  the  Antarctic  stan. 
The  green  lands  cradled  in  the  roar 

Of  western  waves,  and  wildernesses 
Peopled  and  vast,  whidi  skirt  the  oceans 
Where  morning  dyes  her  golden  tresses, 
Shall  soon  partake  our  high  emotions : 
Kings  shall  turn  pale!  Almighty  Fear, 
The  Fiend-God,  when  our  charmed  name  he  hear. 
Shall  ftde  like  shadow  from  his  thousand  fiines^ 
While  Truth  with  Joy  enthroned  o'er  his  lost  empire 


reigns 


i»» 


LQ. 


Ere  she  had  ceased,  the  mists  of  night  entwining 
Their  dim  woof^  floated  o'er  the  infinite  throng ; 
She,  like  a  spirit  through  the  darkneis  ■hinjng, 
In  tones  whose  sweetneis  silence  did  prolcmg. 
As  if  to  lingering  winds  they  did  bebng, 
Pour'd  forth  her  inmost  soul :  a  passionate  speech 
With  wild  and  thrilling  pauses  woven  among, 
Which  whoso  heard,  was  mute,  for  it  could  teach 
To  rapture  like  her  own  all  listouog  hearti  to  reach. 

IHL 

Her  voice  was  as  a  mountain  stream  which  sweeps 
The  withered  leaves  of  Autumn  to  die  lake. 
And  in  some  deep  and  narrow  bay  then  sleeps 
In  the  shadow  of  the  shores;  as  dead  leaves  wake 
Under  die  vi*ave,  in  flowers  and  herbs  which  make 
Those  green  depths  beautiful  when  skies  are  blue. 
The  multitude  so  movelea  did  partake 
Such  living  change,  and  kindling  murmun  flew 
As  o'er  that  speechlea  calm  delight  and  wonder  grew. 

UV. 
Over  the  plain  the  dirongs  were  scatter'd  dien 
In  groups  around  the  fires,  which  firom  the  aaa 
Even  to  the  gorge  of  the  first  mountain  glen 
Blared  wide  and  fiu>:  die  banquet  of  die  free 
Was  spread  beneath  many  a  dark  cypress-tree. 
Beneath  whose  spires,  which  sway'd  in  the  red  light. 
Reclining  as  they  ate,  of  Liberty, 
And  Hope,  and  Justice,  and  Leone's  name. 
Earth's  chUdren  dkl  a  woof  of  happy  conveiae  frune. 

LV. 
Their  feast  was  such  ss  Earth,  the  general  mother, 
Poms  from  her  frirest  bosom,  when  she  smiles 
In  the  embrace  of  Autumn ; — to  each  other 
As  when  some  parsnt  ftndly  reconciles 
Her  warring  children,  she  their  wrath  begnilae 
With  her  own  sustenance ;  they  relenting  weep, 
floch  was  thw  Festival,  which  from  their  islea 
And  eontinenti,  and  winds,  and  oceans  deep, 
AB  shapea  night  diroDg  to  share,  diat  fly,  or  waUu 
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LVI. 

Bfi^  diAre  in  peace  and  innocence,  ibr  gore 
Or  poison  none  thia  festal  did  pollute, 
But  piled  on  high,  an  overflowing  store 
Of  pomegranates,  and  dtrons.  fiiirest  fruit, 
Metons,  and  dates,  and  figs,  and  many  a  root 
Sweet  and  sustaining,  and  Ivight  grapes  ere  yet 
Accursed  fire  their  mild  juice  could  transmute 
Into  a  mortal  bane,  and  brown  com  set 
In  baskets;  with  pure  streams  their  thinting  lips 
they  wet 

LVIL 

Lmnm  had  descended  from  the  shrine, 
And  every  deepest  look  and  holiest  mind 
Fed  on  her  form,  though  now  those  tones  divine 
Were  silent  as  she  past ;  she  did  unwind 
Her  veil,  as  with  the  crowds  of  her  own  kind 
She  mix'd ;  some  impulse  made  my  heart  refiain 
FhMn  seeking  her  that  night,  so  I  reclined 
Amidst  a  group,  where  on  the  utmost  plain 
A  ftstal  watch-fire  bum'd  beside  the  dusky  main. 

Lvra. 

And  joyous  was  our  feast;  pathetic  talk, 
And  wit,  and  harmony  of  choral  strains^ 
While  fiur  Orion  o'er  the  waves  did  walk 
That  flow  among  the  isles,  held  us  in  chains 
Of  sweet  captivity,  which  none  disdains 
Who  feels :  but  when  his  lone  grew  dim  in  mist 
Which  clothes  flie  Ocean's  bosom,  o'er  the  plains 
The  multitudes  went  homeward,  to  flieir  rest, 
Which  that  delightful  day  with  its  own  shadow  Uest 


CANTO  VL 


I. 
Bbsidi  the  dirnnesB  of  the  glimmering  sea. 
Weaving  swift  language  from  impassion'd  themes, 
With  that  dear  fiiend  I  linger'd,  who  to  me 
So  late  had  been  restored,  beneath  the  gleams 
Of  the  silver  stars ;  and  ever  in  soft  dreams 
Of  future  love  and  peace  sweet  oonverM  lapt 
Our  willing  fancies,  till  the  pallid  beams 
Of  the  last  watch-fire  fell,  and  darkness  wrapt 
The  waves,  and  each  bright  chain  of  floating  fire 
wassnapt 

n. 

And  till  we  came  even  to  the  Citjr's  wall 
And  the  great  gate,  then,  none  knew  whence  or  why, 
Disquiet  on  the  multitudes  did  fidl : 
And  first,  one  pale  and  breathless  past  us  by. 
And  stared  and  spoke  not; — then  with  piercing  cry 
A  troop  of  wild-eyed  women,  by  the  shrieks 
Of  their  own  terror  driven^ — ^tumultuously 
Hitber  and  thither  hunyiog  with  pale  cheefai, 
'^3bc&  one  tfom /ear  unkoown  t  sudden  refuge 


m. 

Then,  ndljring  cries  of  treason  and  of  danger 
Resounded:  and — ^^They  come!  to  arms!  to  ami 
The  Tyrant  is  amongst  us,  and  the  stranger 
Comes  to  enslave  us  in  his  name !  to  arms!" 
In  vain:  for  Panic,  the  pale  fiend  who  charroi 
Strength  to  forrwear  her  right,  those  millions  swepf 
Like  waves  before  the  tempest — these  alarms 
Came  to  me,  as  to  know  their  cause  I  leapt 
On  die  gate's  turret,  and  in  rage  and  grief  and  soom 
I  wept! 

IV. 

For  to  the  North  I  saw  the  town  on  fire. 
And  its  red  light  made  rooming  pallid  now, 
Whidi  burst  over  wide  Asia ; — ^louder,  higher. 
The  jrells  of  victory  and  the  screams  oi  woe 
I  heard  approach,  and  saw  the  throng  bebw 
Stream   through    the    gates   like   fbam-wioagfat 

water>fidls 
Fed  from  a  thousand  storms — the  fearful  glow 
Of  bombs  flares  overhead — at  intervals 
The  red  artillery's  bolt  nmngHpg  among  them  &Ik 

V. 

And  now  the  horsemen  come    and  all  was  doot 
Swifler  than  I  have  spoken — ^I  beheld 
.  Their  red  swords  flash  in  the  upriaen  son. 
I  rush'd  among  the  rout  to  have  repeU*d 
That  miserable  flight-— one  moment  qoeU'd 
By  voice,  and  looks  and  eloquent  despair. 
As  if  reproach  from  their  own  beans  widiheU 
Their  steps,  they  stood ;  but  soon  came  pouring  dMS 
New  multitudes,  and  did  those  rallied  bands  o'erbeir. 

VI. 

I  strove,  as  driAed  on  some  cataract 
By  irresistible  streams,  some  wretch  might  stiivs 
Who  bean  its  fatal  roar  .■ — the  files  compact 
Whelm'd  me,  and  from  tho  gate  avail'd  lo  driTS 
With  quickening  impulse,  as  each  bolt  did  nve 
Their  ranks  with  blocxlier  chasm : — into  the  plsio 
Disgorged  at  length  the  dead  and  the  alive. 
In  one  dread  mass,  were  parted,  and  the  stsin 
Of  blood  from  mortal  steel  fell  o'er  the  fields  like  rsin- 


vn. 

For  now  the  despot's  blood-hounds  with  their  ^tey, 
Unarm'd  and  unaware,  were  gorging  deep 
Their  gluttony  of  death ;  the  loose  array 
Of  horsemen  o'er  the  wide  fields  murdering  sweeps    I 
And  with  loud  bughter  for  their  tjrrant  reap 
A  harvest  sown  with  other  hopes;  the  while, 
Far  overhead,  ships  from  Proponds  keep 
A  killing  rain  of  fire : — when  the  waves  smile 
As  sudden  earthquakes  light  many  a  volcano  isle. 

VIU. 

Thiu  sudden,  unexpected  feast  was  spread 
For  the  carrion  fowls  of  HeaverL — I  saw  the  i 
I  moved — ^I  lived— as  o'er  the  heaps  of  dead. 
Whose  stcRiy  eyes  glared  in  the  moraing  light, 
I  trod ; — to  me  there  came  no  thought  of  flight, 
But  widi  loud  cries  of  scom  which  whoso  heard 
That  dreaded  death,  felt  in  his  veins  the  might 
Of  virtuous  shame  return,  the  crowd  I  stirr'd 
\Xnd  t\«Bg«n3«ii!^%  Ws^  in  many  hearts  recurred 
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A  buid  of  brodieri  gathering  xaimd  me,  made, 
AMwnfgh  unanb'd,  a  stedfast  front,  and  still 
RetraatiDg,  with  itBrn  looks  beneath  the  shade 
Of  gatber'd  eyebrows,  did  the  victors  fill 
With  doubt  even  in  success ;  deliberate  will 
Ins|arad  our  growing  troop,  not  overthrown 
It  gain'd  the  shelter  of  a  grassy  hill. 
And  ever  still  our  comrades  were  hewn  down. 
And  tiMir  defenceless  limbs  beneath  our  footsteps 
■trowiL 


Immovably  we  stood — in  joy  I  found. 
Beside  me  then,  firm  as  a  giant  pine 
^nMwg  the  mountain  vapors  driven  around. 
The  old  man  whom  I  loved — his  eye»  divine 
Widi  a  mild  look  of  coursge  answer'd  mine. 
And  my  yomv  friend  was  near,  and  ardently 
His  band  grasp'd  mine  a  moment — now  the  line 
Of  war  oleiided,  to  our  rallying  cry 
Ai  myriMli  fbck'd  in  tove  and  biotheriiood  to  die. 

XL 

For  evor  while  the  sun  was  climbing  Heaven 
Thtb  horsemen  hew'd  our  unarm'd  myriads  down 
Silely,  dxmgh  when  by  thirst  of  carnage  driven 
Too  near,  those  slaves  were  swifUy  overthrown 
By  hundreds  leaping  on  them>— flesh  and  bone 
Soon  made  our  ghastly  rampaiti ;  then  the  shaft 
Of  the  artillery  from  the  sea  was  thrown 
More  fittt  and  fieiy,  and  the  OQoquerors  laugh'd 
h  pride  to  hear  the  w^  our  screams  of  torment  wafr. 

ZU. 
For  on  one  side  alone  the  hill  gave  shelter. 
So  vast  that  phalanx  of  unconquer*d  men. 
And  there  the  living  in  the  bicwd  did  welter 
Of  the  dead  and  dying,  which,  in  that  green  glen 
like  stifled  torrents,  made  a  plashy  fen 
Under  the  feet — thus  was  the  butchery  waged 
While  die  sun  clomb  Heaven's  eastern  steep — but 

when 
It  'fan  to  sink— a  fiercer  combat  raged. 
For  in  more  doubtful  strife  the  armies  were  engaged. 


xm. 

Widiin  a  cave  upon  the  hill  were  found 
A  bimdle  of  rude  pikes,  the  instrument 
Of  ihoae  who  war  but  on  their  native  ground 
For  natmal  lights :  a  shout  of  joyance  sent 
Even  from  our  hearts  the  wide  air  pierced  and  rent, 
Aa  those  few  arms  the  bravest  and  the  best 
Seised;  and  each  sixth,  thus  arm'd,  did  now  present 
A  line  which  cover'd  and  sustain'd  the  rest, 
A  cwnfident  phalanx,  which  foes  on  every  side  invest 

XIV. 

That  ooaet  tom'd  the  foes  to  flight  almost; 
Bot  soon  they  saw  their  present  strength,  and  knew 
That  ooonng  night  would  to  our  resolute  host 
firinf  vidofy,  so  dismounting  close  they  drew 
TWir  glittering  files,  and  then  die  combat  graw 
Vnaqoal  but  most  horrible ; — and  ever 
Ow  myriada,  whom  the  swifl  bolt  overthrew, 
0^  die  rad  sword,  &il'd  like  a  mountain  river 
Wydi  rnriMf  ibrfft  ID  ibsiD  10  aioA  10  audi  firevw 


XV. 

Sorrow  and  shame,  tD  see  with  their  own  kind 
Our  human  brethren  mix,  like  beasts  of  blood 
To  mutual  ruin  arm'd  by  one  behind 
Who  sits  and  sooffii! — ^That  friend  so  mild  and  good. 
Who  like  its  shadow  near  my  youth  had  stood, 
Was  stabb'd ! — ^my  old  preserver's  hoary  hair. 
With  the  flesh  clmging  to  its  roots,  was  strew'd 
Under  my  feet!— I  lost  all  sense  or  care, 
And  like  the  rest  I  grew  desperate  and  unaware. 

XVI. 

The  battle  became  ghastlier-^in  the  midst 
I  paused,  and  saw,  how  ugly  and  how  fell, 

0  Hate !  thou  art,  even  when  thy  life  thou  shedd'st 
For  love.    The  ground  in  many  a  little  dell 
Was  broken,  up  and  down  whose  steeps  befell 
Alternate  victory  and  defeat,  and  there 

The  combatants  with  rage  most  horrible 
Strove,  and  their  eyes  started  with  cracking  stue. 
And  impotent  their  tongues  they  loU'd  into  the  air. 

xvn. 

Flaccid  and  foamy,  like  a  mad  dog's  hanging; 
Want, and Moon^nadness, and  the  Pesfs  swift  bane; 
When  iti  shafts  smite — while  yet  its  bow  is  twang- 
ing— 
Have  each  their  mark  and  sign— eome  ghastly  stain; 
And  this  was  thine,  O  War .'  of  hate  and  pain 
Thou  lothed  slave.    I  saw  all  shapes  of  death 
And  minister'd  to  many,  o'er  the  plain. 
While  carnage  in  the  sunbeam's  warmth  did  seedie, 
Till  twilight  o'er  the  east  wove  her  serenest  wreadL 

xvra. 

The  few  who  yet  survived,  reeolute  and  firm 
Around  me  fought    At  the  decline  M*  day 
Winding  above  the  mountain's  snowy  term 
New  burners  shone :  they  quiver'd  in  the  ray 
Of  the  sun's  unseen  orb--ere  night  the  array 
Of  fresh  troops  hemm'd  us  in— of  those  brave  bands 

1  soon  survived  alone— and  now  I  lay 
Vanquish'd  and  faint,  the  grasp  of  bloody  hands 

I  felt,  and  saw  oo  high  the  glare  of  felling  brands : 


When  on  my  Ibes  a  sudden  terror  came. 
And  diey  fled,  scattering— lo !  with  reinlea  speed 
A  black  Tartarian  horse  of  giant  frame 
Comes  trampling  o'er  the  dead,  the  living  bleed 
Beneath  the  hoofi  of  that  tremendous  steed. 
On  which,  like  to  an  Angel,  robed  in  white. 
Sate  one  waving  a  sword ; — the  hosts  recede 
And  fly,  as  through  their  ranks  with  awful  might. 
Sweeps  in  the  shadow  of  eve  that  Phantom  swift 
and  bright; 


And  Iti  path  made  a  solitnde^-I  rose 
And  mark'd  its  coming:  it  relax'd  its  course 
As  it  approach'd  me,  and  the  wind  that  flows 
Through  night,  bore  accents  to  mine  ear  whose  ferce 
ftfi^t  create  smiles  in  death— the  Tartar  horse 
PanMd,  and  I  saw  the  shape  its  might  which  swa/d. 
And  heaid  her  nrasical  pants,  like  the  sweet  source 
Of  waten  in  the  dewd,  lA  iftub  wA« 
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TiMn:  "Avnjl  away!"  ihe  cried,  and  itraldi'd 

her  sWord 
Am  'twere  a  Kourge  over  Ifae  ooaner'i  head, 
And  lightly  ahook  the  reim:— We  ipake  no  woid, 
Bat  like  the  vapor  of  the  tempeit  fled 
Over  the  plain ;  her  dark  hair  wat  diipnad 
like  die  pine'i  k>cki  upon  the  lingering  hlaiC; 
Over  nune  eyee  its  riiadowy  ■tringi  it  spread* 
FltlhUy,  and  the  hilli  and  ■treami  fled  fiut, 
Aa  o'er  their  glimmering  iormi  the  iteed*!  hroad 
■hadow  pait 

xxn. 

And  hk  hoofii  ground  the  rocki  to  fire  and  dmt, 
Hit  strong  rides  made  the  torrents  rise  in  spray ; 
And  tnrbulenoe.  as  of  a  whirlwind's  gost, 
Sunounded  us ; — and  still  away !  away ! 
Through  the  desert  night  we  sped,  while  she  alway 
Gawd  on  a  mountain  which  we  near'd,  whose  onst 
Crown'd  with  a  marble  ruin,  in  the  ray 
Of  the  obscure  stars  gleam'd  ^— its  rugged  breast 
Tlie  steed  strain'd  up,  and  then  his  impulse  did  arrest 

xxm. 

A  rocky  hill  which  overhung  the  Ooean: — 
From  that  lone  ruin,  when  the  steed  that  panted 
Paused,  might  be  heard  the  murmur  of  the  motion 
Of  waters,  as  in  spots  for  ever  haunted 
By  ^  choicest  winds  of  Heaven,  wbidi  are 

enchanted 
TV)  mumc  by  the  wand  of  Solitude, 
That  wiasrd  wild,  and  the  £u  tents  implantad 
Upon  the  plain,  be  seen  by  those  who  stood 
Thence  mfl'*""e  the  dark  shore  ofOoean's  curved  flood. 

XXIV. 
One  moment  these  were  heard  and  seen — another 
Past ;  and  the  tvt'o  who  stood  beneath  that  night. 
Each  only  hoard,  or  saw,  or  felt  the  other; 
As  from  the  lofty  steed  the  did  alight, 
Cythna  (for,  from  the  eyes  whose  deepest  light 
Of  love  and  sadness  made  my  lips  feel  pale 
With  influence  strange  of  mounifullest  delight. 
My  own  sweet  Cythna  look'd),  with  joy  did  quail, 
And  felt  her  strength  in  tears  of  human  weakness  fail. 

XXV. 

And,  for  a  space  in  my  embiaoe  she  rested. 
Her  head  on  my  unquiet  heart  reposing. 
While  my  faint  arms  her  languid  frame  invested : 
At  length  she  look'd  on  me,  and  half  unclosing 
Her  tremulous  lips,  said:  "  Friend,  thy  bands  were 

losing 
Hie  battle,  as  I  stood  before  the  King 
In  bonds. — I  burst  them  then,  and  swifUy  choosing 
The  time,  did  seize  a  Tartar's  sword,  and  spring 
Upon  his  horse,  and  swift  as  on  the  whirlwind's  wing, 

XXVI. 

**  Have  thou  and  I  been  borne  beyond  pursuer. 
And  we  are  here." — ^Then  turning  to  the  steed. 
She  press'd  the  white  moon  on  his  firontwith  pure 
And  rose-like  Hps,  and  many  a  fragrant  weed 
From  the  green  ruin  pluck'd,  that  he  might  food ; — 
But  I  to  a  stone  seat  that  Maiden  led. 
And  kimng  her  fair  eyes,  said,  *  Thou  hast  need 
i         Of  rmt,"  Bud  I  heap'd  up  the  oouner'a  bed  \ 

r    ib  mgmm  moasy nook,  with  moimtainflowen  dMfMid.\ 


xxvn. 

Within  diat  ruin,  where  a  shatter'd  portal 
Looks  to  the  eastern  stars,  abandon'd  now 
By  nan,  to  be  the  home  of  things  immortal. 
Memories,  like  awfiil  ghosts  which  come  and  go. 
And  must  inherit  all  he  builds  below. 
When  he  is  gone,  a  hall  stood ;  o'er  whose  roof 
Fair  clinging  weeds  with  ivy  pale  did  grow. 
Clasping  its  grey  rents  with  a  verduioos  woof^ 
A  hanging  dome  of  leaves,  a  canopy  mooo^piooC 


xxvm. 

Hie  autumnal  winds,  as  if  spell-bound,  had  msde 
A  natural  oondi  of  leaves  in  that  recess. 
Which  seasons  none  disturb'd,  but  in  the  shads 
Of  flowering  pararites,  did  spring  love  to  diess 
Widi  their  sweet  blooms  tfie  wintry  loneliness 
Of  those  dead  leaves,  shedding  their  stois,  whene'er 
The  wandering  wind  her  norsUngs  might  cans; 
Whose  intertwining  fingers  ever  there. 
Made  music  wild  and  soft  that  fiU'd  the  listeoiiv  ■'• 

XXIX. 

We  know  not  where  we  go,  or  what  sweet  dresn 
May  pilot  us  through  caverns  strange  and  foir 
Of  &r  and  pathless  passion,  while  the  stream 
Of  lifo  our  bark  doth  on  its  whiiipoob  bear, 
Spreading  swift  wings  as  sails  to  die  dim  air; 
Nor  should  we  seek  to  know,  so  the  devotioo 
Of  tove  and  gentle  thoughts  be  heard  still  then 
Louder  and  louder  fh>m  the  utmost  Ooean 
Of  universal  life,  attuning  its  commotion. 

XXX. 

To  the  pure  all  things  are  pure !  Oblivion  wrapt 
Our  spirits,  and  the  fearful  overthrow 
Of  public  hope  was  from  our  being  snapt. 
Though  linked  years  had  bound  it  there ;  for  now 
A  power,  a  thirst,  a  knowledge,  which  below 
All  thoughts,  like  light  beyond  the  atmosphere. 
Clothing  its  clouds  with  grace,  doth  ever  flow. 
Came  on  us,  as  we  sate  in  silence  there. 
Beneath  the  golden  stars  of  the  clear  azure  air. 

XXXI. 

In  silence  which  doth  follow  talk  that  causes 
The  baffled  heart  to  speak  uith  sighs  and  tean, 
When  wildering  passion  swalloweth  up  the 
Of  inexpressive  speech : — the  youthful  yean 
Which  we  together  past,  their  hopes  and  fears, 
The  blood  itself  which  ran  within  our  frames, 
That  likeness  of  the  features  which  endears 
The  thoughts  express'd  by  them,  our  very  namei, 
And  all  the  winged  hours  which  speechless  memoiy 
claims, 


xxxn. 

Had  found  a  voice  .* — and  ere  that  voice  did 
The  night  grew  damp  and  dim.  and  through  a  rent 
Of  the  ruin  where  we  sate,  fiom  the  morass, 
A  wandering  meteor  by  some  wild  wind  sent. 
Hung  high  in  the  green  dome,  to  which  it  lent 
A  &int  and  pallid  lustre;  while  the  song 
Of  Masts,  in  which  its  blue  hair  quivering  bent, 
Slkniw'd.«kxuv||BBt  sounds  the  moving  leaves  among; 
A^fOofiAOTa'^aii^XttBAWQOCiJ^  tongue. 
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SO 


n*  malBor  diow'd  Ae  leayei  on  which  we  ate, 
And  Cfdma'i  gtowing  anoB,  and  the  thick  tiea 
Of  har  nft  hair,  which  hent  with  gather'd  weight 
M 7  Deck  near  heri,  her  dark  and  deepening  eyes, 
¥rhiek,  aa  twin  phantome  of  one  star  that  lies 
(Xer  m  dha  well,  move,  though  the  etar  repoaet, 
BiiMi  in  oar  mate  and  liquid  ecrtanet, 
Hcrnarhle  brow,  and  eager  lipe,  like  roeei, 
Wilk  teir  own  fragrance  pale,  which  spring  but  half 
uncloses. 

XXXIV. 

The  nelaor  to  its  fiur  morass  retnm'd : 
The  beating  of  our  veins  one  interval 
Midt  allll;  and  then  I  felt  the  blood  that  bam'd 
WlAin  Imt  fiame,  mingle  with  mine,  and  &U 
Afoond  mf  heart  like  fire ;  and  over  all 
A  mist  was  spiead,  the  siclmess  of  a  deep 
And  spaseMsss  swoon  of  joy,  as  might  befidl 
Two  disoiited  spirits  when  they  leap 
hnnion  fiom  this  earth's  obscure  and  fading  sleep. 


Wsi  it  one  moment  that  oonftmnded  thus 
An  tbon^t,  all  aenae,  all  fteHng,  into  one 
Unatterable  power,  which  shielded  us 
Even  from  our  own  cold  looks^idien  we  had  gone 
hMo  m  vride  and  wild  oblivion 
Of  tnmnlt  and  of  tendemessf  or  now 
Bad  ages,  such  as  make  tlie  moon  and  sun, 
The  seasons,  and  mankind  their  changes  know, 
^aft  lear  and  time  imftlt  by  as  alone  b^owf 


XXXVI. 

I  know  not  What  are  kisses  whose  fire  clasps 
Hie  filling  heart  in  languishment,  or  limb 
Twined  withm  limb?  or  the  quick  dying  gasps 
Of  die  life  meeting,  when  the  fiunt  eyes  swim 
Throoi^  tears  of  a  vride  mist  boundless  and  dim, 
In  one  caress?  What  is  the  strong  control 
Which  leads  the  heart  that  dizzy  steep  to  climb, 
Where  &r  over  the  world  those  vapors  roll, 
Which  blend  two  restless  fhunes  in  one  reposing  soul? 

xxxvn. 

It  is  die  slmdow  which  doth  float  unseen, 
Bat  not  onlelty  o*er  blind  mortality, 
Whoae  divine  daikneas  fled  not,  from  that  green 
And  kme  rscess,  where  lapt  in  peace  did  lie 
Oar  linked  firames ;  till,  fiom  the  changing  sky, 
niat  night  and  still  another  day  had  fled ; 
And  thmi  I  saw  and  felt    The  moon  was  high, 
And  doods,  as  of  a  coming  storm,  were  spread 
Under  ita  onbr— loud  winds  were  gathering  oveihead. 

xxxvm. 

Cydma's  sweet  lips  seem'd  lurid  in  the  moon, 
^r  ftirest  limbs  with  the  night  wind  were  chill. 
And  her  dark  tresses  were  all  loosely  strewn 
O^er  her  pale  bosom  :-^l  within  wss  still. 
And  the  sweet  peace  of  joy  did  almost  fill 
Tile  depth  of  her  unfathomable  kwk ; — 
And  we  sate  calmly,  iboagh  that  ncky  hBl, 
The  wmrm  eooiaiding  in  Ht  cavenw  wtrook, 
9lK'a^Anlai0wA9gkfnn,andAegrmyndnAocllL 


XXXIX 

There  we  unheeding  sate,  in  the  eommunioa 
Of  interchanged  vows,  which,  with  a  rite 

Of  faith  most  sweet  and  sacred,  stamp'd  our  i 

Few  were  the  living  hearts  which  could  m*itf 
like  ouis,  or  celebrate  a  bridal  night 
With  such  dose  S3rmpathies,  for  they  had  sprung 
From  linked  youth,  and  from  the  gentle  might 
Of  earliest  love,  delayed  and  cherish'd  long. 
Which  common  hopes  and  fears  made,  like  a  ^^^pm^ 
strong. 

XL. 
And  such  is  Nature's  law  divine,  diat  diose 
Who  grow  together  cannot  choose  but  love^ 
If  &ith  or  custom  do  not  interpose, 
Or  common  slavery  mar  what  else  might  move 
All  gentlest  thoughts ;  as  in  the  sacred  grove 
Which  shades  the  springs  of  iEthiopian  Nile^ 
That  living  tree,  which,  if  the  arrowy  dove 
Strike  with  her  shadow,  shrinks  in  fi«r  awhile^ 
But  its  own  kindred  leaves  clasps  while  the  sunbeams 
smile; 

XLI. 

And  clings  to  them,  when  darkness  may  dissever 
The  close  caresses  of  all  duller  plants 
Which  bloom  on  the  wide  earth — thus  we  Hat  ever 
Were  link'd.  for  love  had  nurst  us  in  the  haimts 
Where  knowledge,  from  its  secret  source,  enchants 
Toung  hearts  with  the  fiesh  music  of  its  springing. 
Ere  yet  its  gather'd  flood  feeds  human  wants, 
As  the  great  Nile  feeds  Egypt ;  ever  flinging 
light  on  tibe  woven  boughs  which  o'er  its  waves  are 
swinging. 

XLII. 

The  tones  of  Cjrthna's  voice  like  echoes  were 
Of  those  fiir  murmuring  streams;  they  rose  and  All, 
Mix'd  with  mine  own  in  the  tempestuous  airr— 
And  so  we  sate,  until  our  talk  befeU 
Of  the  late  ruin,  swift  and  horrible. 
And  how  those  seeds  of  hope  might  jret  be  sown. 
Whose  fruit  is  evil's  mortal  poison :  well. 
For  us,  this  ruin  made  a  watch-tower  lone, 
But  C)rthDa*s  eyes  look'd  fiunt,  and  now  two  days 
were  gone 

XLin. 
Since  she  had  food : — therefwe  I  did  awaken 
The  Tartar  steed,  who,  from  his  ebon  mane. 
Soon  as  the  clinging  slumbers  he  had  shaken 
Bent  his  thin  head  to  seek  the  brazen  rein. 
Following  me  obediently ;  vritfa  pain 
Of  heart,  so  deep  and  dread,  that  one  caress, 
When  lips  and  heart  refuse  to  part  again, 
Till  they  have  told  their  fill,  could  scarce  express 
The  anguish  of  her  mute  and  fearful  tenderness. 

XUV. 

Cythna  beheld  me  part,  as  I  bestrode 
That  willing  steed— the  tempest  and  the  night, 
Which  gave  my  path  its  safety  as  I  rode 
Down  the  nvine  of  rocks,  did  soon  unite. 
The  darkness  and  the  tumult  of  their  might 
Borne  onall  winds^— Far  throufjhthe  ttxeaniin^Tusk 
Floating  at  iDteTva>s  the  c;inci«a\a^««V^ 
Of  Cjrthna  gJLeamM,  and  ^lei  Nmc«  oonb  «iGB!hsi 
Came  to  me  on  the  guil,  axid  ioqiv\  t«m^^^^  ^^acen. 
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ZLV. 
I  aiMMI  not  dM  iNipert,  nor  dU  1m 
Who  bora  mo,  but  hk  eyobolb  wido  tad  vod 
Iten'd  oo  die  lightnfaig^  doft  onltiQ^; 
And  wlwn  the  eorih  baneodi  hk  tnuiitm 
flhook  widi  die  loDen  dmoder,  he  wooU  wgamd 
Hanoiliib  to  die  Ueal,  and Joooodf 
Moek  die  tece  pool  widiiMgUiv?- 
(Xer  the  lit  pUn.  and  mmq  I  eould  doMTf 
Wh««  Daiidi  and  Fin  hud  fotgod  thi  ipoa^f  ^riokirf' 


XLVL 
Tliera  mm  a  daoolate  Yillafa  in  %  wood* 
Wbow  blooon-iowoToo  leoToa  now  leotli 
Tlieliiiiiciyalolm;  it  was  a  pleoe  of  blood, 
Ahaapofhaeiddeoi 
WBUn  dwae  dwalliiigi  uyw/— dia  lift  hid  dad 
Fhn  an  dwae  eoqaaa  now/— but  die  vide  rigr 
Flooded  widi  Ugfatninc  ww  ribb'd  Ofwhand 
Bf  the  blade  nSkanp  and  anmnd  did  Ka 
Wonan,  and  babai^  and 


did 


ZLVn. 

PaaHa  die  famlahi  in  die  maitomheo 
ttmoiintii^  I  bahald  dioae  eoqnea  ilBi* 
WIdi  hongr  ejraa  opon  ea^  odMi^  ftoob 
And  on  the  eordi  and  on  the  Tioant  air. 
And  upon  me,  doaa  to  die  wateia  when 
I  Hoop'd  to  alake  mjr  diint;— I  itxuk  to  tMlOb 
For  die  lalt  bittemea  of  Uood  waa  diera ; 
Bat  ded  die  need  baoide,  and  aoii^  inhaila 
If  any  yet  annrifod  amid  diet  iNdif 


XLVm. 

f  No  living  thing  waa  then 
Whom  I  found  wandering  in  the  ■treeti,  and  she 
Wai  wiUier'd  from  a  lilcenem  of  anglit  human 
Into  a  fiend,  by  aome  itrange  miaeiy : 
Sooa  aa  ahe  heazd  my  atepa  ahe  leap*d  oo  me. 
And  glued  her  burning  lipa  to  mine,  and  laogh'd 
With  a  loud,  long,  and  ftandc  laugh  of  glee. 
And  cried,  **  Now,  Mortal,  thou  haat  dee^  quaflfd 

The  Plague*!  blue  Iriawa    aorm  milliooa  dball  pledge 
thednoght! 

XUX. 

*  My  name  ia  Peatilence— diia  booom  dry, 
Once  fed  two  babea    a  aiater  and  a  hroiher — 
When  I  came  home,  one  in  die  blood  did  lie 
Of  three  death- wound*— the  flamea  had  ate  die  other! 
Since  then  I  have  no  longer  been  a  mother, 
But  I  am  Peatilence ;— hither  and  thither 
I  flit  about,  that  I  may  alay  and  amother; — 
All  lipe  which  I  have  kiai'd  muat  aorely  wither. 
But  Death'a— 4f  thou  art  he,  well  go  to  woriL  together! 


What  aeeVat  dioa  heref  the  moonlight  comei  in 


The  dew  ia  riaing  dankly  fiom  the  dell^ 
Twill  moiaten  her!  and  dioa  ahalt  aee die gaahea 
In  my  aweet  boy,  now  full  of  woima    but  tell 
Firat  what  dioa  aeek'at"— ^  I  aeek  fiir  6od."-^  Tia 

well, 
7%oo  abBlt  have  (M ;  Famina,  my  paiamour. 
WaiiB  hrmatOke  feaat-cmal  and  fell 
b  Fmnuae,  but  he  drivea  not  from  hia  door 
7%oee  wAbm  theee  lipa  hnye  kiaa'd,  «l0M.  lionote 
no  moref" 


U. 

Aa  tima  dia  qiake,  dia  graap^d  me  with  die  t 
Of  madneaa,  and  by  many  a  ruin'd  heaitb 
She  led,  md  oier  many  a  corpae  >— at  leoj 
We  came  to  a  lone  hut,  where  on  the  ean 
Whidi  made  iti  ikwr,  ahe  in  her  ^laally  n 
Qaduring  fiom  all  thoae  homea  now  deool 
Had  pfled  three  heapa  of  loavea,  making  i 
Among  the  deed — roand  which  ahe  oet  in 
A  rin«  of  odd,  adffbabea;  alent  and  ala^  di 

UI. 

She  leap*d  upon  a  pile,  and  lifted  hi|^ 
Hot  mad  IooIdi  to  the  lightning,  and  cried 
Shara  die  graat  feaat — Simmhtow  we  ami 
And  dieo  ahe  apom'd  the  looTea  with  harp 
Toworda  her  bhwdleaa  gnean  i  thatil^t 
Ifine  eyaa  and  my  heart  adied,  and  fatf  d 
Who  knred  me,  did  widi  afaaent  hnka  daft 
Deapair,  I  might  have  raved  in  aympolhy; 
Bot  now  I  look  die  fiiod  diat  woman  dS^i  i 

ua. 

And  Tandy  having  with  her  madnom  aliiv 
If  I  might  win  her  to  return  with  ma, 
Depanad.   In  die  aaatant  beaam  of  Heaw 
Tlie  Ui^iaing  now  grew  pallid    W|idly, 
Aa  by  the  abora  of  the  tempeatnoaa  aaa 
Tlie  dark  aleed  bore  me,  and  Ae  momilaii 
Soon  edioed  to  hia  hooft,  and  I  oould  aae 
Cythna  among  the  rocka,  where  Am  olw^ 
Hod  aatab  with  anxkiuB  eym  flx'd  on  dw  liqgai 

LIV. 

And  joy  waa  oun  to  meet :  ahe  waa  moat  ] 
Famiah*d,  and  wet  and  weary,  ao  I  caat 
My  arma  around  her.  leat  her  atepa  Aoold 
Aa  to  our  home  we  went,  and  thua  embrac 
Her  full  heart  aeem'd  a  deeper  joy  to  taate 
Than  e'er  die  prosperoui  know ;  the  aleed 
Trod  peacefully  along  the  mountain  waata 
We  reached  our  home  ere  morning  oould  \ 
J^ht*M  iateat  veil,  and  on  our  bridal  ooodi  n 

LV. 

Her  chill'd  heart  having  cheriah*d  in  my  b 
And  aweeteat  luaaea  past,  we  two  did  aharc 
Our  peaceful  meal  .* — aa  an  autumnal  bloaa 
Which  apreada  ita  ahnmk  leavea  in  die  anu 
Afler  cold  ahowera,  like  rainbowa  woven  i 
Thua  in  her  lipa  and  cheeka  the  vital  quit 
Manded,  and  in  her  eyea,  an  atmoaphere 
Of  health,  and  hope ;  and  aorrow  langniah'd 
And  fear,  and  all  that  dark  deapondenoe  dodi 
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CANTO  vn. 


I. 

■te  joyooi  u  the  moniing  my 
td  upon  the  wreclu  of  night  and  ftorm 
geiing  on  the  winds ;  light  ain  did  play 
Iha  dewy  weeds,  the  sun  was  wann, 
sate  link'd  in  the  inwoven  chann 
me  and  caresses  sweet  and  deep, 
BH  caresses,  talk  that  might  disarm 
ODgh  he  wield  the  darts  of  death  and  sleep, 
dirice  mortal  barbs  in  his  own  poison  steepu 

n. 

nr  of  my  safiermgi  and  my  madness, 
^,  awaken'd  ftom  diat  dreamy  mood 
r^s  upriM,  Ihit  alnngth  of  gladness 
)  my  spirit  in  ny  nlitade ; 
that  now  I  wia,  while  tears  pursued 
lier  down  her  &ir  and  listening  cheek 
the  dioiigfats  wfaidi  fed  them,  like  a  flood 
inbrigfat  dales ;  and  when  I  ceased  to  speak, 
tti  toft  and  iweet  the  passing  air  did  wake. 

m. 

1  me  a  strange  tale  of  strange  endurance, 
Aen  memories  of  many  a  heart 
into  one ;  to  which  no  firm  assurance, 
were  they,  could  her  own  fiuth  impart 
1  that  not  a  tear  did  dare  to  start 
le  swoln  brain,  and  that  her  thoughts  were 
firm 

iom  all  mortal  hope  she  did  depart, 
ly  those  slaves  across  the  Ocean's  term, 
he  reached  the  port  without  one  fear  infirm. 

IV. 

IS  she  among  many  there,  the  thralls 

cold  Tjrrant's  cruel  lust :  and  they 

1  mournfully  in  those  polluted  halls; 

>  was  calm  and  sad,  musing  alway 

est  enterprise,  till  on  a  day 

Tant  heard  her  singing  to  her  lute 

,  and  sad,  and  spirit-thrilling  lay, 

inds  that  die  in  waste*— one  moment  mute 

loughts  it  made,  which  did  his  breast  pollute. 

V. 

rben  he  saw  her  wondrous  loveliness, 
«nent  to  great  Nature's  sacred  power 
t  and  was  no  longer  passionless ; 
en  he  bade  her  to  his  secret  bower 
le  a  loveless  victim,  and  she  tore 
:ks  in  agony,  and  her  words  of  flame 
ightier  looki  avail'd  not ;  then  he  bore 
tiis  load  of  slavery,  and  became 
bemrUem  bea/ti,  a  ptgeunt  and  a  name. 


VL 

She  told  me  vidiat  a  bfliesome  agony 
Is  that  when  selfishness  mocks  love's  deli|^ 
Foul  as  in  dreams  most  fearful  imagery 
To  dally  with  the  moving  dead— that  nig^t 
All  torture,  ftar,  or  honor  made  seem  light. 
Which  the  soul  dreams  or  knows,  and  when  the  day 
Shone  on  her  awful  fi«nzy,  from  the  sight 
Where  like  a  Spirit  in  fleshly  chains  she  lay 
Straggling,  aghast  and  pale  the  "Tyxtnt  fled  Away. 

vn. 

Her  madness  was  a  beam  of  light,  a  power 
Which  dawn'd  through  the  rent  soul;  and  woids  it 

gave. 
Gestures  and  looks,  such  as  in  whiriwinds  bore 
Which  might  not  be  withstood,  whence  none  oonld 

save 
All  who  approach'd  dieir  sphere,  like  some  calm 

wave 
Vex'd  into  whiripools  by  the  chasms  beneath ; 
And  sympathy  made  each  attendant  sUve 
Fearless  and  free,  and  they  began  to  breathe 
Deep  curses,  like  the  voice  of  flames  far  underneath. 

vra. 

The  King  felt  pale  upon  his  noonday  fluooe: 
At  night  two  slaves  he  to  her  chamber  sent. 
One  was  a  green  and  wrinkled  eunuch,  grown 
From  human  riiape  into  an  instroment 
Of  all  things  ill— distorted,  bow'd  and  bent 
The  other  was  a  wretch  fiiom  infimcy 
Made  dumb  by  poison ;  who  naught  knew  or  meant 
But  to  obey :  fcom  the  fiie^sles  came  he, 
A  diver  lean  and  strong,  q€  Oman's  coral  sea. 

EL 

They  bore  her  to  a  bark,  and  the  swift  stroke^ 
Of  alent  rowers  clove  the  blue  moonlight  seas. 
Until  upon  their  path  the  morning  broke ; 
They  ancbor'd  then,  where,  be  there  calm  or  bieeie, 
The  gloomiest  of  the  drear  Symplegades 
Shakes  with  the  sleepless  surge  ^-4he  JSthiop  diere 
Wound  his  long  arms  around  her,  and  vrith  knees 
like  iron  clasp'd  her  feet,  and  plunged  with  her 
Among  the  dosing  waves  out  of  die  boundless  air. 

X. 

**  Swift  as  an  eagle  stooping  finom  the  plain 
Of  morning  light,  into  some  shadoviry  wood, 
He  plunged  through  the  green  silence  of  the  main. 
Through  many  a  cavern  which  the  eternal  flood 
Had  scoop'd,  as  dark  lairs  for  its  monster  brood ; 
And  among  mighty  iftiapes  which  fled  in  wonder. 
And  among  mightier  shadows  which  pursued 
His  heels,  he  wound :  until  the  dark  rocks  under 
He  touch'da  goldenchain— a  sound  arose  like  thunder. 

XI. 
**  A  stunning  clang  of  massive  boln  redoubling 
Beneath  the  deep— «  burst  of  waten  driven 
As  fimm  die  roots  of  the  sea,  raging  and  bubbling  : 
And  in  that  roof  of  crags  a  space  was  riven 
Throu^  which  there  shone  the  emerald  beams  of 

heaven. 
Shot  dirough  the  lines  of  many  waves  inwoven, 
like  sunli^t  through  acacia  woods  at  even, 
Thimigh  whu^Yua  ^nv;  ^«  ^N«i\dK<rai%^'««c^ 
PMt  like  A  apaik  aenX  uv  oxiX  ^  «^\sQarEos»%  vt«(^ 
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xu. 

»  And  then.**  ihe  nid.  "  he  laid  me  in  a  eaye 
Above  the  water*,  hf  that  chaim  of  aea, 
A  fountain  round  and  vaat,  in  which  the  wave 
ImprisoD'd,  boil'd  and  leap'd  perpetually, 
Down  which,  one  moment  retting,  he  did  flee. 
Winning  the  adverM  depth ;  that  spacioua  cell 
TA**  an  opaithric  temple  wide  and  high, 
Whoae  aery  dome  it  inaccetaible. 
Was  pierced  with  one  round  cleft  through  wfaidi  the 
aunbeamt  fell. 

xm. 

"  Below,  the  fountain*t  brink  wat  richly  paven 
With  the  deep't  wealth,  coral,  and  pearl,  and  tand 
Like  tpangling  gold,  and  purple  thellt  engraven 
With  myatic  legendt,  by  no  mortal  hand 
Left  there,  when  thronging  to  the  moon*t  command, 
The  gathering  wavet  rent  the  Hetperian  gate 
Of  mountaint,  and  on  luch  bright  floor  did  ttand 
Columm,  and  riiapet  like  ttatuet,  and  die  ttate 
Of  kinglett  thronet,  which  Earth  did  in  her  heart 
oreate. 

XIV. 

*  The  fiend  of  madnett  which  had  made  itt  prey 
Of  my  poor  heart,  wat  luU'd  to  tleep  awhile : 
There  wat  an  interval  of  many  a  day, 
And  a  tea^agle  brought  me  food  the  while, 
Whote  nett  waa  built  in  that  untrodden  itie, 
And  who,  to  be  the  jailor  had  been  taught. 
Of  that  ttrange  dungeon ;  at  a  friend  whoae  noile 
like  light  and  rett  at  mom  and  even  it  tought. 
That  wild  bird  wat  to  me,  till  madnett  miaery  brought 

XV. 

**  The  mitery  of  a  madnett  ilow  and  creeping. 
Which  made  the  ear  \  seem  fire,  the  tea  teem  air. 
And  the  white  clouds  of  noon  which  oft  were 

sleeping. 
In  the  blue  heaven  so  beautiful  and  fiur, 
Like  hosts  of  ghastly  shadows  hovering  there ; 
And  the  sea-eagle  look'd  a  fiend,  who  bore 
Thy  mangled  limbs  for  food ! — thus  all  things  were 
Trantform'd  into  the  agony  which  I  vcore 
Even  at  a  poiton'd  robe  around  my  bo^om't  core 

XVI. 

**  Again  I  knew  the  day  and  night  &Bt  fleeing. 
The  eagle,  and  the  fountain,  and  the  air ; 
Another  frenzy  came — there  seem'd  a  being 
Within  me — a  strange  load  my  heart  did  bear, 
As  if  some  living  thing  had  made  its  lair 
Even  in  the  fountains  of  my  hfe  :•— a  long 
And  wondrous  vision  wrought  from  my  despair. 
Then  grew,  like  sweet  reality  among 
Dim  vitionary  woet,  an  unrepoting  throng. 


XVII. 

**  Methought  I  wat  about  to  be  a  mother — 
Month  after  month  went  by,  and  ttill  I  dream*d 
That  we  thould  toon  be  all  to  one  another, 
I  and  my  child ;  and  ttill  new  pultet  teem*d 
To  beat  betide  my  heart,  and  still  I  deem'd 
There  was  a  babe  within — and  when  the  rain 
Of  uinter  through  the  rifted  cavern  stream'd, 
Metboughu  *^r  a  iapte  of  lingering  pain, 
Imw  thai  lovely  ahape,  which  dmt  my  btait  bad 
/a/a 


xvm. 

**  It  waa  a  babe,  beautiful  from  ita  births — 
It  wat  like  thee,  dear  love !  itt  eyet  were  thine. 
Itt  brow,  itt  lipt.  and  to  upon  the  earth 
It  laid  itt  fingert,  at  now  rett  on  mine 
Thine  own  beloved :— *twat  a  dream  divine ; 
Even  to  remember  how  it  fled,  how  twift. 
How  utterly,  might  make  the  heart  repine, — 
Though  'twat  a  dream." — ^Then  Cythna  did  uplift 
Her  lodka  on  mine,  at  if  aome  doubt  the  aought  to 
thift: 

XIX. 

A  doubt  which  would  not  flee,  a  tendemett 
Of  quettioning  grieC  a  tource  of  thronging  taan; 
Which,  having  patt.  at  one  whom  aoht  oppren^ 
She  tpoke :  "  Yet,  in  the  wiMemeaa  of  yean 
Her  memory,  aye,  like  a  green  home  appeal^ 
She  tuck'd  her  fill  even  at  thit  breatt,  tweat  lott, 
For  many  montht.    I  had  no  mortal  feari ; 
Methought  I  felt  her  lipt  and  breath  approve^^ 
It  wat  a  human  thing  which  to  my  boaom  dova. 

XX. 

**  I  watch'd  the  dawn  of  her  fint  imilet,  and  tooo 
When  ienith«tan  were  trembling  on  the  wave, 
Or  when  the  beamt  of  the  invitible  mooo. 
Or  tun,  from  many  a  priam  within  the  cava. 
Their  gem-bom  thadowi  to  the  water  gave. 
Her  lookt  would  hunt  them,  and  wilh  omaprnd 

hand. 
From  the  twift  lightt  which  mi^^t  diat  foolun 

pave. 
She  would  mark  one,  and  laugh,  when  diat  eon- 

mand 
Slighting,  it  lingered  there,  and  could  noC  nndenHBi 

XXI. 
"  Methought  her  looks  began  to  talk  with  me ; 
And  no  articulate  sounds,  but  something  sweet 
Her  lips  would  frame, — so  sweet  it  could  not  be. 
That  it  was  meaningless :  her  touch  would  meet 
Mine,  and  our  pulses  calmly  flow  and  beat 
In  response  while  we  slept ;  and  on  a  day 
When  I  was  happiest  in  that  strange  retreat. 
With  heaps  of  golden  shells  wo  two  did  play,r— 
Both  in&nts,  weaving  wings  for  time's  perpetual  way. 

XXII. 
"  Ere  night,  methought.  her  waning  eyea  were 

graven 
Weary  with  joy,  and,  tired  with  our  delight. 
We,  on  the  earth,  like  sister  twins  lay  down 
On  one  fair  mother's  bosom ; — from  that  night 
She  fled ; — like  thote  illusiont  clear  and  bright, 
Which  dwell  in  laket,  when  the  red  moon  on  hig|i 
Pause  ere  it  wakens  tempest ; — and  her  flight. 
Though  'twas  the  death  of  brainiest  phantasy, 
Tet  smote  my  lonetome  heart  more  than  all  mitery. 


\ 


xxni. 

"It  teem'd  that  in  the  dreary  night,  the  diver 
Who  brought  me  thither,  came  again,  and  bora 
My  child  away.    I  taw  the  watert  quiver. 
When  he  to  twiftly  tunk.  at  once  before : 
Then  morning  came — it  thone  even  as  of  yom. 
But  I  was  changed — the  very  life  was  gone 
Out  of  my  heart — I  wasted  more  and  mora, 
"Day  aSlet  da^,  «XMi  »xdn%  there  alone. 


THE  REVOLT  OF  ISLAM. 


XXIV. 

9  kmger  mad,  and  yet  methought 

B  were  iwoln  and  changed . — in  every  vein 

I  etood  still  one  moment,  while  that  thought 

ing — with  a  gush  of  sickening  pain 

iven  to  ilii  wilher'd  springs  again : 

r  wan  eyes  in  stem  resolve  I  tum'd 

t  most  strange  delusion,  which  would  fiun 

Led  the  dream  ior  which  my  spirit  yeam'd 

ban  human  love, — then  left  it  unretum'd. 

XXV. 

my  reason  was  restored  to  me, 
id  with  that  dream,  which,  like  a  beast 
36  and  beauteous,  in  my  memory 
e  its  lair,  and  on  my  heart  did  feast ; 
lat  cave  and  all  its  shapes  possest 
Its  which  could  not  fade,  renew'd  each  one 
fle,  some  look,  some  gesture  which  had 
teat 

ofore :  I,  sitting  there  alone, 
constant  waves  with  my  perpetual  moan. 

XXVL 

lat,  I  know  not  whether  months  or  years; 
nor  night,  nor  change  of  seasons  made 
>ut  tboog^ta  and  onavailing  tears : 
came  at  last  eren  as  a  shade, 

a  cloud  CD  whidi  the  winds  have  prey*d, 
t  thin  as  air;  mitil,  one  even, 
us  upon  the  Ibuntam  pUy'd, 
g  his  azure  sail  where  breath  of  Heaven 

not,  amoQg  the  waves  and  whirlpools 
riveiL 

xxvn. 

len  die  Eagle  came,  that  lovely  thing, 
ilh  rosy  feet  its  silver  boat, 
>  me  as  for  shelter ;  on  slow  wing, 
a,  hovering  o'er  his  prey,  did  float ; 
I  he  saw  that  I  with  fear  did  note 
»e,  proflering  my  own  ibod  to  him, 
ir  plumes  subsided  on  his  throat — 
where  that  bright  child  of  sea  did  swim, 
cast  in  peace  his  shadow  broad  and  dim. 

xxvm. 

iken'd  me,  it  gave  me  human  strength ; 

e,  I  know  not  whence  or  wherefore,  rose, 

umed  my  ancient  powers  at  length ; 

felt  again  like  one  of  those, 

e,  whose  fate  it  is  to  make  the  woes 

a-ldnd  their  prey — what  was  this  cave  ? 

bondation  no  firm  purpose  knows, 

e,  resistless,  strong  to  save, 

^hile  yet  it  mocks  the  all<devouring  grave. 

XXIX. 

lere  was  Laon  ?  might  my  heart  be  dead, 
It  fer  dearer  heart  could  move  and  be  ? 
over  the  earth  the  pall  was  spread, 
had  sworn  to  rend  ?  I  might  be  free, 
tut  win  that  friendly  bird  to  me, 
me  ropes ;  and  long  in  vain  I  sought 
)urse  of  muttial  imagery 
I.  if  such  aid  he  could  be  taught ; 
od  Boweiw^  and  bought,  y9t  oarer  ropea 

2L 


**  We  livtt  in  our  own  world,  and  mine  was  made 
From  glorious  phantasies  of  hope  departed : 
Aye,  we  are  dariten'd  with  their  floating  shade. 
Or  cast  a  lustre  on  them — ^thne  imparted 
Such  power  to  me,  I  became  feailess-hearted. 
My  eye  and  voice  grew  firm,  calm  was  my  mitwl, 
And  piercing,  like  die  mom,  now  it  has  darted 
Its  lustre  on  all  hidden  things,  behind 
Yon  dim  and  fading  clouds  whidi  load  the  weaiy  wind. 

XXXI. 

"  Afy  mind  became  the  book  through  whidi  I  grew 
Wise  in  all  human  wisdom,  and  its  cave, 
Which  like  a  mine  I  rifled  through  and  throng 
To  me  the  keeping  of  its  secrets  gave— 
One  mind,  die  type  of  all,  the  moveless  wave 
Whoae  calm  reflects  all  moving  things  that  are. 
Necessity,  and  love,  and  life,  die  grave, 
And  sympathy,  fountains  of  hope  and  fear; 
Justice,  and  tradi,  and  time,  and  the  world's  natural 
sphere. 

xxxn. 

**  And  on  the  sand  would  I  make  signs  to  rai^ge 
These  woofe,  as  they  were  woven,  of  my  tboQ|^ ; 
Clear,  elemental  shapes,  whose  smallest  change 
A  subder  language  within  language  wrought : 
The  key  of  troths  which  oooe  were  dhnly  tau|^t 
In  old  Crotona ;— and  sweet  melodies 
Of  love,  in  that  lone  solitude  I  caught 
From  mine  own  voice  in  dream,  when  diy  dear  eyw 
Shone  through  my  aleep,  and  did  that  ntlerance  har- 
numixe. 


**  Thy  songs  were  winds  whereon  I  fled  at  ynSi, 
As  in  a  winged  chariot,  o*er  the  plain 
Of  crystal  youth :  and  thou  wert  there  to  flll 
My  heart  with  joy,  and  there  we  sate  again 
On  the  gray  margin  of  the  g^mmering  main, 
Happy  as  dien,  but  wiser  fiur,  ibr  we 
Smiled  on  the  flowery  grave  in  which  were  lain 
Fear,  Faith,  and  Slavery ;  and  mankind  was  free. 
Equal,  and  pure  and  wise,  in  wisdom's  prophecy. 

XXXIV. 

"  For  to  my  will  my  fancies  were  as  slaves 
To  do  their  sweet  and  subtile  ministries ; 
And  oft  from  that  bright  fountain's  shadowy  wavea 
They  would  make  human  throngs  gather  and  rise 
To  combat  with  my  overflowing  eyes. 
And  voice  made  deep  v?ith  passioD— thus  I  grew 
Familiar  with  the  shock  and  the  surprise 
And  war  of  earthly  minds,  from  which  I  drew 
The  power  which  has  been  mine  to  frame  their 
dioughts  anew. 

XXXV. 

**  And  dins  my  paison  was  the  populous  earth — 
Where  I  saw— even  as  misery  dreams  of  mom 
Befere  the  east  has  given  its  glory  birth — 
Religion's  pomp  made  desolate  by  the  scorn 
Of  Wisdom's  feintest  smile,  and  dironea  uplon^ 
And  dwellings  of  mild  people  interspexied 
With  tmdivided  fields  of  ripening  com. 
And  love  mada  6ea^ — %\tf>v^  '?i\A!^^«\A:q%'toQEn!L 
Even  imth  omr  blood  md  VMot^-Honic^  Vok^ciriXfoxA. 
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XXXVL 

•<  All  it  not  loft!  there  b  loiiie  recompeoM 
For  hope  whose  fountain  can  he  thus  profoaad. 
Even  throned  Evil's  splendid  impotence. 
Girt  by  its  hell  of  power,  the  secret  sound 
Of  hymns  to  truth  and  fiBodom — ^the  dread  bound 
Of  lift  and  death  past  fearlessly  and  well, 
DungeoDi  wherein  the  high  resolve  is  finrnd. 
Racks  which  degraded  woman's  greatness  ldl« 
And  what  may  else  be  good  and  irresistihle. 

xxxvn. 

**  Such  an  die  thoughts  which,  like  the  fires  that  flare 
In  storm«encompass'd  bles,  we  cherish  yet 
In  this  dark  ruin— such  were  mine  even  there ; 
As  in  its  sleep  some  odorous  violet. 
While  yet  its  leaves  with  nightly  dews  are  wet, 
Breathes  in  prophetic  dreams  of  day's  uprise. 
Or,  as  ere  Scythian  frost  in  fear  has  met 
Spring's  messengers  descending  from  the  skies. 
The  buds  foreknew  their  life — this  hope  must  ever  rise. 

xxxvm. 

•*  So  years  had  past,  when  sudden  earthquake  rent 
The  depth  of  ocean,  and  the  cavern  crackt 
With  sound,  as  if  the  world's  wide  continent 
Had  ftllen  in  universal  ruin  wrackt ; 
And  through  die  cleft  stream'd  in  one  cataract, 
The  stifling  waters : — ^when  I  woke,  the  flood 
Whose  banided  waves  that  crystal  cave  had  sack'd 
Was  ebbing  round  me,  an4  my  bright  abode 
Before  me  yawn'd— «  chasm,  desert,  and  bare,  and 
broad. 

XXXIX. 

**  Above  me  was  the  sky,  beneath  the  sea : 
I  stood  upon  a  point  of  shnttcr'd  stone. 
And  heard  loose  rocks  rushing  tumultuously 
With  splash  and  shock  into  the  deep — anon 
All  ceased,  and  there  was  silence  wide  and  lone. 
I  felt  that  I  was  free !  the  Ocean-spray 
Quiver'd  beneath  my  feet,  the  broad  Heaven  shone 
Around,  and  in  my  hair  the  winds  did  play 
Lingering  as  they  pursued  their  unimpeded  way. 


XL. 

**  My  spirit  moved  upon  the  sea  like  wind 
Which  round  some  thymy  cape  will  lag  and  hover, 
Though  it  can  wake  the  still  cloud,  and  unbind 
The  strength  of  tempest :  day  was  almost  over. 
When  through  the  fiiding  light  I  could  discover 
A  ship  approaching — its  white  sails  were  fed 
With  the  north  wind — its  moving  shade  did  cover 
The  tuilight  deep ; — the  mariners  in  dread 
Cast  anchor  when  they  saw  new  rocks  around  them 
spread. 

XLI. 

"  And  when  they  saw  one  sitting  on  a  crag, 
They  sent  a  boat  to  me ;  the  sailors  row'd 
In  awe  through  many  a  new  and  fearful  jag 
Of  overhanging  rock,  through  which  there  flow'd 
The  foam  of  streams  that  cannot  make  abode. 
They  came  and  question'd  mo,  but  when  they  heard 
My  voice,  they  became  silent,  and  they  stood 
And  moved  as  men  in  whom  new  love  had  stirr'd 
Deep  thoughts :  ao  to  the  ship  we  past  withoul  a 
\voni. 


CANTO  vm. 


\ 


L 
"  I  lATi  beside  the  steersman  then,  and  gazing 
Upon  the  west,  cried, ' Spread  the  aaila!  behold! 
The  sinking  moon  is  like  a  watch-tower 
Over  the  mountains  yet ;— the  City  of  Gold 
Yon  Cape  alone  does  from  the  mijtA  withhold ; 
The  stream  is  fleet — the  north  breathea  steadily 
Beneath  the  stars,  they  tremble' with  tha  cold ! 
Ye  cannot  rest  upon  the  dreary  sea ! — 
Haste,  haste  to  the  warm  home  of  happier  deMiny! 

n. 

*'The  Marinen  obey'd— the  Captain  stood 
AlooC  and  whispering  to  the  Pilot,  said, 
*  Alaa,  alas !  I  fear  we  are  punoed 
By  widud  ^losts:  a  Phantom  of  die  Dead, 
Tlie  night  before  we  sail'd,  came  to  my  bed 
In  dream,  like  that !'— The  PiloC  dien  replied, 
'  It  cannot  be— she  is  a  human  Blaid— 
Her  low  voice  makes  you  weep— «he  ia  aome  brides 
Or  daoc^ter  of  high  birth— she  can  be  nangfat  beade.' 

m. 

**  We  past  the  islets,  borne  bywind  and  stream, 
And  as  we  sail'd,  the  Mariners  came  near 
And  throng'd  around  to  listen ; — ^in  the  gleam 
Of  the  pale  moon  I  stood,  as  one  whom  fear 
May  not  attaint,  and  my  calm  voice  did  rear : 
Ye  all  are  human — yon  broad  moon  gives  Ught 
To  miUions  who  the  self^same  likeness  wear. 
Even  while  I  speak — beneath  this  very  night. 
Their  thoughts  flow  on  like  ours,  in  sadness  or  delight 

IV. 

"  What  dream  ye  ?  Your  own  hands  have  built  a 

home, 
Even  for  yourselves  on  a  beloved  shore : 
For  some,  fond  eyes  are  pining  till  they  come. 
How  they  will  greet  him  when  his  toils  are  o'er. 
And  laughing  babes  rush  from  the  well-known  dooH 
Is  this  your  care  \  ye  toil  for  your  own  good — 
Ye  feel  and  think — has  some  immortal  Power 
Such  purposes  f  or  in  a  human  mood. 
Dream  ye  some  Power  thus  builds  for  man  in  solitiide  f 

V.    - 
*'  What  is  that  Power?  yS  mock  3rourBeIves,  and  give 
A  human  heart  to  what  ye  cannot  know : 
As  if  the  cause  of  life  could  think  and  live ! 
T  were  as  if  man's  own  woria  should  feel,  and  show 
The  hopes,  and  fcan,  and  thoughts  from  which  they 

flow, 
And  he  be  like  to  them.    Lo !  Plague  is  free 
To  waste,  Blight,  Pbison,  EarUiquake,  Hail,  and 

Snow, 
'Dismse,  veuSlYIvxiV  «nd  worse  Necessity 
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VI. 


■  Wk*t  ii  ihst  Pgrnu'  t  Sam*  mooiMtnick  mpbbi 

Wktdiiiv  llM  thade  film  hii  own  niil  niiihronn 
fUl  Haafen  tai  darken  Euth,  utd  in  nich  mwd 
!%•  Fonn  he  MW  and  nonhipp'd  wai  his  uH-n, 
Bm  likeneB  in  Ihci  noHd'i  van  mimr  Bbon-n ; 
And  'I  wen  an  ioDocaat  dream,  bui  Ihal  n  failJi 
Nnned  by  ttu't  daw  of  pMnn,  gram  Iheroon. 
And  ihat  mm  mj.  ihar  Power  hu  chomi  Dvaih 
^  all  who  tcora  i»  lawi,  lo  wreak  inunorlol  wraih. 

vn. 

•tba  ny  dui  IhSf  theiDHlvea  have  heard  Dnil 

Or  tnownfiomothen  who  have  known  nichlhingR, 
ASfaade.aFoini.i'riiieh Earth  and  Heann  be iween 
Viykk  an  mTiriUe  rad— that  PiieM  and  Kings. 
CoiMh  domeMic  iwar.  a; ,  aU  thai  hiinga 
Ifatfi  fiM-bom  snil  benulh  the  oppnoor't  heel, 
An  h>  Mong  miniMent  add  thai  the  Mingi 
or  drath  will  make  the  wiae  bii  vengean':s  feci, 
"nwo^  truth  and  viitoa  aim  thaii  bearu  nith  teii- 
KridMeeL 

vin. 

'  And  it  ii  laid,  ihh  I^>wei  will  poniih  wrone  i 
Tea.  add  deajnii  to  crime,  and  pain  to  pain ! 
And  deepeal  hell,  and  dealhlew  makei  vnong, 
Will  Und  the  wretch  on  whom  ii  fii'd  a  i^iain. 
Which,  like  a  plague,  a  brntben,  and  a  banc, 
Clung  to  him  while  be  lirad ; — far  lovs  anii  hnic. 
Virtoa  and  vice,  the;  my,  aie  difference  viuri— 
"He  will  of  ureDglh  it  right — thii  humaii  alnic 
l^jmuta,  that  (bay  may  tide,  with  U»  thiu  ileaolaie. 

IX 
■  Alai.  what  itraaglh  I  opinion  b  more  frail 
Than  yon  dim  ckHtd  now  bding  on  the  moon 
E*ai  while  we  gaze,  though  it  awhile  avrut 
To  bide  tbe  orb  of  lrulh~and  every  ihnx.B 
OTEardi  or  HeaveD,  thongh  shadowi  reat  thereon. 
One  Aape  of  many  nsmei : — for  ihii  ye  plow 
Tlie  baiteD  wavee  of  oceui,  hence  each  ono 
b  ilaTe  or  tyrant ;  all  betray  and  bow, 
Command,  or  kill,  or  fear,  or  wreak,  (»  toflcr  woo. 


a  rign  which  makeih  h 
y,  the  gboit,  the  dream,  dip  ahi 
Of  pnwer — luit,  foUebood,  hate,  and  piide,  and 

fbUy; 
Hw  paltem  whence  all  fraud  and  wrong  in  ntsdi 
A  law  to  which  mankind  baa  been  betn.y'd  ; 


•■  To  leel  tbe  peace  of  •elCcoDlenbBeol'i  lo^ 
To  own  an  aympalbiea,  and  onlrage  nma. 
And  in  tbe  inmoM  powen  of  iraae  and  thon^ii^ 
Until  bft'a  auimy  day  ii  quite  gme  down. 
To  ait  and  amile  with  Joy,  or,  not  ^ono, 
T^  kia  aall  lean  bom  the  won  cbeak  oT  Woe ; 
To  live,  a*  if  la  lore  and  live  wen  one,— 
Thii  ii  not  failh  or  law.  nor  Ihoae  who  how 

"  But  childran  near  thair  parenli  tnmble  now, 
Becauae  ibey  miul  obey — one  rnlea  another. 
And  01  one  Power  rulea  both  high  and  low, 
So  man  ia  made  the  copdve  of  hi*  Inother, 
And  Hale  ii  throned  on  high  with  Fear  her  mo&ar, 
Abava  the  Higheai — and  tboae  ibuntainKnll^ 
Whence  love  yat  flow'd  when  laiih  had  dwked  all 


II  them 


vellki 


Of  a  dear  mother,  whom  the  murderer  hiid 

In  bloody  grave,  and  into  daikneia  Uutiwn, 

Gadiat'd  bar  wilder'd  babe*  irouod  him  ai  hi*  on 

XI. 
"Olore!  who  to  the  bearta  of  wandering  men 
Art  m  the  cabn  to  Ocean'*  weary  nave*  i 
Jnriie*,  or  tralb,  or  joy '.  thou  only  can 
Tnm  ilaveiy  and  reUgion'a  latTTUUh  cave* 

To  give  to  all  an  equal  ahon  tt  good, 
To  track  the  alapa  of  freedom  thom^  thioug 
giave* 


XIV. 
"Hanaeek*  for  gold  m  nunea,  dol  he  may  weave 
A  laning  chain  ibr  hi*  own  *laTeiy ; 
In  feer  and  reallaa  care  Ihal  he  may  Uve 
He  toil*  tit  other*,  who  must  ever  be 
Tbe  jaylc*a  thrall*  of  Uke  captivity ; 
He  murder*,  Ibr  hia  chieb  delight  in  rain ; 
He  build*  tbe  altar,  that  ita  idol'a  lee 
May  be  hi*  very  blood  j  he  t*  pwaoing 
,  blind  and  willing  wntcb .'  hi*  own  olacnn  tndo- 
ing. 

XV. 


The  onlcBil  of  a  deaolaled  home, 
Faliehood,  and  fear,  and  teal,  like  wavca  have  wran 
Channel*  upon  her  cbseki,  which  unilea  adorn. 
A*  calm  deck*  the  lal*e  Ocean : — weU  ye  know 
What  Woman  i«,  lor  ncoe  of  Woman  bom 
Can  chooae  but  drain  tbe  biRer  dngt  of  woe. 
Which  ever  bxn  Ibe  0|^)feH'd  to  Ihe  oppnaun  flow. 

XVI 


Hat  love,  which  none  may  hind,  be  free  to  fill 
The  world,  like  light ;  and  evil  &ilh,  grown  hoaiy 
With  crime,  be  quench'd  and  die^ — Yon  promon- 
tory 
Even  now  eclipeea  tbe  deaceoding  moon ! — 
Dnngeoo*  and  paUce*  in  iranaitory — 
High  lemplee  fide  like  vapor — Man  alone 
Remain*,  whoae  will  ha*  power  when  all  beade  i* 

xvn. 

"  Lei  all  be  free  and  equal  I— fiom  your  heart* 
I  leel  an  edw  j  through  my  inmo*!  &ame 
like  iweeleat  aonnd,  aeqking  ■■*  male,  it  darli — 
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xvin. 

"WheiiMOOiiie  ye,  friends?  from  poarn^  human 

blood 
Forth  on  the  eerth  ?  or  bring  ye  steel  end  gold, 
TluU  King!  mey  dupe  and  alay  the  multitiide  ? 
Or  from  the  iamiah'd  poor,  pale,  weak,  and  cold. 
Bear  ye  the  eamingt  of  their  toil  f  unfold ! 
Speak !  are  your  handa  in  ilaugbter's  langniiie  hue 
8tain*d  fieahly  f  have  your  hearts  in  guUe  grown 

old? 
Know  yourselves  thus !  ye  shall  be  pure  as  dew. 
And  I  wUl  be  a  friend  and  sister  unto  you. 

XIX. 

**  DMff<>>*B  ^^  ^^^ — ^^  have  one  human  hear! — 
All  mortal  thoughts  confess  a  common  home : 
Blush  not  for  what  may  to  thyself  impart 
StaiiM  of  inevitable  crime :  the  doom 
Is  this,  which  has,  or  may,  or  must  become 
Thine,  and  all  human-kind's.    Ye  are  the  spofl 
Which  Time  thus  marks  for  the  devouring  ttHnb, 
Thou  and  thy  thoughts,  and  they,  and  all  the  toil 
Wherewith  ye  twine  the  rings  of  life's  peipetual  ooiL 

XX. 

Disguise  it  not— ye  blush  for  what  ye  hate. 
And  Enmity  is  sister  unto  Shame ; 
Lodk  on  your  mind — it  is  the  book  of  &te— 
Ah !  it  is  dark  with  many  a  blaaon'd  name 
Of  miaery— all  are  mirrors  of  the  same ; 
Bat  the  dark  fiend  who  with  his  iron  pen 
Di|^*d  in  scorn's  fiery  poison,  makes  his  fome 
Enduring  then,  would  o'er  the  heads  of  men 

Vtm  harmless,  if  they  scom'd  to  make  their  hearts 
his  den. 

XXL 
•*  Tes,  it  b  Hate,  that  riiapeless  fiendly  thing 
Of  many  names,  all  evil,  some  divine. 
Whom  self-contempt  arms  with  a  mortal  sting ; 
Which,  when  the  heart  iti  snaky  folds  entwine. 
Is  wasted  quite,  and  when  it  doth  repine 
To  gorge  such  bitter  prey,  on  all  beside 
It  turns  with  ninefold  rage,  as  with  its  twine 
When  Amphisbsena  some  fair  bird  has  tied, 

Soon  o'er  the  putrid  mass  he  threats  on  every  side. 

XXII. 
**  Reproach  not  thine  own  soul,  but  know  thyself, 
Nor  hate  another's  crime,  nor  lothe  thine  own. 
It  is  the  dark  idolatry  of  self. 
Which,  when  our  thoughts  and  actions  once  are 

gone. 
Demands  that  man  should  weep,  and  bleed,  and 

groan; 
O  vacant  expiation !  be  at  rest — 
The  past  is  Death's,  the  future  is  thine  own ; 
And  love  and  joy  can  make  the  foulest  breast 
A  paradise  of  flowers,  where  Peace  might  build  her 

nesL 

xxm. 

*" Speak  thou!  whence  come  ye?'— A  Youdi 

made  reply, 
*  Wearily,  wearily  o'er  the  boundless  deep 
We  sail , — thou  readest  well  the  misery 
Told  in  these  faded  eyes,  but  much  doth  sleep 
Within,  which  there  the  poor  heart  loves  to  kisep, 
Or  dare  not  write  on  the  dishonor'd  brow ; 
Even  from  our  chi\dhood  have  we  leam'd  to  steep 
TTie  broad  of  slavery  in  the  tears  of  woe, 
nd never  dream'd  of  hope  or  refuge  until  now. 


XXIV. 

***  Te»— I  miBt  speak— my  secret  should  have  p»> 

ish'd 
Even  with  the  heart  it  wasted,  as  a  brand 
Fades  in  the  dying  flame  whoae  life  it  cheiiih'd, 
But  that  no  human  bosom  can  withstand 
Thee,  wondrous  Lady,  and  the  mild  enmamnd 
Of  thy  keen  eyea . — ^yes,  we  are  wretched  alavci, 
Who  from  their  wanted  loves  and  native  land 
Are  refit,  and  bear  o'er  the  dividing  waves 
The  nniegarded  prey  of  calm  and  happy  graves. 

XXV. 

** '  We  drag  a&r  from  pastoral  vales  the  fairest 
Among  the  daughters  of  those  mountains  looe. 
We  drag  them  there,  where  all  thinp  bett  and 

rarest 
Are  stain'd  and  trampled »— yean  have  cone  a£id 

gjoae 
Since,  like  the  ship  which  bean  me,  I  have  known 
No  thought ; — but  now  the  eyes  of  one  dear  Msid 
On  mine  with  light  of  mutual  love  have  shone— 
She  is  my  life, — ^I  am  but  as  the  shade 
Of  her« — a  smoke  sent  up  from  aahei^  soon  to  fode. 

XXVI. 
<*  *  For  she  must  perish  in  the  tfnsai*»  haD— 
Aba,  alts!'— He  ceased,  and  l^  the  sail 
Sate  cowering — ^but  his  sobs  were  heard  by  all. 
And  still  before  the  ocean  aTid  the  gala 
The  ship  fled  fast  till  the  stan  'gan  to  fiul. 
And  nmnd  me  gather'd  with  mute  ooantananoe, 
The  Seamen  gazed,  the  Pilot,  worn  and  pale 
With  toil,  die  Captain  with  gray  locks,  whose  glance 
Met  mine  in  restless  awe — they  stood  as  in  a  trance. 

xxvn. 

**  Recede  not !  pause  not  now !  thou  art  grown  old. 
But  Hope  will  make  thee  young,  for  Hope  and 

Youth 
Are  children  of  one  mother,  even  Love — ^behold ! 
The  eternal  stars  gaze  on  us ! — is  the  truth 
Within  your  soul  ?  care  for  your  own.  or  rudi 
For  other's  sufilerings  ?  do  ye  thint  to  bear 
A  heart  which  not  the  serpent  custom's  tooth 
May  violate  ? — be  free !  and  even  here. 
Swear  to  be  firm  till  death .'  they  cried, '  we  swear ! 
we  swear!' 

xxvni. 

**  The  very  darkness  shook,  as  with  a  blast 
Of  subterranean  thunder  at  the  cry ; 
The  hollow  shore  its  thousand  echoes  cast 
Into  the  night,  as  if  the  sea,  and  sky, 
And  earth,  rejoiced  i^ith  new-bom  Liberty, 
For  in  that  name  they  swore !  Bolts  were  undrawn. 
And  on  the  deck,  with  unaccustom'd  eye. 
The  captives  gazing  stood,  and  every  one 
Shrank  as  the  inconstant  torch  upon  her  countenance 
shone. 

XXIX. 
"  They  were  earth's  purest  children,  young  and  fiur» 
With  eyes  the  shrines  of  unawaken'd  thought. 
And  brows  as  bright  as  spring  or  morning,  ere 
Dark  time  had  there  its  evil  legend  wrought 
In  characten  of  cloud  which  wither  not. — 
The  change  was  hke  a  dream  to  them ;  but  aoon 
They  knew  the  glory  of  their  alter'd  bt. 
In  the  bright  wisdom  of  youth's  breathleai  noon, 
Sweel  taiVL,  and,  «nul«s,  vui  «i^Eia«  a\l  bosouMi  did 
a.vcune. 
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"Bat  one  was  mute,  her  cheeki  and  lipe  nxwt  £ui, 
ChiBging  their  hue  like  lilies  newly  blown. 
Beneath  a  bright  acacia's  shadowy  hair, 
Waved  by  the  wind  amid  the  sunny  noon, 
Sbow'd  that  her  soul  was  quivering ;  and  full  soon 
That  youth  arose,  and  breathlessly  did  look 
Ota  her  and  me,  as  ibr  some  speechless  boon : 
I  —Hed,  and  both  dieir  hands  in  mine  I  took. 
And  ftlt  m  soft  delight  from  what  their  spirits  shooL 


CANTO  rx. 


"  Tbat  night  we  anchored  in  a  woody  bay, 
And  sleep  no  more  around  us  dared  to  hover 
nan,  when  all  doubt  and  fear  has  past  K«sigr» 
It  shsMles  the  couch  of  some  unresting  lover, 
Wboae  heart  is  now  at  rest:  dius  night  past  over 
In  mutual  joy : — around,  a  ftiest  grew 
Of  poplars  and  dark  oaks,  whose  shade  did  cover 
The  waning  stars  prankt  in  the  waters  blue, 
Axid  ti«mbledinthewindwhichfiomthenioiningflew. 

n. 

"  The  joyooi  mariners,  and  each  five  maiden, 
I^ow  brought  from  the  deep  forest  many  a  bough. 
With  vroodland  spoil  most  innocently  laden ; 
Soon  wreaths  of  budding  foliage  seem'd  to  flow 
Over  the  mast  and  sails,  the  stem  and  prow 
Were  canopied  with  blooming  boughs^— -the  while 
On  the  slant  sun's  path  o'er  the  waves  we  go 
Rejoicing,  like  the  dwellers  of  an  isle 
Doom'd  to  pursue  those  waves  that  cannot  cease  to 
smile. 

m. 

**  Thd  many  ships  spotting  the  daik-blue  deep 
With  snowy  sails,  fled  fast  as  ours  came  nigh. 
In  fear  and  vronder ;  and  on  every  steep 
Thousands  did  gaze,  they  beard  the  startling  ery, 
like  earth's  own  voice  lifted  unconquerably 
To  all  her  children,  the  unbounded  mirth, 
Tlie  glorious  joy  of  thy  name— liberty ! 
Tbey  heard !— As  o'er  the  mountains  of  the  earUi 
jnompeakto  peakleaponthebeamsofmoming'sbirth: 


IV. 

■«'  80  fiom  that  cry  aver  the  boundless  }uUm, 
Sodden  was  caught  one  univerml  sound, 
like  a  volcano's  voice,  whose  thunder  fflls 
Bemolaft  skiesr-^uch  glorious  madneas  finrnd 
A  padi  dinragh  human  hearts  with  stream 

drown'd 
In  ftraggling  fears  and  cares,  dark  custom's  bfood. 
lliey  knew  not  whence  it  came,  but  fUt  around 
A  wide  OQOtagkm  pour'd— they  call'd  aknid 
OnUbaljr-'AaiimmeltvedcatbemmoyBood. 


V. 


**  We  reach'd  the  port — alas !  fiom  many  spirits 
The  wisdom  which  had  waked  that  ciy,  was  fled, 
like  the  brief  glory  which  dark  Heaven  inherits 
From  the  false  dawn,  which  fiides  ere  it  is  spread* 
Upon  the  night's  devouring  darkness  shed : 
Yet  soon  bright  day  will  buTBt— even  like  a  chasm 
Of  Are,  to  bum  the  shrouds  ootwom  and  dead. 
Which  wrap  the  world ;  a  wide  enthusiasm. 
To  cleanse  the  fever'd  world  as  with  an  earthquake'* 
spasm! 

VI 
"I  walk'd  through  the  great  City  then,  but  ftee 
From  shame  or  fear ;  those  toil>woro  Marineip 
And  happy  Maidens  did  encompass  me ; 
And  like  a  subterranean  wind  that  stirs 
Some  forest  among  caves,  the  hopes  and  fiwn 
j^rom  every  human  soul,  a  murmur  strange 
Made  as  I  past ;  and  many  wept,  with  team 
Of  joy  and  awe.  and  winged  thoughli  did  range. 
And  hatfextinguiah'd  words,  which  propheaiad  ef 
change. 

vn. 

**  For,  widi  strong  speech  I  tore  the  Toil  that  hid 
Nature,  and  Troth,  and  liberty,  and  Lover^ 
As  one  who  fiom  some  mountain's  pyramid. 
Points  to  the  unrisen  sun ! — the  riukdes  approve 
His  troth,  and  flee  fiom  every  stream  and  grove. 
Thus,  gentle  thoughts  did  many  a  bosom  fill^—- 
Wisdom,  the  mail  of  tried  affections  wove 
For  many  a  heart,  and  tameless  scom  of  HI, 
Thrice  steep'd  in  molten  steel  the  unoooquerable  wilL 

vra. 

**  Some  said  I  was  a  maniac  vrild  and  lost ; 
Some,  that  I  scarce  had  risen  firom  the  gruve 
The  Prophet's  virgin  bride,  a  heavenly  ghost  »— 
Some  said,  I  was  a  fiend  fiom  my  weud  cave. 
Who  had  stolen  human  shape,  and  o'er  the  wave. 
The  forest,  and  the  mountain  came ;— eome  said 
I  was  the  child  of  God,  sent  down  to  save 
Women  fiom  bonds  and  death,  and  on  my  head 
llie  burthen  of  their  sins  would  frightfully  be  laid. 

EL 

"  But  soon  my  human  words  found  sympathy 
In  human  hearts :  the  purest  and  the  best. 
As  friend  with  fiiend,  made  common  cause  with  me, 
And  they  were  few,  but  resolute ; — the  rest. 
Ere  ]ret  success  the  enterprise  had  blest, 
Leagued  with  me  in  their  hearts  f—dieir  meals, 

their  slumber, 
Tlieir  hourly  occupations  vrere  possest 
By  hopes  Which  I  had  arm'd  to  overaumber, 
Tliose  hosts  of  meaner  cares,  which  life's  strong  wings 

encumber. 


"  But  chiefly  women,  whom  my  voice  did  waken 
From  their  cold,  careless,  willing  slaveiy, 
Souf^t  me:  one  troth  their  dreary  prisoo  has 


They  hnk'd  around,  and  b!  they  became  firee ! 
Their  many  tyrants  sitting  desolately 
In  sUve^eserted  halls,  could  none  restrain ; 
For  wrath's  red  fire  had  wither'd  in  the  eye, 
WhoM  lighli^QiDce^ina  ^«i£kw— ^tftt^va^^otiB^ 
Coidd  tempi  cna  caV^^e  imsw  v^Vm^  VDia8dDdK^%<^iA3^ 

^%h 
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XI. 

**  TboM  who  were  sent  to  bind  roe,  wept,  and  felt 
Their  minds  outsoar  the  bonds  which  clasp'd  them 

round, 
Even  as  a  wozon  shape  may  waste  and  melt 
In  the  white  furnace ;  and  a  vision'd  sv^'ound, 
A  pause  of  hope  and  awe  the  City  bound. 
Which,  like  the  silence  of  a  tempest's  birth. 
When  in  its  awful  shadow  it  has  v^xiund 
The  sun,  the  wind,  the  ocean,  and  the  eaxlh. 
Hung  terrible,  ore  yet  the  lightnings  have  leapt  forth. 

XII. 
**  Like  clouds  inwoven  in  the  silent  sky. 
By  winds  from  distant  regicms  meeting  there, 
In  the  high  name  of  truth  and  liberty 
Around  the  City  millions  gather'd  were. 
By  hopes  which  sprang  from  many  a  hidden  lair ; 
Words,  which  the  lore  of  truth  in  hues  of  grace 
Array'd,  thine  own  wild  songs  which  in  the  air 
Like  homeless  odors  floated,  and  the  name 
Of  thee,  and  many  a  tongue  which  thou  hadst  dij^'d 
in  flame. 

xin. 

**  Tlie  Tyrant  knew  his  power  was  gone,  but  Fear, 
The  nurse  of  Vengeance,  bade  him  v^'ait  the  event — 
That  perfidy  and  custom,  gold  and  prayer, 
And  whatsoe'er,  when  Ibrce  is  impotent. 
To  fraud  the  sceptre  of  the  world  has  lent. 
Might,  as  ho  judged,  confirm  his  foiling  swny. 
Therefore  throughout  tlie  streets  the  Priests  ho  sent 
To  curse  the  rebels. — ^I'o  their  gods  did  they 
For  Earthquake,  Plague,  and  Want,  kneel  in  the 
public  way. 

XIV. 

"  And  grave  and  hoary  men  were  bribed  to  tell 
From  scats  where  law  is  made  the  slave  of  wrong. 
How  glorious  Athens  in  lior  Hplendor  fell. 
Because  her  tmns  were  free, — and  that  among 
Mankind,  the  many  to  the  few  belong. 
By  Heaven,  and  JSuturo,  an<l  Necewjity. 
They  said,  that  nge  wa.s  truth,  and  lliat  the  young 
Marr'd  with  wild  hopes  the  peace  of  slavery. 
With  which  old  times  and  men  had  quell'd  the  vain 
and  free. 

XV. 

**  And  with  the  falsehood  of  their  poisonous  lipe 

They  breathed  on  the  enduring  memory 

Of  sages  and  of  bards  a  brief  eclipse ; 

There  was  one  teacher,  who,  necessity 

Had  ann'd,  with  strength  and  wrong  against  man- 

kind, 
IDs  slave  and  his  avenger  aye  to  be ; 
That  we  were  weak  and  sinful,  frail  and  blind, 
And  that  the  will  uf  one  was  peace,  and  we 
Siould  seek  for  naught  on  earth  but  toil  and  misery. 

XVI. 
" '  For  thus  we  might  avoid  the  hell  hereafler.' 
So  spake  the  hypocrites,  who  cursed  and  lied ; 
Alas,  their  sway  was  past,  and  t^urs  and  laughter 
Clung  to  their  hoary  hair,  withering  the  pride 
Which  in  their  hollow  hearts  dared  still  abide ; 
And  yet  obecener  slaves  with  smoother  brow. 
And  sneers  on  their  strait  lips,  thin,  blue  and 

wide. 
Said,  that  the  rule  of  men  was  over  now, 
And  hence,  the  subject  world  to  woman's  will  muil 
bow 


t»  • 


\ 


XVII. 

**  And  gold  was  scattered  through  the  streeti,  md 

wine 
Flow'd  at  a  hundred  feasts  within  the  wall 
In  vain !  the  steady  towers  in  Heaven  did  shiDS 
As  they  were  wont,  nor  at  the  priestly  caU, 
Left  Plague  her  banquet  in  the  iEthiop's  hall, 
^'or  fiimine  from  the  rich  man's  portal  came. 
Where  at  her  ease  she  ever  preys  on  ail 
Who  throng  to  kneel  for  food :  nor  fear  nor  shame. 
Not  fidth,  nor  discord,  dimm'd  hope's  newiy^undled 

flame. 

xvin. 

"  For  gold  was  as  a  god  whose  &ith  began 
To  fiule,  so  that  its  worshippers  were  few. 
And  Faith  itself,  whicrh  in  the  heart  of  man 
Gives  shape,  voice,  name,  to  spectral  Terror,  knew 
Its  downfall,  as  the  allnra  lonelier  grew. 
Till  the  Priests  stood  alone  within  the  fime; 
The  shafts  of  folsehood  un|x>lhiting  flew, 
And  the  cold  snecra  of  calumny  were  vain 
The  imion  of  the  free  with  disconi's  brand  to  stain. 

XIX. 

**The  rest  thou  knowest — Lo!  we  twx>  are  here— 
We  have  survived  a  ruin  wide  and  deep- 
Strange  thoughts  are  mine. — I  cannot  grieve  or  fear, 
Sitting  with  thee  upon  tliis  lonely  sleep 
I  smile,  though  human  love  should  make  me  weepi 
We  have  survived  a  joy  tliat  knows  no  sorrow. 
And  I  do  feel  n  mighty  calmness  creep 
Over  my  heart,  which  can  no  longer  borrow 
Its  hues  fiom  chance  or  change,  dark  childivo  of 
to-morrow. 

XX. 

**  We  know  not  what  will  come — ^yet  Laon,  dearest, 
Cythna  shall  be  the  prophetess  of  love. 
Her  lips  shall  rob  thee  of  the  grace  thOu  weare«t. 
To  hide  thy  heart,  and  clothe  the  Mhapcs  which  nxe 
Within  the  homeless  future h  wiiitr)'  grove: 
For  1  now,  sitting  thus  beside  thee,  seem 
Even  with  thy  breath  and  blood  to  live  and  mo\e, 
And  violence  und  wrong  arc  as  a  dream 
Which  rolls  from  stedfbst  truth  an  unretuming  stream. 

XXI. 

*'  The  blasts  of  Autumn  drive  the  winged  seeds 
Over  the  earth, — next  come  the  snows,  and  rain. 
And  frost,  and  storms,  which  dreary  Winter  leads 
Otit  of  his  Scythian  r^ive,  a  savage  train. 
Behold !  Spring  sweeps  over  the  world  again. 
Shedding  soft  dews  from  her  ethereal  wings ; 
Flowers  on  the  mountains,  fniitu  over  the  plain. 
And  music  on  the  waves  and  woods  she  flings. 
And  love  on  all  that  lives,  and  calm  on  lifeless  things 

XXU. 

'O  Spring !  of  hope,  and  love,  and  youth,  and  gladness 
Wind-winged  emblem !  brightest,  best  and  fairast  2- 
Whence  comest  thou,  when,  with  dark  Winter'^ 

sadness 
The  tears  that  fade  in  suimy  smiles  thou  sharest  ^ 
Sister  of  joy !  thou  art  the  child  who  wcnieat 
Thy  mother's  dying  smile,  tender  and  sweet ; 
Thy  mother  Autumn,  for  whose  grave  thou  beares^ 
Frrah  flowers,  and  beams  like  flowers,  with  gentle*^ 

feoV, 
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xxm. . 

,«Dd  Hope,  and  Love,  like  light  and  Heaven, 
d  the  worid^ — We  are  their  chosen  slaves, 
the  whirlwind  of  our  spirit  driven 
ieathless  germs  to  thought's  remotest  caves  ? 
Iter  comes ! — the  grief  of  many  graves,^ 
It  of  death,  the  tempest  of  the  sword, 
id  of  tyranny,  whose  sanguine  waves 
)  like  ice  at  Faith,  the  enchanter's  word, 
all  human  hearts  in  its  repose  abhorr'd. 

XXIV. 

Mda  are  sleeping  in  the  soil :  meanwhile 
ant  peoples  dungeons  with  his  prey, 
stims  on  the  guarded  scaffi>Id  smile 
I  they  cannot  speak ;  and,  day  by  day, 

00  of  wasting  Science  wanes  away 
ber  stars,  and  in  that  darkness  vast 
■  of  earth  to  their  foul  idols  pray, 

ly  Priests  triumph,  and  like  blight  or  blast 
f  selfish  care  o'er  human  looks  is  cast 

XXV. 

1  the  winter  of  the  world ; — and  here 
even  as  the  winds  of  Autumn  fade, 

( in  the  frore  and  ftggy  air. — 
Spring  comes,  though  we  must  pass,  who 
made 

nnise  of  its  birtlv— even  as  the  shade 
fh>m  our  death,  as  fiom  a  mountain,  flings 
tore,  a  broad  sunrise ;  thus  array'd  - 
I  the  phimes  of  overshadowing  wings, 
irkgulf  of  cfaaim,  Earth  like  an  eagle  springs. 


XXVI. 

rest  love!  we  shall  be  dead  and  cold 

his  mom  may  on  the  world  arise ; 

t  thou  the  glory  of  its  dawn  behold  ? 

aae  not  on  me,  but  turn  thine  eyes 

)  own  heart — it  b  a  paradise 

9veriasting  Spring  has  made  its  own, 

iile  drear  Winter  fills  the  naked  skies, 

treams  of  sunny  thought,  and  flowers  fresh 

blown, 

and  weave  their  sounds  and  odors  into  one. 

xxvn. 

a  own  hearts  the  earnest  of  the  hope 
made  them  great,  the  good  will  ever  find ; 
•ugh  some  envious  shade  may  interlope 
1  the  efllbct  and  it,  one  comes  behind, 
e  the  future  to  the  past  will  bind — 
iff  whose  sighdon  strength  for  ever 
ik  evfl,  good  with  good  must  wind 
I  of  union,  which  no  power  may  sever : 
bring  forth  their  kind,  and  be  divided  never! 

xxvra. 

ood  and  mighty  of  departed  ages 

heir  graves,  the  ikmocent  and  fiee, 

and  Poets,  and  prevailing  Sages, 

iTe  die  vesture  of  their  nu^ty 

D  and  clothe  this  naked  world ; — and  we 

I  to  them— each  perish,  but  they  leave 

>•  or  love,  or  truth,  or  liberty, 

bims  their  mighty  spirits  could  conceive 

le  and  law  to  ageg  that  gurvive. 


XXIX. 

**  So  be  the  turf  heap'd  over  our  remains 
Even  in  our  happy  youth,  and  that  strange  lot, 
Whaie'er  it  be,*  when  in  these  mingling  veins 
The  blood  is  still,  be  ours;  let  sense  and  thought 
Pass  finom  our  being,  or  be  number'd  not 
Among  the  things  that  are ;  let  those  who  come 
Behind,  for  whom  our  stedfast  will  has  brought 
A  calm  inheritance,  a  glorious  doom. 
Insult,  with  careless  tread,  our  undivided  tomb. 

XXX. 

«  Our  many  thoughts  and  deeds,  our  life  and  lovc^ 
Our  happiness,  and  all  that  we  have  been, 
Immortedly  must  live,  and  bum  and  move. 
When  we  shall  be  no  more ; — the  worid  has  seen 
A  type  of  peace ;  and  as  some  most  serene 
And  lovely  spot  to  a  poor  maniac's  eye. 
After  long  years,  some  sweet  and  moving  scene 
Of  youthful  hope  returning  suddenly. 
Quells  his  long  nuulness — thus  man  shall  remember 
thee. 

XXXI. 

"  And  Calumny  meanwhUe  shall  feed  on  us, 
As  worms  devour  the  dead,  and  near  the  throne 
And  at  the  altar,  most  accepted  thus 
Shall  sneers  and  curses  be ; — ^what  we  have  done 
None  shall  dare  vouch,  though  it  be  truly  known ; 
That  record  shall  remain,  when  they  must  pass 
Who  built  their  pride  on  its  oblivion ; 
And  fame,  in  human  hope  which  sculptured  was. 
Survive  the  perish'd  scrolls  of  unenduring  brass. 

XXXU. 

**  The  while  we  two,  beloved,  mnst  depart. 
And  Sense  and  Reason,  those  enchanters  fair. 
Whose  wand  of  power  b  hope,  would  bid  the'heart 
That  gaaed  beyond  the  wormy  grave  despair : 
These  eyes,  these  lips,  thb  blood,  seem  darkly  there 
To  fade  in  hideous  ruin;  no  calm  sleep. 
Peopling  with  golden  dreams  the  stagnant  air. 
Seems  our  obscure  and  rotting  eyes  to  steep 
In  joy ; — ^but  senseless  death — a  ruin  dark  and  deep! 

xxxm. 

*<  These  are  blind  fimcies — reason  cannot  know 
What  sense  can  neither  feel,  nor  thought  conceive ; 
There  b  delusion  in  the  world— end  woe. 
And  fear,«nd  pain — we  know  not  whence  we  live. 
Or  why,  or  how,  or  what  mute  Power  may  give 
Their  being  to  each  plant,  and  star,  and  beast. 
Or  even  these  thoughts : — Come  near  me !  I  do  weave 
A  chain  I  cannot  break — ^I  am  posscst 
"V^th  flioughti  too  swift  and  strong  for  one  lone 
human  breast 

XXXIV. 
**  Yes,  yet — thy  loss  b  sweet,  thy  lips  are  warm — 
O!  vriuingly  beloved,  would  these  eyes, 
Might  they  no  more  drink  being  from  thy  form. 
Even  as  to  sleep  whence  we  again  arise, 
Cloee  their  faint  orbs  in  death :  I  fear  nor  prize 
Aught  that  can  now  betide,  unshared  by  thee— 
Tes,  Love  when  wisdom  faUs  makes  Cytfma  wise . 
Daikness  and  death,  if  death  be  true,  must  be 
Dearer  than  Ufa  uA  Yiope,  \£  ^n\ett^^  ^  ^^  "Qqaa. 
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XXXV. 

"Altf,  our  thoughts  flow  on  with  straam.  whoie 

wat«n 
Return  not  to  their  finintain — Earth  and  Heaven, 
The  Ocean  and  the  Sun,  the  clouds  their  daughters, 
Winter,  and  Spring,  and  Mom,  and  Noon,  and  Even, 
All  that  we  are  or  know,  is  darkly  driven 
Towards  one  gulf— Lo!  what  a  change  ia  come 
Since  I  fint  s^e— hut  time  shall  be  fiirgiven. 
Though  it  change  all  but  thee!*' — She  ceased ; 

night's  gloom 
Meanwhile  had  fUlen  on  earth  fiom  the  sky's  sun- 
dome. 


XXXVI. 

Tlioiigh  she  had  <Seased,  her  countenance  uplifted 
To  Heaven,  still  spake,  with  solemn  glory  bright ; 
Her  dark  deep  eyes,  her  lips,  whose  motions  gifted 
Tlie  air  they  Ineathed  with  love,  her  locks  undight ; 
*'Fair  star  of  life  and  tove!"  I  cried,  **my  smd's 

delight! 
Why  lookest  thou  on  the  crjrttalline  skies  f 
O,  that  my  spirit  were  yon  Heaven  of  night. 
Which  gates  on  thee  with  its  thousand  eyes ! " 
She  tum'd  to  me  and  smiled — that  smile  was  Ptmuiise! 


CANTO  X. 


I. 


Wai  there  a  human  spirit  in  the  steed. 
That  thus  with  his  proud  voice,  ere  night  was  gone, 
He  broke  our  linked  rest?  or  do  indeed 
All  living  things  a  common  nature  own. 
And  thought  erect  a  universal  throne, 
Where  many  shapes  one  tribute  ever  bear  7 
And  Earth,  their  mutual  mother,  does  she  groan 
To  see  her  sons  contend  ?  and  makes  she  bare 
Her  breast,  that  all  in  peace  its  drainless  stores  may 
share? 

II. 
I  have  heard  friendly  sounds  from  many  a  tongue, 
Which  was  not  human — the  lone  Nightingale 
Has  answer'd  me  with  her  most  soothing  song, 
Out  of  her  ivy  bower,  when  I  sate  pale 
With  grief,  and  sigh'd  beneath;  from  many  a  dale 
Tlie  Antelopes  who  flock'd  for  food  have  spoken 
With  happy  sounds,  and  motions,  that  avail 
like  man's  own  speech ;  and  such  was  now  the  token 
Of  waning  night,  whose  calm  by  that  proud  neigh 
was  broken. 

m. 

Each  night,  that  mighty  steed  bore  me  abroad. 
And  I  retum'd  with  food  to  our  retreat. 
And  dark  intelligence ;  the  blood  which  flow'd 
Over  the  fields,  had  stained  the  courser's  feet ; — 
Soon  the  dust  drinks  that  bitter  dew, — then  meet 
The  vulture,  and  the  wild-dog,  and  the  snake, 


IV. 

For,  fiom  die  utmost  realms  of  earth,  came  poaring 
The  banded  slaves  whom  every  despot  sent 
At  that  throned  traitor's  summons;  like  the  roiriBg 
Of  fire,  whose  floods  the  wild  deer  drcumvem 
In  the  Bcorch'd  paaturea  of  the  South ;  so  bent 
Hie  armiea  of  the  leagued  kings  axound 
Tlieir  flies  of  steel  and  flame ;— -die  oontineot 
TVemUed,  as  with  a  aone  of  rain  bound, 
Beoeadi  dieir  feet,  die  sea  shook  widi  dieir  Navitt' 
sound. 

V. 

From  every  nation  of  the  earth  they  cane, 
The  multitude  of  moving  heardess  dungp. 
Whom  slavea  call  men :  obediently  they 
like  sheep  whom  from  the  ibid  the  si 
To  the  stall,  rod  with  blood;  their  many  kiqp 
Led  them,  thus  erring,  from  their  native 
Tartar  and  Frank,  and  milUons  whom  the 
Of  Indian  breezes  lull,  and  many  a  band 
Hie  Arctic  Anarch  sent,  and  Idumea'a  aand, 

VI. 
Fertile  in  prodigies  and  lies ;— 40  diere 
Strange  natures  made  a  brothertioodof  ilL 
The  desert  savage  ceased  to  gnip  in  kmx 
His  Aaian  shield  and  bow,  when,  at  die  will 
Of  Europe's  subtler  son,  the  bolt  woold  kill 
Some  shepherd  sitting  on  a  rock  secnn ; 
But  smiles  of  wondering  joy  hie  ftoe  would  fiD, 
And  savage  sympathy :  those  alavca  impu% 
Each  one  the  other  thus  from  ill  to  ill  did  loie. 

vn. 

For  traitorously  did  that  foul  l^iant  robe 
His  countenance  in  lies,^ — even  at  the  hoar 
When  he  was  snatch'd  from  death,  then  o'er  dte 

globe. 
With  secret  signs  from  many  a  mountain  tower, 
With  smoke  by  day,  and  fire  by  night,  the  power 
Of  kings  and  priests,  those  dark  conspirators 
He  call'd . — they  knew  his  cause  their  own,  ind 

swora 
like  wolves  and  serpents,  to  their  mutual  wan 
Strange  truce,  with  many  a  rite  which  Earth  aod 

Heaven  abhors. 

VIII. 
Myriads  had  come— millions  were  on  their  way; 
The  Tyrant  past,  surrounded  by  the  steel 
Of  hired  assassins,  through  the  public  way, 
Choked  with  his  country's  dead : — his  footsteps  red 
On  the  fresh  blood — he  smiles,  "  Ay,  now  I  M 
I  am  a  King  in  truth ! "  ho  said,  and  took 
His  royal  seat,  and  bade  the  torturing  wheel 
Be  brought,  and  fire,  and  pincers,  and  the  hook, 
And  scorpions;  that  his  soul  on  its  revenge  might  look.^ 

IX. 
"  But  first,  go  slay  the  rebels— why  return 
The  victor  bands?"  he  said,  **imllionB  yet  live. 
Of  whom  the  weakest  with  one  word  might  tttm 
The  scales  of  victory  yet; — ^let  none  survive 
But  those  within  the  walls— each  fiflh  shall  give 
The  expiation  for  his  brethren  here. — 
Go  forth,  and  waste  and  kill !"— *"  O  king,  ibigive 


-J 


TTiB  wolf,  and  the  hyena  gray,  and  eat 

T7i0  dead  in  horrid  truce :  dieir  throogi  did  taiJk)B\    My  a^McV  ^  wWiat  answer'd—"  but  we  fear 
Behind  the  ateed,  a  chann  like  waveain  aBbip'awake.\TVia  wpmta  q«  t&Aia^V«ATfincci\a^x«:««vfi^tMax; 
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9  ware  iLaymg  still  withoat  remone, 
V  that  dreadful  chief  beneath  my  hand 
leai  lay,  when,  on  a  hell-black  hone, 
el  bright  aa  day,  waving  a  brand 
laah'd  among  the  ataia,  paat" — ^  Doit  thou 

rtand 

Igwithme,  thou  wretch  r  die  king  replied; 

W  bmd  him  to  the  wheel ;  and  of  thia  band, 

win  drag  that  woman  to  hia  aide 

m1  him  tfana,  may  bum  hii  deareet  fi>e  be- 


XL 
{dd  and  gkny  ahall  be  his.— Go  Ibrth!" 
Mh*d  into  the  plain — ^Loud  waa  the  roar 
r  career :  Ae  honemen  ahook  the  earth ; 
lieel'd  artillery*a  apeed  the  payement  tore ; 
(antiy,  file  after  file,  did  pour 
thm^  oo  the  utmoat  hilla.    Five  days  they 
slew 

die  wasted  fields ;  the  sixth  saw  gore 
tfaroui^  the  dty ;  on  the  seventh,  the  dew 
ier  became  stiff;  and  there  was  peace  anew: 

xn. 

in  the  deaeit  fialda  and  villagea, 

n  Ae  clotted  beaata  and  mangled  dead ! 

in  the  alent  atreels!  aave  when  the  criea 

ima  to  diair  fiery  judgment  led, 

pale  their  voiceless  lips  who  seem*d  to  dread 

n  their  dearest  kindred,  lest  some  tongue 

hless  to  the  ftar  yet  unbetray'd ; 

in  the  Tjnant's  pakoe,  where  the  throng 

e  triumphal  houn  in  festival  and  song ! 

xm. 

ker  day  the  burning  Son  roll'd  on 
le  death-polluted  land — it  came 
the  east  like  fire,  and  fiercely  shone 
>  of  Autumn,  ripening  with  its  flame 
w  lone  ears  of  com ; — the  sky  became 
te  with  heat,  ao  that  each  cloud  and  blast 
ish*d  and  died^ — the  thirsting  air  did  claim 
asture,  and  a  rotting  vapor  past 
I  unburied  dead,  invisible  and  ftst 

XIV. 

7ant,  then  Plague  came  on  the  beasts ;  their 

Ibod 

and  they  drew  the  breath  of  its  decay. 
OS  on  millions,  whom  the  scent  of  blood 
ired,  or  who,  (rem  regions  far  away, 
naek'd  the  hosts  in  festival  amy, 
dMir  dark  deserts;  gaunt  and  wasting  now, 
1  like  fidl  shades  among  their  perish'd  prey ; 
ir  green  eyes  a  strange  diseaae  did  gtow, 
dk  in  hideous  spasm,  or  paina  severe  ttod  slow. 

XV. 
ah  were  poison*d  in  the  streama ;  the  birds 

green  woods  peririi'd ;  the  insect  race 
vitfaer'd  up;  the  scatter'd  flocks  aikd  herds 
lad  survived  the  wild  beasts*  hungry  chase 
■oaning,  each  upon  the  other's  fitoe 
pless  agony  gating ;  round  the  City 
ght,  the  lean  hyenaa  their  sad  case 
ttrving  inftnts  wail'd ;  a  woful  ditty ! 
Of  A  modier  wept,  pierced  with  amMitiinl 

pity. 

SM 


XVL 

Amid  the  aerial  minarets  on  high. 
The  iEthwpian  vultures  fluttering  fell 
From  their  long  line  of  brethren  in  the  sky, 
Starding  die  concourse  of  mankinds— Too  well 
Theae  aigna  die  coming  auaduef  lUd  fiirali^»— 
Strange  panic  fbst,  a  deep  and  acksnii^  dread 
l^^th^  each  heart,  like  ice,  did  sink  and  awdl, 
A  voiodeaa  theoght  of  evil,  which  did  spread 
Wtdi  die  quek  glanoe  of  eyea,  like  withering  K^w 
ningsshed. 

xvn. 

Day  after  day.  when  die  year  wanes,  the  frosts 
Strip  its  green  crown  of  leaves,  tm  all  ia  bare ; 
Sooo  dwae  strange  and  congregated  hosts 
Came  Famine,  a  swift  shadow,  and  the  sir 
Groan'd  with  the  burthen  of  a  new  deapair ; 
Famine,  than  whom  Misrule  no  deadlier  daiq^ter 
Feeds  fiom  her  thousand  breasls,  dioagfa  sleeping 

diere 
Widi  hdleai  eyea,  lie  Faidi,  and  Flagne,  and  Slangh- 

ter, 
A  ghastly  brood ;  conceived  of  Lethe's  sullen  water. 

xvm. 

There  was  no  fiiod,  the  com  was  trampled  down. 
Hie  flocks  and  heida  had  perish'd ;  on  die  shore 
"nie  dead  and  putrid  fish  were  ever  dirown : 
The  deeps  were  fixxUess,  and  the  winds  no  more 
Creak'd  with  the  weight  of  birda,  but  aa  befiire 
Those  vringed  thmgs  sprang  Ibrth,  were  void  of 

ahade; 
The  vines  and  orchards,  Autumn's  golden  store. 
Were  bum'd^HW  that  the  meanest  food  was 
weigh'd 

With  gold,  and  Avarice  died  before  the  god  it  made. 

XIX. 
There  waa  no  com — in  the  wide  maiket-plaee 
All  lotheliest  things,  even  human  flesh,  was  aold ; 
They  weigh'd  it  in  small  acalca    and  soany  a  fkce 
Was  fiz*d  in  eager  honor  then :  his  gold 
The  miser  brought,  the  tender  maid,  grown  bold 
Through  hunger,  bared  her  aconied  charma  in  vain : 
The  mother  brought  her  eldest  bom,  controU'd 
By  instinct  blind  as  love,  but  tnm*d  again 

And  bade  her  in&nt  suck,  and  died  in  i^ent  pain. 

XX. 

Then  fell  blue  Plague  upon  the  race  of  man. 
**  O,  for  the  sheathed  steel,  so  late  which  gave 
Oblivion  to  the  dead,  when  the  streets  ran 
Widi  brother's  blood!   O,  that  die  eardiquake's 

gfave 
Would  gape,  or  Ocean  lift  its  stifling  wave !" 
Vain  crie»— throughout  the  streets,  thousands  pur- 

sued 
Each  by  hie  fiery  torture  howl  and  mve. 
Or  at  in  fieniy's  nnimagined  mood, 
Upon  fieah  heaps  of  dead ;  a  ghasdy  multitude. 

XXI. 
It  was  not  hunger  now,  but  thirst    Each  well 
Was  choked  with  rotting  corpaas,  and  became 
A  caldron  of  green  mist  made  visible 
At  sunrise.    Thidier  still  the  nnriiads  came. 
Seeking  to  quench  the  agony  of  the  flame 
Whidi  raged  like  poison  through  their 

vehis; 
Naked  they  were  fiom  torture,  widiout  ahame. 
Spotted  vritfa  nameless  scan  and  lurid  blains, 
Chikihoodt  and  ifOiittk,«Bd  i|!^i«fAssEi%\skt»MB^ 
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XXII. 

It  u-Bfl  not  thint,  but  madiiom !  many  nw 
Their  own  lean  image  everywhere,  it  went 
A  ghastlier  ielf  beside  them,  till  the  awe 
or  that  dread  dght  to  ielf-dostruction  lent 
ThoK  shrieking  \ictims ;  some,  ere  life  was  spent, 
tSought,  with  a  horrid  sympathy,  to  shed 
Contagion  on  the  sound ;  and  others  rent 
Their  matted  hair,  and  cried  aloud.  "  We  tread 
On  fire !  the  avenging  Power  his  hell  aa  earth  has 
spread." 

XXIII. 
Sometimes  the  living  by  the  dead  were  hid. 
Near  the  great  founioiii  in  the  public  square. 
Where  corpses  made  a  crumbling  pyramid 
Under  the  sun,  was  hoard  one  stifled  prayer 
For  life,  in  the  hot  silence  of  the  air ; 
And  strange  'twas,  amid  that  hideous  heap  to  see 
Some  shroiidrtl  in  tlieir  long  and  golden  hair. 
As  if  not  dead,  but  slumbering  quietly. 
Like  forms  which  sculplora  car>'e,  then  love  to  agony. 

XXIV. 

Famine  had  spared  the  palnco  of  tho  king : — 

He  rioted  in  iestival  the  while. 

He  and  his  guards  and  priests ;  but  Plague  did 

fling 
One  shadow  upon  all.     Famine  cnn  smile 
On  him  who  brings  it  fbo<I,  and  i«8s,  with  guile 
Of  thankful  fal!*ohuud,  like  a  courtier  gray, 
Tho  house-dog  of  the  throne ;  but  many  a  mile 
Comes  Plague,  a  wingtn]  wolf,  who  lothcs  alwny 
The  garbage  and  tlic  scum  that  Htrongors  moke  her 

prey. 

XXV. 

So,  near  the  thmno,  nniid  the  gon^oous  feast, 
Shoiilhwl  in  resplciulont  iirras,  (ir  loosely  dight 
To  luxury,  cr<«  tlio  nuK-kiTv  yot  hntl  cc.ised 
Thai  linpor'd  on  his  lijw,  iht'  warrior's  might 
WnH  l(K)S(Mi'(i,  and  a  now  nnd  ghastlier  ni^ht 
In  (IroninH  of  frenzy  lapp'd  his  eyes ;  he  fell 
Hendlnng,  (»r  wilh  Mtifl'  eycball8  sale  upright 
Among  the  gnc«!s,  or  ravine  mail,  did  tcU 
Slrungc  truths ;  a  dying  seer  of  dark  oppression's  hell. 

XXVI. 

Tho  Princes  awl  the  Prienis  were  palo  w  ith  terror ; 
That  monstroiLH  faith  wherewith  they  ruled  man- 
kind. 
Fell,  like  a  hhafl  loosed  hy  tho  bownian'M  error, 
On  their  own  hearts ;  they  thought  and  they  could 

lind. 
Mo  refuge — 'twas  the  blind  who  led  the  blind! 
S>,  through  the  desolate  streets  to  the  high  fone, 
The  niany-tongued  and  (endless  armies  wind 
In  Had  proeet!«i()n  :  each  among  the  train 
To  Iii»  own  Idol  liflM  liin  HU})pliculions  vain. 

xxvir. 

*•  O  (Jod  !"  they  cried.  "  we  know  our  secret  pride 
lias  Kcorn'd  thee,  and  thy  worship,  and  thy  name ; 
Secure  in  human  power  we  have  defied 
Thy  ii'arful  might;  we  bend  in  fear  ojid  shame 
B<'lore  thy  presence ;  with  the  dust  we  claim 
Kindred  ;  h<»  merciful.  O  King  of  Heaven! 
A/tiHi  justly  have  we  sufler'd  lor  thy  fame 
Afiule  dim,  hiil  bo  at  length  our  hins  forgiven,        T 
/>«?  to  dvt^puir  Olid  deniii  ijjy  worehippow  be  drivciL\ 


xxvm. 

"  O  King  of  Glory !  thou  akme  hast  power ! 
Who  can  reaiBt  thy  will  f  who  can  restrain 
Thy  wnth,  when  on  the  guilty  thou  dost  diomr 
The  shafts  of  thy  revenge,  a  blistering  rain  ? 
Greatest  and  best,  be  merciful  again ! 
Have  we  not  stabb'd  thine  enemies,  and  made 
The  Earth  an  altar,  and  the  Heavens  a  fime, 
Whera  thou  wert  wonhipp'd  with  their  blood,  and 

laid 
Those  hearts  in  dust  which  would  thy  aeaichless 

works  have  weigh'd  ? 

XXIX. 

**  Well  didst  thou  loosen  (m  this  impioiis  City 
Thine  angehi  of  revenge :  recall  them  now ; 
Thy  worshippcrB,  abased,  here  kneel  fiw  piiy. 
And  bind  their  souls  by  an  immortal  vow: 
We  swear  by  tlieer!  nnd  lo  our  oath  do  thou 
Give  sanction,  from  thine  hell  of  fiends  and  flame. 
That  we  will  kill  with  fire  and  torments  dow, 
The  last  of  those  who  mock'd  thy  holy  name. 
And  scom'd  the  sacred  laws  thy  prophets  did  po* 
claim." 

XXX. 

Thus  they  with  trembling  limhs  and  pallkl  lips 
Worshipp'd  their  own  hearts'  image,  dim  and  van, 
Scared  by  the  shade  wherewith  they  wonld  eclipie 
Tho  light  of  other  minds ;— troubled  they  post 
From  the  great  Temple , — fiercely  still  and  fiist 
The  arrows  of  the  pUgue  among  them  fell. 
And  they  on  one  another  gazed  aghast. 
And  through  the  hosts  contention  wild  befell, 
As  each  of  his  own  god  tho  wondrous  works  did  idL 

XXXI. 

And  Oromaze.  Joshua,  and  Mahomet, 
Moses,  and  Ruddh.Zerdiisht.  and  lirehm,  and  Foh. 
A  tumult  of  strange  names,  which  never  met 
Before,  as  watch-words  of  a  single  woe. 
Arose  ;  each  raging  votary  'pan  fo  throw 
Aloft  his  armed  hands,  and  each  did  howl 
"  Our  CUx\  alone  is  ( iod ! "  and  slaughter  now 
Would  have  gone  forth,  w  hen  from  beneath  a  cowl 
A  voice  came  forth,  whicli  pierced  hke  ice  through 
every  soul. 


XXXII. 

Twos  an  Iberian  Pritwi  from  whom  it  came. 
A  zealous  man,  who  led  the  legion 'd  west 
With  words  which  faith  and  pride  had  steep'd  in 

flame. 
To  quell  the  iHi}>eliever8 ;  a  dire  guest 
Kven  to  his  friends  was  he,  for  in  liis  breast 
Did  hate  and  guile  lie  watchful,  intertwined, 
Twin  serpents  in  one  deep  and  w hiding  nest; 
He  loth(Ml  oU  faith  beside  his  own,  and  pined 
To  wreak  his  fejir  of  Heaven  in  vengeance  on  maa- 

kind. 

xxxni. 

But  more  he  lothed  and  haled  the  clear  light 
Of  wiMlom  (uid  fn»o  thought,  and  nwiro  dii]  fear. 
Ia'sI,  kindled  on<-e.  its  beams  might  pien^e  the  night. 
Even  where  his  Idol  stixid  ;  lor,  llir  and  near 
Did  many  a  heart  in  Europe  leap  lo  hear 
That  liiiih  and  tyramiy  were  trampled  down ; 
Many  a  pjilo  victim,  doom'd  for  truth  to  share 
The  murderer's  cell,  or  see.  with  helpless  gioan, 
TVve  pnc«Vs  \\\«  duldKU  drag  fur  slaves  to  servo  thcii 
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XXXIV. 

d  not  kill  the  infidela  with  fire 
,  in  Europe :  the  slow  agonies 
I  torture  mock'd  his  keen  desire  : 
Mde  trace  with  those  who  did  despise 
liation  and  the  sacrifice, 
Odgh  detested,  Islam's  kindred  creed 
m^  for  him  those  deadlier  enemies; 
'  of  God  did  in  his  hosom  breed 
hate  of  man,  an  nnreposing  need. 

XXXV. 

!  Peace!"  he  cried,  ''when  we  are  dead, 

the  day 

;ment  comes,  and  all  shall  surely  know 

God  is  God,  each  fearfully  shall  pay 

ois  of  his  faith  in  endless  woe ! 

re  is  sent  a  mortal  vengeance  now 

h,  because  an  impious  race  had  spura'd 

bom  we  all  adore, — a  subtile  foe, 

m  for  ye  this  dread  reward  was  eam'd, 

J  dirones,which  reston  fi&ith,  nighovertum'd. 

XXXVI. 

ye,  because  y%  weep,  and  kneel,  and  pray, 

Dd  will  lull  the  pestilence  7  it  rose 

om  beneath  his  throne,  where,  many  a  day 

rcy  soodied  it  to  a  dark  repose : 

s  upon  the  eardi  to  judge  his  foes, 

bat  are  tfaoa  and  I,  diat  he  should  deign 

b  his  ^lastly  minisCer,  or  close 

les  of  death,  ere  they  receive  the  twain 

ik  with  mortal  spells  his  undefended  reign ! 

xxxvn. 

tere  is  fiunine  in  the  gulf  of  hell, 
t  worms  of  fire  for  ever  yawn, — 
arid  e]res  are  on  us !  those  who  fell 
swift  shaft  of  pestilence  ore  dawn, 
their  jaws !  they  hunger  for  the  spawn 
in,  thdr  own  brethren,  who  were  sent 
A  our  souls  their  spoiL  See !  see !  they  fiiwn 
^  and  they  will  sleep  wiA  luxury  spent, 
le  detested  hearts  their  iron  fongs  have  rent! 

xxxvra. 

iod  may  then  lull  Pestilence  to  sleep : 

^  the  pyre  of  expiation  now ! 

t's  spoil  of  bouglw,  and  on  the  heap 

moroous  gums,  which  sullenly  and  slow, 

touch'd  by  flame,  shall  bum,  and  melt,  and 

flow, 

m  of  clinging  fire,— and  fix  on  high 

»f  iron,  and  spread  forth  below 

h  of  snakes,  and  scorpions,  and  the  fiy 

Mies  and  worms,  earth's  hellish  progeny ! 

XXXIX. 

AOQ  and  Laone  on  that  pyre, 

ti^t  widi  burning  brass,  perish! — then  prey 

vMi  this  sacrifice,  the  withering  ire 

rw  may  be  appeased."  He  ceased,  and  they 

I  rtood  alent,  as  far,  far  away 

^i^yi  biB  voice  among  them  died ; 

I  tatlt  down  upon  the  dust,  alway 

ng  dto  curses  of  his  speechless  pride, 

iBM^  aodiear,  and  awe,  the  anniea  did  divide. 


XL. 

His  voice  was  like  a  blast  that  burst  the  portal 
Of  ftUed  hell ;  and  as  he  spake,  each  one 
Saw  gape  beneath  the  chasms  of  fire  immtwt^}^ 
And  Heaven  above  seem'd  cloven,  where,  oo  a 

throne 
Girt  round  with  storms  and  shadows,  sate  aloiie. 
Their  King  and  Judge — fear  kill'd  in  every  breast 
All  natural  pity  then,  a  fear  unknown 
Befbre,  and  with  an  inward  fire  possesf. 
They  raged  like  homeleas  beasts  whom  burning 

woods  invest 

XLI. 
TwBS  mom— at  noon  the  public  oner  went  forth. 
Proclaiming  through  the  living  and  the  dead, 
**  The  Monarch  saith,  that  this  great  Empire's  worth 
Is  set  on  Laon  and  Laone's  h«id : 
He  who  but  one  yet  living  here  can  lead. 
Or  who  the  life  fiom  both  their  hearts  can  wring, 
Shall  be  the  kingdom's  heir,  a  glorious  meed ! 
But  he  who  both  aUve  can  hither  bring, 
The  Princess  shall  espouse,  and  reign  an  equal  King." 

XLIL 
Ere  night  the  pyre  was  piled,  the  net  of  iron 
Was  spread  above,  the  fearful  couch  below. 
It  overtopp'd  the  towers  that  did  environ 
That  spacious  square ;  for  Fear  is  never  slow 
To  buUd  the  thrones  of  Hate,  her  mate  and  foe, 
So,  she  scourged  forth  the  maniac  multitude 
To  rear  this  pyramid — ^tottering  and  slow. 
Plague-stricken,  fbodless,  like  lean  herds  pursued 
By  gad-flies,  they  have  piled  the  heath,  and  gums, 
and  wood. 

xun. 

Night  came,  a  starieas  and  a  moonless  gloom. 
Until  the  dawn,  those  hosts  of  many  a  nation 
Stood  round  that  pile,  as  near  one  lover's  tomb 
Two  gentle  sisters  moum  their  desolation ; 
And  in  the  silence  of  that  expectation. 
Was  heard  on  high  the  reptiles'  hiss  and  crawl — 
It  was  so  deep,  save  when  the  devastation 
Of  the  swift  pest  with  fearful  interval. 
Marking  its  paths  with  shrieks,  among  the  crowd 
would  fiiU. 

XUV. 
Mom  came, — among  those  sleepleas  multitudes. 
Madness,  and  Fear,  and  Plague,  and  Famine  still 
Heap'd  corpse  on  corpse,  as  in  autumnal  woods 
The  frosts  of  many  a  wind  widi  dead  leaves  fill 
Earth's  cold  and  sullen  brooks ;  in  silence,  still 
The  pale  survivors  stood ;  ere  noon,  the  fear 
Of  Hell  became  a  panic,  which  did  kill 
Like  hunger  or  disease,  with  whispers  drear. 
As  "Hush!  hark!    Come  they  yetf   Just  Heaven! 
thine  hour  is  near!" 

XLV. 
And    Priests  rush'd  through  their  ranks,  some 

counterfeiting 
The  -rage  they  did  inspire,  some  mad  indeed 
With  their  own  lies ;  they  said  their  god  was  waiting 
To  see  his  enemies  writhe,  and  burn,  and  bleed, — 
And  that,  till  then,  the  snakes  of  Hell  had  need 
Of  human  souls :— three  hundred  fumaoes 
Soon  blaxed  through  the  wide  City,  where  with 

speed. 
Men  brought  their  infidel  kindred  to  •.^iqmsa 
God's  wxttti,  ani  wVnW  ty^ivf  \sQn!^^,\xii^\i»«&&  ^i^ 
qtuveiing  knMa. 
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XLVI. 
The  noontido  sun  was  darken'd  with  tliat  smoke, 
The  winds  of  eve  disponed  those  ashes  gray, 
The  madness  which  these  rites  had  lull'd,  awoke 
Again  at  sunsoL — Who  shall  dare  to  say 
Hie  deeds  which  night  and  fear  brought  ibrth,  or 

weigh 
In  balance  just  the  good  and  evil  there  f 
He  might  man's  deep  and  soarchlcss  heart  display* 
And  cast  a  light  on  those  dim  labyrinths,  where 
Hope,  near  imagined  chasms,  is  struggling  with  despair. 

XLVII. 
Tis  said,  a  mother  dngg'd  three  children  then, 
To  those  fierce  flames  which  roast  the  eyes  in  the 

head, 
And  laugh'd  and  died  ,*  and  that  unholy  men, 
Feasting  like  fiends  upon  the  infidel  dead, 
Look'd  from  their  meal,  and  saw  an  Aiigcl  tread 
The  visible  floor  of  Heaven,  and  it  wns  she ! 
And,  on  that  night,  one  without  doubt  or  dread 
Came  to  the  fire,  and  said,  "  Stop,  I  am  he ! 
Kill  meP'  tlioy  bum'd  them  IwUi  with  hcUiuli  mockery. 

XLVIII. 
And,  one  by  one,  that  night,  young  maidens  came. 
Beauteous  and  calm,  like  nhapos  of  living  stone 
Clothed  in  the  light  of  dreams,  and  by  the  flame 
Whirti  shrank  as  over^^orged,  they  laid  them  down, 
And  sung  a  flow  Hwof^t  Mong.  of  which  alone 
One  ^'onl  wa»  hoanl.  and  lliut  wiu  I  jl)crty ; 
And  that  some  kim'd  their  murblo  feet,  with  moan 
Like  love,  and  dic<l,  and  then  that  they  did  die 
With  happy  smiles,  wliich  sunk  in  wliite  tranquillity. 


CANTO  XL 


V. 

Her  lips  were  parted,  and  the  metsared  breath 
Was  DOW  heard  there ; — her  dark  and  intricate  eyn 
Orb  within  orl},  det>per  than  sleep  or  death, 
AhHorb'd  the  glories  of  the  burmng 
Which,  mingling  with  her  heart's  deep 
Biinrt  from  her  looks  and  gestures  ^--and  a  light 
Of  liquid  tenderness  like  love,  did  rise 
From  her  whole  frame,  on  atmosphere  wluch  qvitt 
Array 'd  her  in  its  beams,  tremulous  and  soil  and  b^ghL 

VI. 

Slie  would  Iiave  rinsp'd  me  tu  lier  glowing  fiome; 
ThoHc  warm  and  odorouM  lips  might  soon  have  ihrd 
On  mine  tho  frncrmnro  nnd  llie  invisible  flame 
Which  now  tlie  cold  windM  Ktolc ; — t$he  would  have 

laid 
Upon  my  languid  heart  licr  dearest  head ; 
I  might  have  heard  her  voice,  tender  and  sweet; 
Her  eyes  niingliiig  with  mine,  might  soon  have  fed 
My  Houl  with  their  own  joy.^-Ono  moment  yd 
I  gazed — we  ])artcd  then,  never  again  to  meet! 

vn. 

Never  but  once  to  meet  on  Earth  again ! 
She  Iicard  me  as  I  fled — her  eager  toiio 
Sunk  (111  my  Iioart,  and  almost  wove  a  chain 
^Vruund  my  will  to  link  it  with  her  own. 
S<i  that  my  stern  resitlve  wa.^  alnuHtt  gone. 
"I  cannot  reach  thoo!  v% hither do«t  thou  fly? 
My  stejw  are  faint — Come  back,  thou  dearest  ODf-" 
Kotum,  ah  nic !  return" — the  wind  past  by 
On  which  those  accents  died, faint,  far,  and  lingeringly' 

vin. 

Woo!  woe!  that  moonlesn midnight — Want  and  ?^ 
Were  horrible,  but  one  more  fell  doth  rear. 
As  in  a  hydra's  swarming  lair,  its  crest 
Kmincnt  amon<;  tlio«e  vi<'tim»— even  the  Fear 
Of  Hell:  each  pin  by  the  hot  atmosphere 
Of  his  blind  agony,  like  a  scorpion  stung 
Uy  his  ovm  rage  upon  his  burning  bier 

..^ , 0\'  cAtcWw^  cwA%  «*^  fe^\  Wit  still  there  climg 

la  the  red  llvavcn,likc  wreckH  in  a  tempcsiuoua  8ca.\Ono\voveAv>^'fc'^^««^*'w^^«^^*«'^'^'^'^»*»^^^ 


I. 

She  saw  mo  not — she  licard  me  not — alone 
IFpon  the  mountain's  dizzy  brink  she  stood ; 
She  spake  not,  breathed  not,  moved  not — there 

was  thrown 
Over  her  look,  the  shadow  of  a  mood 
Which  only  clothes  the  heart  in  soUtude, 
A  thjnifjhl  of  voiceless  depth; — she  stiMj<l  alone; 
ANjve.  the  I  rea\  ens  \\  ere  spread  ; — below,  the  flood 
Wtis  munnurin^  in  its  caves; — the  wind  had  blown 
Her  hair  apart,  ihroiigli  which  her  I'ycs  and  forehead 
shone. 

11. 

A  cloud  was  hanging  o'er  the  western  mountains ; 

Before  its  blue  ond  moveless  ileplh  were  flying 

Gmy  mists  {wur'd  fortli  from  tlie  unresting  fbimtains 

Of  darkness  in  the  North  : — the  day  was  dyuig: — 

Sudden,  the  sim  shone  forth,  its  l)eoins  were  lying 

Liki!  /joiJine  pold  on  Ocean,  strange  to  see, 

And  on  the  shattor'd  vapors,  which  defying 

Th»poi%rr  of  lifiht  in  vain,  toas'd  restlessly 


in. 

It  waa  a  stream  of  living  beama,  whoae  bonk 
On  either  side  by  flie  cloud's  cleft  was  made ; 
And  where  its  chasms  that  flood  of  glory  draiUu 
Its  waves  gush'd  forth  like  fire,  and  as  if  sway'd 
By  some  mute  tempest,  roU'd  m  her ;  the  shade 
Of  her  bright  image  floated  on  the  river 
Of  liquid  Ught,  which  then  did  end  and  ftde — 
Her  radiant  shape  upwi  its  verge  did  shiver; 
Aloft,  her  flowing  hair  like  strings  of  flame  did  quiver 


IV. 

I  stood  beside  her.  but  she  saw  me  not— 
She  look'd  upon  the  sea,  and  skies,  and  earth; 
Rapture,  and  love,  and  admiration  wrought 
A  passion  deeper  for  than  tears,  or  minh. 
Or  speech,  or  gesture,  or  whate'er  has  birth 
From  common  joy;  which,  with  the  speechless  foaling 
That  led  her  there  united,  and  shot  forth 
From  her  for  eyes,  a  light  of  deep  revealing. 
All  but  her  dearest  self  from  my  regard  concealing. 


\. 
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IX. 
eath  waa  no  more  refuge  or  rest ; 
nta  despair  to  be ! — not  sleep, 
d  chaflUB  of  fire  had  dispossest 
reams :  to  wake  was  not  to  weep, 
sad  and  pallid,  at  the  leap 
)  Future,  like  a  snaky  scourge, 
grant's  eye,  which  aye  doth  keep 
beam  upon  hu  slaves,  did  urge 
9y  heard  the  roar  of  Hell's  sulphure- 
irgo. 

X. 

multitude  alone,  and  lost 

Mitward  things,  one  hope  yet  knew ; 

hgirt  crag  some  seaman  tost, 

rising  tide,  or  like  the  crew 

le  shipis  splitting  through  and  through ; 

tramp  of  a  &r  steed  was  heard, 

sick  despair,  or  if  there  flew 

00  the  wind,  or  if  some  word 

in  gather  yet,  the  distant  crowd  has 

XI. 

1  cheeks  wan  with  the  kiss  of  death 
ope  f  they  had  suslain*d  despair. 

I  thoae  myriads  with  suspended  breath 
eoond  nAghtT  ihey  are  not  here 
and  hour  by  hour,  a  vision  drear, 
Bs  &1I  upon  the  clay-cold  dead ; 
1  death  their  fips  are  wreathed  with 

I  mata  and  moveless — overhead 

; !  hear'st  thou  not  the  tread 


XV. 
**  Ye  Princes  of  the  Earth,  ye  sit  a^iasl 
Amid  the  ruin  which  yourselves  have  made; 
Yes,  detolatioa  heard  your  trumpet's  blast. 
And  spnmg  from  sleep.*— dark  Terror  has  obeyed 
Your  bidding— O,  that  I  whom  ye  have  mada 
Your  tbef  could  set  my  dearest  enemy  firee  v 
From  pain  and  fear!  but  evil  casts  a  shade. 
Which  cannot  paas  so  soon,  and  Hate  muat  be 
The  nurse  and  parent  still  of  an  ill  progeny. 

XVI. 

"  Ye  turn  to  Heaven  lor  aid  in  your  distress ; 
Alas,  that  ye,  though  mighty  and  the  wise. 
Who,  if  ye  dared,  might  not  aspire  to  less 
Than  ye  conceive  of  power,  should  &ar  the  lies 
Which  thou,  and  thou,  didst  frame  for  mysteries 
To  blind  your  slaves  .*— consider  your  own  thought, 
An  empty  and  a  cruel  sacrifice 
Ye  now  prepare,  for  a  vain  idol  wrought 
Out  of  the  fears  and  hate  which  vain  denrea  have 
brought 

XVIL 

**  Ye  seek  for  happineas— alas,  the  day ! 
Ye  find  it  not  in  luxury  nor  in  gold. 
Nor  in  the  fame,  nor  in  the  envied  sway 
For  which,  O  willing  slaves  to  Custom  old ! 
Severe  task-mistress !  ye  your  hearts  have  sold. 
Ye  seek  for  peace,  and  when  ye  die,  to  dream 
No  evil  dreams :  all  mortal  things  are  cold 
And  senseleas  then ;  if  aught  survive,  I  deem 
It  must  be  love  and  joy,  for  &ey  immortal  seem. 


xn. 

ietf  laughter  7  the  shout,  the  scream, 
lot  to  be  oontain'd  7  see !  hark ! 
they  come,  give  way !  alas,  ye  deem 
but  a  crowd  of  maniacs  stark 
a  troop  of  spectres,  through  the  dark, 
oked  well,  whence  a  bright  death-fire 

i-star,  which  dropp'd  many  a  spark 
e  train,  and  spreading  widely,  clung 
loir,  like  mist  tho  topmost  pines  among. 

xm. 

rom  the  crowd  collected  there, 
trange  dance  in  fearful  sympathies ; 
he  silence  of  a  long  despair, 
ist  echo  of  those  terrible  criea 
1  distant  street,  like  agonies 
—Before  the  Tyrant's  throne 
I  aged  Senate  sate,  their  eyea 
wctation  fix'd ;  when  one 
them  stood,  a  Stranger  and  alone. 


XIV. 

I  and  haughty  Warriors  gased  on  him 
I  wonder,  for  a  hermit's  vest 
is  &ce ;  but  when  he  spake,  his  tone, 
maUer  did  their  thoughts  arrest, 
oignant,  calm,  as  from  a  breast 
hate  or  terror,  made  them  start; 
gentle  accents  he  addressed 
i9  ibem,  on  each  unwilUng  heart 
id  All^^  tpirit^ueWDg  dart 


XVUI. 
**  Fear  not  the  future,  weep  not  for  the  past 
O,  could  I  win  your  ears  to  dare  be  now 
Glorious,  and  great,  and  calm !  that  ye  would  cast 
Into  the  dust  those  symbols  of  your  woe^ 
Purple,  and  gold,  and  steel !  that  ye  would  go 
Proclaiming  to  the  nations  whence  ye  came. 
That  Want,  and  Plague,  and  Fear,  fiom  slavery 

flow; 
And  that  mankind  is  free,  and  that  the  shame 
Of  royalty  and  faith  is  lost  in  freedom's  fame. 

XIX. 

«  If  thus,  'tis  well>^  not,  I  come  to  say 
That  Laon" — while  the  Stranger  spoke,  among 
The  Council  sudden  tumult  and  afoy 
Arose,  for  many  of  thoae  warriors  young 
Had  on  his  ek)quent  accents  fed  and  hung 
Like  bees  on   mountain^wers ;  they  knew  the 

truth. 
And  from  their  thrones  in  vindication  sprung ; 
The  men  of  fiuth  and  law  then  without  ruth 
Drew  forth  their  aecret  steel,  and  stabb'd  each  ardent 

youth. 

XX. 

Theystabb'd  them  in  the  back  and  sneer'd — a  slave 
Who  stood  behind  the  throne,  those  corpses  drew 
Each  to  its  bkxxly,  dark,  and  secret  grave ; 
And  one  more  daring  raised  his  steel  anew 
To  pierce  the  Stranger:  ''What  hast  thou  to  do 
With  me,  poor  wretch  f— Calm,  solemn,  and  severe, 
That  voice  m)itEm4(  Yoa  «iAYiv«EA\A^QDa«w 
Wm  dagger  on  t^  ^pwoui,  vmI  \ii^  ^<wC^\!t«t> 
Sate  ailentiy— 4uft  ^<Ac«  i^u  ^vi  i^«  ^»xisi:|^  'v^^ 
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XXI. 

**  It  doth  avail  not  that  I  weep  for 
Ye  cannot  change,  linoe  ye  are  old  and  gnif. 
And  ye  have  chosen  your  lot— yoor  Ame  mist  be 
A  book  of  Uood,  whence  in  a  milder  day 
Men  ihall  learn  truth,  when  ye  are  wrapt  in  clay  : 
Now  ye  riiall  triumph.    I  am  Laon*i  friend, 
And  him  to  your  revenge  will  I  betray, 
So  you  concede  one  easy  boon.    Attend ! 
For  now  I  apeak  of  thingi  which  y%  can  apprehend. 

xxn. 

"  There  la  a  People  mighty  in  its  youth, 
A  land  beyond  the  Oceana  of  the  West, 
Where,  though  with  rudest  riles.  Freedom  and  Truth 
Are  wonhipp'd ;  from  a  glorious  mother's  breast, 
Who,  since  high  Athens  fell,  among  the  rest 
Sate  like  the  Queen  of  Nations,  but  in  woe. 
By  inbred  monsters  outraged  and  oj^press'd. 
Turns  to  her  choinless  child  for  succor  now. 
It  draws  the  milk  of  Power  in  Wisdom's  fullest  flow. 

xxm. 

"  That  land  is  like  an  Eagle,  whose  young  gaie 
Feeds  on  the  noontide  beam,  whose  golden  plume 
Floats  moveless  on  the  storm,  and  in  the  blaze 
Of  sunrise  gleams  when  E^irth  is  wrapt  in  gloom ; 
An  epitaph  of  glory  for  the  tomb 
Of  murder'd  Europe  may  thy  fome  be  made, 
Great  People :  as  the  sands  shalt  thou  become ; 
Thy  growth  is  swift  os  mom,  when  night  must  fode ; 
The  multitudinous  Earth  shall  sleep  beneath  thy  shade. 

XXIV. 

"  Yes,  in  the  desert  there  Ih  built  a  home 
For  Freedom.    Genius  is  made  Ktrong  to  rear 
The  monumentR  of  man  beneath  the  dome 
Of  a  new  Heaven,  myriads  assemble  there. 
Whom  the  proud  lonls  of  man,  in  rage  or  fear, 
Drive  from  their  u-asted  homes :  the  boon  I  pray 
Is  thiB, — that  Cythna  shall  be  convoy'd  there — 
Noy,  start  not  at  tlio  nomo — America! 
And  then  to  you  thi^i  night  Laon  will  I  betray. 

xxv. 

"  With  me  do  whot  ye  will.    I  am  your  foe !" 
The  light  of  such  a  joy  as  makes  the  stare 
Of  hungry  snakes  like  living  emeralds  glow, 
Shone  in  a  hundred  human  eyes — *<  Where,  where 
Is  I^on  ?  hssle !  fly !  drag  him  swiftly  here ! 
We  grant  iliy  boon." — "  I  put  no  trust  in  ye  : 
Swear  by  the  Power  ye  dreod." — *•  We  swear,  we 

swear ! " 
The  Stranger  threw  his  vest  back  suddenly. 
And  smiled  in  gentle  pride,  and  said,  "  Lof  I  am  he!^ 


CANTO  xn. 


I. 

Tmc  transport  of  a  fierce  and  monstrofOi  gladn 
Spread  through  the  multitudinous  streets,  fost  fl; 
Upon  Ae  wings  of  fear ;  from  his  dull  madm 
The  starveling  waked,  and  died  in  joy ;  tho  d) 
Among  the  corpses  in  stark  agony  lying, 
Just  heard  the  happy  tidings,  and  in  hope 
Closed  their  faint  eyes ;  from  house  to  house  Wfk 
With  loud  acclaim,  the  living  shook  Heaven's  c 
And  fill'd  the  startled  Earth  with  ecboea :  mora 
ope 

n. 

Its  pale  eyes  then ;  and  lo !  the  long  array 
Of  guards  in  golden  arms,  and  priests  be^e. 
Singing  their  bloody  hymns,  whose  gaihs  betr 
The  blackness  of  ^e  fiuth  it  seems  lo  hide ; 
And  see,  the  tyrant's  gem-wrought  chariot  gUi 
Among  the  gloomy  cowls  and  glittering  spean 
A  shape  of  Tight  is  sitting  by  his  side, 
A  child  most  beautiful.    I'  the  midst  appean 
Loon,— exempt  alone  from  mortal  hopes  and  foai 

ni. 

His  head  and  feot  are  hore,  his  hands  arc  bou 
Behind  with  heavy  chains,  yet  nunc  do  wreak 
Their  scoffs  on  him,  though  myriads  throng  orou 
There  are  no  nneerK  upon  his  lip,  which  speak 
That  scorn  or  hate  hath  made  liiin  bold  ;  his  ch 
Resolve  has  not  tnni'd  pale. — his  eyes  are  mil< 
And  calm,  and  like  the  mom  n)x>ut  lo  break. 
Smile  on  mankind — his  heart  Reoms  re<roncilec 
To  all  things  and  itself,  like  a  reposing  child 

IV. 

Tumult  was  in  the  soul  of  all  beside, 
111  joy,  or  doubt,  or  fear ;  hut  those  who  saw 
Their  tranquil  victim  pass,  fell  wonder  glide 
Into  their  brain,  and  became  calm  with  awe. 
See,  the  slow  pageant  near  the  pile  doth  draw 
A  thousand  torches  in  the  spacious  square. 
Borne  by  the  ready  slaves  of  ruthless  law. 
Await  the  signal  rotmd  :  the  morning  fair 
Is  changed  to  a  dim  night  by  that  unnatural  glar 

V. 

And  see !  beneoth  a  sun-bright  canopy. 
Upon  a  platform  level  w|th  the  pile. 
The  anxious  Tyrant  sit.  enthroned  on  high. 
Girt  by  the  chiefloins  of  the  host ;  all  smile 
In  expectation,  but  one  child :  the  while 
I.  Laon.  led  by  mules,  ascend  my  bier 
Of  fire,  and  look  an>und  ;  each  distant  isle 
\b  OiarVv  "vu  \W  Xin^VvV  da.>Mi ;  toweri  far  and  nf 
Pierce  \\We  Te^powa\%  ftaitwa^iv*  Vc^txvv^wa  ^xxccsw^ 
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VI. 

B  roch  sflence  through  the  host,  ob  when 
uake  trampling  on  some  populous  town 
'd  ten  thousand  with  one  tread,  and  men 
9  leoond !  all  were  mute  but  one, 
■t  child,  who,  bold  vith  love,  alone 
before  the  king,  without  avail, 
for  LacMi's  life— her  stifled  groan 
1— ahe  trembled  like  one  aspen  pale 
lloomy  pines  of  a  Norwegian  vale. 

vn. 

re  his  thoughts  link'd  in  the  morning  sun, 
oee  reptiles,  stingless  with  delay, 
a  tyrant's  wrath  ? — the  signal-gun 
lark,  again !  in  that  dread  pause  he  lay 
jiet  dream — the  slaves  obey — 
id  torches  drop^ — and  hark,  the  lost 
that  awful  silence ;  fiir  away 
svith  hearts  that  beat  both  loud  and  fi»t, 
le  springing  flame  expectant  and  aghast 

vra. 

-the  torches  fall— a  cry  of  fear 
ed  the  triumphant! — ^they  recede ! 
le  cannon's  roar  his  died,  they  hear 
p  of  hooft  like  eardiquako,  and  a  steed 
gigantic  with  the  tempest's  speed, 
rough  their  nmki :  a  woman  sits  thereon, 
leems  than  au^t  that  earth  can  breed, 
liant*  like  the  phantom  of  the  dawn, 

0  the  cavei  of  daylight  wandering  gone. 

IX. 

ht  it  was  God's  Angel  come  to  sweep 
ring  guilty  to  their  fiery  grave ; 
it  from  his  throne  in  dread  did  leap,-— 
wnce  his  child  from  fear  did  save  ; 
the  fiuth  they  feign'd,  each  priestly  slave 
hu  mercy  whom  they  served  with  blood, 
the  refluence  of  a  mighty  wave 
to  the  loud  sea,  the  multitude 
Dg  panic,  fled  in  terror's  alter'd  mood. 

X. 

ise,  they  blush,  they  gaze, — a  gathering 

lOUt 

B  one  sound  from  the  ten  thousand  streams 
pestuous  sea : — that  sudden  rout 
k'd  who,  never  in  his  mildest  dreams 
from  grace  or  loveliness,  the  seams 
at  heart  so  hard  and  cold  a  creed 
d  with  blistering  ico — but  ho  misdeems 
s  wise,  whose  wounds  do  only  bleed 
',  thus  thought  the  Iberian  Priest  indeed, 

XI. 

rs,  too,  thought  ho  was  wise  to  see, 
ind  fear,  and  hate,  something  divine : 
od  beauty — no  divinity. — 

1  a  bitter  smile,  whose  light  did  shine 
ind's  hope  upon  his  lips  and  eyno, 
ind  the  persuasion  of  that  sneer 

m  trembling  comrades — **  Is  it  mine 
alone,  when  kii^  and  aoldien  fear 
Beavea  bsM  sent  ita  other  victim  here." 


xn. 

"  Were  it  noC  impious,"  said  the  Kmg,  **  to  braak 
Our  holy  oath  f  " — "  Impious  to  keep  it,  say !" 
Shriek'd  the  exulting  Priest — **  Slaves,  to  the  stake 
Bind  her,  and  on  my  head  the  burthen  lay 
Of  her  just  torments : — at  the  Judgment  Day 
Will  I  stand  up  before  the  golden  throne 
Of  Heaven,  and  cry,  To  thee  did  I  betray 
An  Infidel ;  but  for  me  she  would  have  known 
Another  moment's  joy !  the  glory  be  thine  own." 

xm. 

They  trembled,  but  replied  not,  nor  obe3r'd,  • 
Pausing  in  breathleas  silence.    Cjrthna  sprung 
From  her  gigantic  steed,  i^ho,  like  a  shade 
Chased  by  the  winds,  those  vacant  streets  among 
Fled  tameless,  as  the  brazen  rein  she  flung 
Upon  his  neck,  and  kise'd  his  mooned  brow. 
A  piteous  sight,  that  one  so  fiiir  and  young, 
The  clasp  of  such  a  fearful  death  should  woo 
With  smiles  of  tender  joy  as  beam'd  fiom  Cythna 
now. 

XIV. 

The  warm  tears  burst  in  spite  of  fiiith  and  fear, 
From  many  a  tremulous  eye,  bat  like  waSi  dews 
Which  feed  spring's  earliest  buds,  hung  gather'd 

there. 
Frozen  by  doubty— alas,  they  could  not  choose 
But  weep ;  for  when  her  faint  limbs  did  refuse 
To  climb  the  pyre,  upon  the  mutes  she  smiled ; 
And  with  her  eloquent  gestures,  and  the  hues 
Of  her  quick  lips,  even  as  a  weary  child 
Wins  sleep  from  some  fond  nurse  with  its  careiiei 

mild 

XV. 

She  won  them,  though  unwilling,  her  to  bind 
Near  me,  among  the  snakes.    When  then  had  fled 
One  soft  reproach  that  was  most  thrilling  kind, 
She  smiled  on  me,  and  nothing  then  we  said, 
But  each  upon  the  other's  countenance  fed 
Looks  of  intatiate  love ;  the  mighty  veil 
Which  doth  divide  the  living  anid  Uie  dead 
Was  almost  rent,  the  world  grew  dim  and  pale- 
All  light  in  Heaven  or  Earth  beside  our  love  did  fiiil. 

XVI. 
Yot, — yet — one  brief  relapse,  like  the  last  beam 
Of  dying  flames,  the  stainless  air  around 
Hung  silent  and  serene — a  blood-red  gleam 
Burst  upwards,  hurling  fiercely  from  the  ground 
The  globed  smoke, — I  heard  Uie  mighty  sound 
Of  its  uprise,  like  a  tempestuous  ocean ; 
And,  through  its  chasms  I  saw,  as  in  a  svronnd. 
The  tyrant's  child  &11  without  life  or  motion 
Before  his  throne,  subdued  by  some  unseen  emotion. 

XVII. 

And  is  this  death  ?  the  pyro  has  disappear'd. 
The  Pestilence,  the  Tyrant,  and  the  throng ; 
The  flames  grow  silent— «lowly  there  is  heard 
The  music  of  a  breath-suspending  song. 
Which,  like  tlie  kias  of  love  when  life  is  young. 
Sleeps  the  faint  eyes  ui  darkness  sweet  and  deep 
With  ever-changing  notes  it  floats  along, 
Till  on  my  paaaive  io>3\  iStv«i«  «m;iel^  \&  c.i«k^ 
A  melody,  like  'wavea  on  vrra^oi^  laxi^  "^DatXXs^V 
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XVIIL 

t%»  wim  touch  of  a  soft  and  tnmuloiii  hand 
WakoDiM  me  then ;  lo,  Cythna  nte  raclinad 
Bedde  me,  on  the  waved  and  golden  nnd 
Of  a  dear  pool,  upon  a  bank  o*ertwined 
With  itrange  and  itar-bright  flowen,  which  to  the 

wind 
Breathed  divine  odor;  high  above,  was  ipread 
The  emerald  heaven  of  trees  of  unknown  kind, 
Whose  moonlike  blooms  and  bright  fruit  oveifaead 
A  shadow,  which  was  light,  upon  the  waters  shed. 

XIX. 
And  round  about  sloped  many  a  lawny  mountain 
With  inoense-bearing  forests,  and  vast  caves 
Of  marble  radiance  to  that  mighty  Ibuntain; 
And  where  the  flood  its  own  bright  margin  laves, 
Their  echoes  talk  with  its  eternal  waves. 
Which,  from  the  depths  whose  jagged  caverns 

breed 
Tlieir  unreposing  strife,  it  lifls  and  heaves^^ 
Till  through  a  chasm  of  hills  they  roll,  and  feed 
A  river  deep,  which  flies  with  smooth  but  arrowy 
speed. 

XX. 

As  we  sate  gazing  in  a  trance  of  wonder, 
A  beat  approach'd,  borne  by  the  musical  air 
Along  the  waves  which  sung  and  sparkled  under 
Its  rapid  keel — a  winged  shape  sate  there, 
A  child  with  silvershining  wings,  so  fair, 
Hiat  as  her  bark  did  through  the  waters  glide, 
The  shadow  of  the  lingering  waves  did  wear 
light,  as  from  starry  beams ;  from  side  to  side. 
While  veering  to  the  wind,  her  plumes  the  bark  did 
guide. 

XXI. 

The  boat  was  one  curved  shell  of  hollow  pearl, 
Almost  translucent  with  the  light  divine 
Of  her  within ;  the  pn>w  and  Btem  did  curl 
Homed  on  high,  like  the  young  moon  supine, 
When  o'er  dim  twilight  mountains  dark  with  pine, 
It  floats  upon  the  sunset's  Rca  of  beams. 
Whose  golden  waves  in  many  a  purple  line 
Fade  fast,  till  borne  on  sunlight's  ebbing  streams, 
Dilating,  on  earth's  verge  the  sunken  meteor  gleams. 

XXII. 

Its  keel  has  struck  the  sands  beside  our  feet ; — 
Then  C3rthna  tum'd  to  me,  and  from  her  eyes 
Which  swam  with  unshed  tears,  a  look  more  sweet 
Than  happy  love,  a  wild  and  glad  surprise. 
Glanced  as  she  spake ;  "  Ay,  this  ia  Paradise 
And  not  a  dream,  and  we  are  all  united ! 
Lo,  that  is  mine  own  child,  who  in  the  guise 
Of  madness  came,  like  day  to  one  benighted 
In  lonesome  woods :  my  heart  is  now  too  well  re- 
quited!" 

XXIII. 
And  then  she  w^ept  aloud,  and  in  her  arms 
Clasp'd  that  bright  Shape,  less  niar\'ellously  fair 
Than  her  own  human  hues  and  living  charms ; 
Which,  as  she  ieon'd  in  passion's  silence  there. 
Breathed  warmth  on  the  cold  bosom  of  the  air, 
Which  scem'd  to  blush  and  tremble  with  delight: 
Tho  glossy  darkness  of  her  streaming  hair 
Fell  o'er  that  snowy  child,  and  wrapt  from  aghl 
TTie  (bnd  and  hog  embrace  which  did  their  hearts 
unite. 


XXIV. 

Then  the  bri|^t  child,  tha  plumed  Seraph  cane, 
And  fii'd  its  blue  and  beaming  eyes  on  oine, 
And  said,  **  I  was  disturb'd  by  tremnlous  shame 
When  once  we  met,  yet  knew  that  I  was  thine 
From  the  same  hour  in  which  thy  lips  divine 
Kindled  ^  dinging  dream  within  my  fanin. 
Which  ever  waked  when  I  might  sleep,  to  twine 
Thine  image  with  her  memory  dear— again 
We  meet,  exempted  now  from  mortal  fear  or  paia. 

XXV. 

"  When  the  consuming  flames  had  wrapt  yt  romd, 
The  hope  which  I  had  cherish'd  went  away; 
I  fell  in  agony  on  the  senseless  gronnd. 
And  hid  mine  eyes  in  dust,  and  far  astray 
My  mind  was  gone,  when  bright,  like  dawM^ 

day, 
The  Spectre  of  the  Plague  before  me  flew. 
And  breathed  upon  my  lips,  and  seem'd  to  say, 
*  They  wait  for  thee,  beloved  ;* — then  I  knew 
The  death*mark  on  my  breast,  and  became  calm  anew. 

XXVI. 
**  It  waa  the  calm  of  love— for  I  wm  dying. 
I  saw  the  black  and  half-extinguish*d  pyie 
In  its  own  gray  and  shrunken  ashes  lying ; 
The  pitdiy  smoke  of  the  departed  fire 
Still  hung  in  many  a  hollow  dome  and  spire 
Above  the  towers  like  night ;  beneath  whose  sUe 
Awed  by  the  ending  of  their  own  deeire 
The  armies  stood ;  a  vacancy  was  made 
In  expectation's  depth,  and  so  they  stood  damay'd. 

XXVII. 

"  The  frightful  silence  of  that  alter'd  mood, 
The  tortures  of  the  dying  clove  alone. 
Till  one  uprose  among  the  multitude. 
And  said — •  The  flood  of  time  is  rolling  on. 
We  stand  u|)on  its  brink,  whilst  thttf  are  gone 
To  glide  in  peace  down  death's  m)'sterious  stream. 
Hove  ye  done  well  ?  they  moulder  flesh  and  bone, 
Who  might  have  made  this  life's  envcnom'd  dresn 
A  sweeter  draught  than  ye  will  ever  taste,  I  deem- 

xxvin. 

"  *  These  perish  as  the  good  and  great  of  yore 
Have  perish'd,  and  their  murderers  will  repent, 
Yes,  vain  and  barren  teare  Rhall  flow,  before 
Yon  smoke  has  faded  from  the  tirmamont, 
Even  for  this  cauiie,  that  ye  who  must  lament 
The  death  of  those  that  made  this  world  so  &ir 
Cannot  recall  them  now ;  but  then  is  lent 
To  man  the  wisdom  of  a  high  despair. 
When  such  can  die,  and  he  live  on  and  linger  here- 

XXIX. 

" '  Ay,  ye  may  fear  not  now  the  Pestilence, 
From  fabled  hell  as  by  a  charm  withdrawn. 
All  power  and  faith  must  pass,  since  calmly  hence 
In  pain  and  Are  have  unbelievers  gone  ; 
And  ye  must  sadly  turn  a^-ay,  and  moan 
In  secret,  to  his  home  each  one  returning. 
And  \o  \oT\^  ages  shall  this  hour  be  knowTi ; 
Knd  s\ov;\^  *\v«\\  \\s  xsMc^tM^t^,  «,N^t  Vsvxiuing, 
WW  iiua  d^LiY  u&^  o^  iSo^^^  ^>^  mv  «\«rDs^  xuaxQi^- 
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XXX. 

le  the  woiid  i»  grown  too  void  and  cold, 
ipe  punues  immortal  destiny 
ipa  Uina  alow — therefore  shall  ye  behold 
lie  who  love,  yet  fear  not,  dare  to  die ; 
foar  children  this !'  then  suddenly 
thed  a  dagger  in  his  heart,  and  fell; 
n  grew  dark  in  death,  and  yet  to  me 
ame  a  murmur  fiom  the  crowd,  to  tell 
id  mighty  change  which  suddenly  befeU. 

XXXL 

nuddenly  I  stood  a  winged  Thought 
he  immortal  Senate,  and  the  seat 
■tar^hining  spirit,  whence  is  wrought 
mgth  of  its  dominion,  good  and  great, 
ter  Genius  of  this  world's  estate. 
m  around  one  mighty  Fane  is  spread, 
islands  bright  and  fortunate, 
vellingi  of  the  free  and  happy  dead, 
asenttolead!"  these  winged  words  she  said, 

xxxn. 

h  the  silence  of  her  eloquent  smile, 

embark  in  her  divine  canoe ; 

the  helm  we  took  our  seat,  the  while 
ler  head  those  plumes  of  dazzling  hue 

winds'  invisible  stream  she  threw, 
3e8ide  the  prow :  like  gossamer, 
swift  breath  of  mom,  the  veasol  flew 
I  bright  whirlpools  of  that  fountain  &ir, 
nee  receded  ftst^  whilst  we  seem'd  linger- 
ing there; 

xxxm. 

m  dial  mighty  stream  dark,  calm,  and  fleet, 
1  a  chasm  of  cedar  mountains  riven, 
by  the  thronging  winds  whose  viewless  feet 
I  as  twinkling  beams,  had,  under  Heaven, 
x)ds  and  waves  wild  sounds  and  odon  driven, 
It  fled  visibly — three  nights  and  days, 
ke  a  ckmd  through  mom,  and  noon,  and  even, 
'd  along  the  winding  watery  ways 
li  itream,  a  kmg  and  labyrinthine  maze. 

XXXIV. 

I  of  joy  and  wonder  to  behold 

rer^s  shapes  and  shadows  changing  ever, 

he  broad  sunrise,  fill'd  with  deepening  gold, 

Ipools,  where  all  hues  did  spread  and  quiver, 

lere  melodious  fitUs  did  burst  and  shiver 

rocks  clad  with  flowers,  the  foam  and  spray 

i  like  stars  upon  the  sunny  river, 

n  the  moonlight  pour'd  a  holier  day, 

nd  glittering  lake  around  green  islands  lay. 

XXXV. 

oon,  and  even,  that  boat  of  pearl  outran 
»ma  which  bore  it,  like  the  arrowy  cloud 
Mst,  or  the  speedier  thought  of  man, 
Biefli  forth  and  cannot  make  abode. 
let  duough  forests,  deep  like  night,  we  glode, 
1  die  widls  of  mighty  mountains  crown*d 
^lopeon  piles,  whose  turrets  proud, 
nes  of  the  departed,  dimly  frown'd 
r^ghl  waveg  wbicb  girt  their  dark  fyanda- 
'^omrmaad. 

2N 


XXXVL 

SometimeB  between  the  wide  and  flowering 

meadows, 
Bflile  after  mile  we  sail'd,  and  'twas  delight 
To  see  ftr  oflT  the  sunbeams  chase  the  shadow! 
Over  the  grass ;  sometimes  beneath  the  night 
Of  wide  and  vaulted  caves,  whose  roofs  were  bright 
With  stany  gems,  we  fled,  whilst  from  their  deep 
And  dark-green  chasms,shades  beautiful  and  whit^ 
Amid  sweet  sounds  across  our  path  would  sweeps 
like  swift  and  lovely  dreama  that  walk  the  waves 

of  sleep. 

xxxvn. 

And  ever  as  we  sail'd,  our  minds  were  full 
Of  love  and  wisdom,  which  would  overflow 
In  converse  wild,  azul  sweet,  and  wonderful ; 
And  in  quick  smiles  whose  lig^t  would  comeaiid  go^ 
Like  music  o'er  wide  waves,  and  in  the  flow 
Of  sudden  tears,  ami  in  the  mute  caress — 
For  a  deep  shade  was  defl,  and  we  did  know. 
That  virtue,  though  obscured  on  Earth,  not  Um 
Survives  all  mortal  change  in  lasting  loveUneai. 

xxxvni. 

Three  days  and  nights  we  sail'd,  as  thought  and 

feeling 
Number  delightful  hours — for  through  flie  sky 
The  sphered  lamps  of  day  and  night,  revealing 
New  changes  and  new  glories,  roU'd  on  high. 
Sun,  Moon,  and  moonlike  lamps,  the  progeny 
Of  a  diviner  Heaven,  serene  and  fldr: 
On  the  fourth  day,  wild  as  a  wind-wroogfat 
The  stream  became,  and  fast  and  foster  bare 
The  spiri^winged  boat,  steadfly  speeding  fliere. 


Steadily  and  swif^  where  flie  waves  loll'd  liko 

mountains 
Within  the  vast  ravine,  whose  rifts  did  pour 
Tumultuous  floods  from  their  ten  thousand  fbontuns. 
The  thunder  of  whose  earthmplifling  roar 
Made  the  air  sweep  in  whirlwinds  fiiom  the  shore. 
Calm  as  a  shade,  the  boat  of  that  fair  child 
Securely  fled,  that  rapid  stress  before, 
Amid  the  topmost  spray,  and  sunbows  wild. 
Wreathed  in  the  silver  mist :  in  joy  and  pride  we  smiled. 

XL. 

The  torrent  of  that  wide  and  raging  river 
Is  past,  and  our  aerial  speed  suspended. 
We  look  behind;  a  golden  mist  did  quiver 
When  its  wild  surges  with  the  lake  were  blended; 
Our  bark  hung  there,  as  one  line  suspended 
Between  two  Heavens,  that  windless  waveless  lake ; 
Which  four  great  catamcts  from  four  vales,  attended 
By  mists,  aye  feed ;  from  rocks  and  clouds  they  break. 
And  of  that  azure  sea  a  silent  refuge  make. 

XU. 
Motkmleai  resting  on  the  lake  awhile, 
I  saw  its  marge  of  snow-bright  mountains  rear 
Their  peaks  dof^  I  saw  each  radiant  isle. 
And  in  the  midst,  afor,  even  like  a  sphere 
Hung  in  one  hollow  sky,  did  there  appear 
The  Temple  of  the  Spirit ;  on  the  souiid 
Which  issued  thence,  drawn  nearer  and  more  near, 
Like  the  swift  moon  this  gjlorioua  «ai\K«NraaDA^ 
The  charmed  boat  a.ipyitoaycYC^,«xu\^«tA\>E\ai:««& 
found. 
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A  TRAGEDY,  IN  FIVE  ACTS. 


DEDICATION. 


TO  LEIGH  HUNT,  ESQ. 

Mr  DKAK  Friend, 

I  INSCRIBE  with  your  name,  from  a  distant  ooantry. 
and  after  an  absence  whose  months  have  seemed 
yean,  this  the  latest  of  my  literary  eflbrts. 

Tlioso  writings  which  I  have  hitherto  published, 
have  been  little  else  than  visions  which  impcnonato 
my  own  apprrhensions  of  the  beautiful  and  the  just. 
1  can  also  pen*oive  in  them  the  literary  defects  inci- 
dental to  youth  and  impatience ;  they  are  dreams  of 
what  ought  to  be.  or  may  be.  The  drama  which  I 
now  present  to  ]wu  is  a  Mui  reality.  I  lay  aside  the 
presumptuous  attitude  of  an  instructor,  and  am  con- 
tent to  paint,  with  such  colors  as  my  own  heart  fur- 
ninhos,  that  which  has  been. 

Hod  I  known  a  person  more  highly  endowed  than 
younelf  with  all  that  it  becomes  a  man  to  pntecss.  I 
liad  solicited  (or  this  work  the  ornament  of  his  name. 
One  more  gentle,  honorable,  innocent  and  brave ;  one 
of  more  exalted  toleration  for  all  who  do  and  tliink 
evil,  and  yet  himself  more  free  from  evil ;  one  who 
knows  better  how  to  receive,  and  how  to  confer  a 
l)enefit,  though  he  must  ever  confer  far  more  than  he 
r4in  receive ;  one  of  simpler,  and.  in  the  highest  sense 
of  the  u-onl.  of  purer  life  and  manners,  1  never 
knew :  and  I  had  already  been  fortunate  in  friend- 
shipw  when  your  name  was  oddcnl  to  the  list 

In  that  patient  and  irrecuncilablo  cnniity  with  do- 
mestic and  (W)1iriral  tyranny  and  im|K)sture  which  the 
tenor  oi'  your  life  has  illustratpd,  and  which,  had  I 
Iionith  and  talcntH,  Khoiild  ilhistratc  niino,  let  us, 
coinlbrting  each  other  in  our  task,  live  and  die. 

All  happiness  attend  you ! 

Your  offcctionaie  friend, 

Percy  E  Suelley. 
Rome,  May  29,  1819. 


PREFACE. 


A  MANUSCRIPT  was  communicatetl  to  me  during  my 
tmvcla  in  Itidy  which  u-as  copied  from  the  archived 
of  the  Cenci  Palnce  at  Rome,  and  contains  a  detailed 
account  of  the  liom)re  whicli  ende<l  in  the  extinction 
of  one  of  the  noblest  and  richest  families  of  that 
city,  during  llio  Pontificate  of  Clement  VIIL,  in  the 
year  1599.     The  story  is.  that  an  old  man  having 


considered  a  perpetual  contamination  both 
and  mind,  at  length  plotted  with  her  moihe 
and  brother  to  murder  their  common  tyrui 
young  maiden,  who  was  uriged  to  this  tren 
deed  liy  an  impulse  which  over|x>werad  its 
was  o\identIy  a  most  gentle  and  amiible  b 
creature  formiBd  to  adorn  and  be  admired,  a 
violently  thwarted  from  her  nature  by  the  i 
of  circumstance  and  opinion.  The  deed  was 
discovered ;  and  iu  spite  of  tlie  must  eamesl 
made  to  the  Pope  by  the  highest  penoni  ii 
the  criminals  wore  put  to  death.  The  old  n 
during  his  life  ropeatcdly  bought  his  pankm ; 
Pope  for  capital  criinvft  of  the  most  enorm 
unspeakable  kind,  at  the  price  of  a  hundred  t 
crowns;  the  death  therefore  of  his  victi 
scarcely  be  accounted  for  by  Uie  love  of  justii 
Pope,  among  other  motives  for  severity,  probi 
that  whoever  killed  the  Count  Cenci  depri 
treasury  of  a  certain  and  copious  source  of  i 
The  Papal  Government  formerly  took  the  i 
traordinary  precuntionx  against  the  publicity 
which  ofler  so  tra;rical  a  denK>nstration  of 
wickedness  and  weakness ;  so  that  the  commu 
of  the  MS.  had  bc*cume,  until  very  lately,  i 
of  some  dilTicully.  Such  a  story,  if  told  so  ai 
sent  to  the  reader  all  the  feelings  of  those  w 
acted  it,  their  ho|)e8  and  fears,  their  cunfklen 
niiHgiving»,  tlieir  various  interasts,  passions  ai 
ions,  acting  u{Ktii  and  with  each  other,  yet 
spiring  to  one  tremendous  end.  would  be  ai 
to  make  apparent  some  oi'  the  most  dark  am 
caverns  of  the  human  heart. 

On  my  arrival  at  Rome.  I  found  that  the  i 
the  Cenci  was  a  Kubject  nol  to  be  mentioned 
ian  society  without  awakening  a  deep  and  br 
interest;  and  that  the  feelings  of  the  comiian 
failcjl  to  incline  to  a   mmaniic   pity  for  the 
and  a  passionate  cxculiMition  o!"  tlie  horrible  < 
which   ihoy  urged  her,  who  bus  been  mingi 
centuries  with  the  conmion  dus-t  All  ranks  ol 
knew  the  outlines  of  iliis  history,  and  ]xirtici| 
the  overwhelming  interest  wiiich  it  seems 
the  magic  of  exciting  in  the  human  heart, 
copy  of  CJuido's  picture  of  Beatrice  wliich  is  pr 
in  the  Colonna  Palacr>,  and  my  servant  insta 
cognize<i  it  as  tlie  jwrlrait  of  Ija  Cvrui. 

Tliis  national  and  universal  interest  wli 
story  pnKluccs  and  luw  produced  for  Iwti  a 
and  among  all  raidw  of  j>cople,  in  a  great  Cil) 
the  imugimition  is  kepi  fi»r  ever  active  and 
fust  suggested  to  me  ibe  conception  of  its  fin 
a  dranuitic  purpose.  In  fact  it  is  a  tmgetly  wl 
already  received,  from  its  capacity  of  a wakei, 
sustaining  the  sympathy  of  men,  approUit 
success.     Nothing  romained,  as  I  imaguie<l. 


sptint  his  life  in  debauchery  and  wickednests, conceived 

at  length  an  implacable  Iiatretl  towanis  his  children ;|elolhn  it  to  the  apprf?hen«ions  of  my  connir\ 

uhirh  nhowet]  ib«elf  towanis  one  daughter  under  the  j  such  language  and  action  as  vvou Id  bring  it  I 

fimn  of  an  incmtuoiui  jMission.  aggravoted  by  every  U\\e\t  Ueacls,    The  deopest  and  the  sublimcb 

ctrciimatanvc  o/'rriicltyand  violence.  Thwda\\g,\\\eT.^,<:«mvo»v\o\A^"^\\«,\ieM  tsccA\ivft\v>^o  phiv-s  ii 

aOer  long  and  vain  atiempUi  to  €.«»cnpe  from  vs\\alR\\e\\\\c  \a\o  o^  CEa\\v\\*  » \o\^.>k<;w  *vW\ca  nOw!c\ 
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I  tnditicai,  ■■  matten  of  popular  belief  and 
wfire  Shakapean  and  Sophocles  made  them 
D  the  ijrmpathy  of  all  tucceeding  genera- 
nankind, 

tofyof  the  Cenci  ii  indeed  eminently  fearful 
itroai :  any  thix^  like  a  dry  oxhilHtitm  of  it 
laga  would  be  imuppcMrtable.  The  penon 
lU  treat  rach  a  lubjact,  must  increase  the 
I  ^h™""*»  the  actual  honor  of  the  events, 
ha  pleasure  which  arises  iram  the  poetry 
dsis  in  these  tempestuous  suflbrings  and 
■y  mitigate  the  pain  of  the  contemplation 
lonl  deforauty  from  which  they  spring. 
naC  also  be  nothing  attempted  to  make  the 
I  aabaervient  to  what  is  vulgarly  termed  a 
rpoae.  The  highest  moral  purpose  aimed  at 
^faeat  species  of  the  drama,  is  the  teaching 
an  heart,  through  iti  sjrmpathies  and  an- 

dia  knowledge  of  itself;  in  proportion  to 
€l[  which  knowledge,  every  human 
just,  sincere,  tolerant,  and  kind.    If 
an  do  more,  it  is  well:  but  a  drama  is  no  fit 

the  enforcement  of  them.  Undoubtedly, 
1  can  be  truly  dishonored  by  the  act  of  an- 
id  the  fit  return  lo  make  to  the  most  enor- 
ones  is  kindness  and  forbearance,  and  a 
I  lo  convert  the  injurer  from  his  dark  pas- 
peace  and  love.  Revenge,  retaliati<m, 
it,  are  pemidoas  mistakes.  If  Beatrice  had 
n  this  manner,  die  would  have  been  wiser 
T ;  but  she  would  never  have  been  a  tragic 
':  the  few  whom  such  an  exhibition  would 
irested,  could  never  have  been  sufficiently 
1  for  a  diamatic  purpose,  from  the  want  of 
jrmpathy  in  their  interest  among  the  mass 
ouiid  thism.  It  is  in  the  restlen  and  anato- 
suistiy  with  which  men  seek  the  justification 
ce,  yet  feel  that  she  has  done  what  needs 
on;  it  is  in  the  superstitious  horror  with 
By  contemplate  alike  her  wrongs  and  their 
that  the  dramatic  character  of  what  she  did 
red  consists. 

endeavored  as  nearly  as  possible  to  repre- 
^laracters  as  tfiey  probobly  were,  and  have 

avoid  the  error  of  making  them  actuated 
vn  conceptitMis  of  right  or  wrong,  false  or 
IS  under  a  thin  veil  converting  names  and 
r  the  sixteenth  century  into  cold  imperwn- 

my  ovm  mind.  They  are  represented  as 
,  and  as  Catholics  deeply  tinged  with  re- 
Fo  a  Protestant  apprehension  there  will 
tnething  unnatural  in  the  earnest  and  per- 
mtiment  of  the  relations  between  Ciod  and 
ch  pervade  the  tragedy  of  the  Cenci.  It 
■dally  be  startled  at  the  combination  of  an 
ig  persuasion  of  the  truth  of  the  popular 
mAi  a  cool  and  determined  perseverance  in 
:  guilt  But  religion  in  Italy  is  not,  as  in 
t  countries,  a  cloak  to  be  worn  on  particuUir 
a  passpwt  which  those  who  do  not  wish  to 
at  carry  with  them  to  exhibit ;  or  a  gloomy 
w  penetrating  the  impenetrable  mysteries 
Nng,  which  terrifies  its  possessor  at  the 
of  Uie  abyss  to  the  brink  of  which  it  has 
I  him.  Religion  coexists,  as  it  were,  in 
of  an  Italian  Catholic  with  a  faith  in  that 

all  men  have  the  most  certain  knowledge, 
woven  with  the  whoio  fabric  of  life.    It  is 

fiuth,  subniission,  ponitenro.  blind  admim- 1 
s  nh  ibr  moral  conducL    It  has  no  necea- 


sary  connexion  with  any  one  virtue.  Hie  most 
atrodous  villain  may  be  rigidly  devout,  and,  without 
any  daick  to  established  fi&ith,  confess  himself  to  be 
so.  Religioa  pervades  intensely  the  whde  frame 
of  sodety,  and  is,  according  to  the  temper  of  the 
mind  nduch  it  inhabits,  a  passion,  a  pexsuasiaD,  an 
excuse;  a  refuge:  never  a  check.  Cend  himwlf 
built  a  chapel  in  the  court  of  his  Ptolace,  and  dedi- 
cated it  to  St  Thomas  the  Apostle,  and  established 
masses  for  the  peace  of  his  soul  Thus  in  the  first 
scene  of  the  fourth  act,  Lucmia*s  design  in  exposing 
heiaelf  to  the  ccmsequences  of  an  expostulaticm  with 
Cend  after  having  administered  the  opiate,  was  to 
mduce  him  by  a  feigned  tale  to  confess  himself  be- 
fore death;  this  being  esteemed  by  Catholics  as  es- 
sential to  salvation;  and  she  only  relinquishea  her 
purpose  when  she  perceives  that  her  peiaeverance 
would  expose  Beatrice  to  new  outiagea. 

I  have  avoided  with  great  care  in  writing  this 
play  the  introduction  of  what  is  commonly  called 
mere  poetiy,  and  I  imagine  there  will  scarcely  be 
found  a  detached  simfle  or  a  single  isolated  descriptkm, 
unless  Beatrice's  description  of  the  chasm  appointed 
for  her  fether's  murder  should  be  judged  to  be  of 
that  nature.* 

In  a  dramatic  composition,  the  imagery  and  the 
passion  should  interpenetrate  one  another,  die  fbrmer 
being  reserved  simply  for  the  fiill  development  and 
illustration  of  the  latter.  Imaginati<m  is  as  die  im- 
mortal God  which  should  assume  flesh  for  the  re- 
demption of  mortal  passion.  It  is  thus  that  die  most 
remote  and  the  most  femiliar  imagery  may  alike  be 
fit  for  dramatic  purposes  when  employed  in  the  fl- 
lostration  of  strong  feeling,  which  raises  what  ia 
low,  and  levels  to  the  apprehension  that  which  ia 
lofly,  casting  over  all  the  shadow  of  its  own  great* 
ness.  In  other  respects  I  have  written  more  care- 
lessly;  that  is,  without  an  over-fastidious  and  learned 
choice  of  words.  In  this  respect  I  entirely  agree 
with  those  modem  critics  who  assert,  that  in  oirder 
to  move  men  to  true  sympathy  we  must  use  die  fe- 
miliar language  of  men ;  and  that  our  great  ancea- 
tora  the  ancient  English  poets  are  die  writers,  a 
study  of  whom  might  incite  us  to  do  that  for  our  own 
age  which  they  have  done  for  theirs.  But  it  must 
be  the  real  language  of  men  in  general,  and  not  that 
of  any  particular  class  to  whose  sodety  the  writer 
happens  to  belong.  So  much  for  what  I  have  at- 
tempted :  I  need  not  be  assured  that  success  is  a 
very  different  matter;  particularly  for  one  whose 
attention  has  but  newly  been  awakened  to  the  itody 
of  dramatic  literature. 

I  endeavored  whilst  at  Rome  to  observe  such 
monuments  of  this  story  as  might  be  accessible  to  a 
stranger.  The  portrait  of  Beatrice  at  the  Colonna 
Palace  is  most  admirable  as  a  work  of  art :  it  was 
token  by  Guide,  during  her  confinement  in  prison. 
But  it  is  most  interesting  as  a  just  representation  of 
one  of  the  loveliest  specimens  of  the  workmanship 
of  Nature.  There  is  a  fixed  and  pale  composure 
upon  the  features :  she  seems  sad  and  stricken  down 
in  spirit,  yet  the  despair  thus  expressed  is  lightened 
by  the  patience  of  gentleness.  Her  head  is  bound 
with  folds  of  white  drapery,  from  which  the  yellow 
strings  of  her  golden  hair  escape,  and  fell  about  her 


*  An  idea  in  this  speech  was  suggested  by  a  most 
sobtinie  pswage  in  **  El  PuTf^totio  de  Oin  PaltVdA"  tX. 
Calderpo :  the  only  fAof VaHim  vbk\i\YA?i«  VsMtscXvotM^l 
committed  in  the  ^Itfrte  v^«ce. 
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nrrk.  Tho  mouVlinK  of  her  fiioo  ii  ■ 
clelimte ;  Iho  efebrowi  nro  diilinci  oirf  m 
]i|a  hnve  that  jwrainnrnl  mMninR  of  i: 
and  wiwibiliiy  whirh  wiiflpring  hmtiol  rep 
whirh  i(  HCUtt  lu  if  ilcmh  aiircely  could 
Her  towliciid  ia  InrgP  unci  ciciir ;  her  eye» 
-70  told  were  remiiriuble  for  their  vivonly.  an 
™11en  »iih  woeping.  mid  lii»trele»,  hnl  bo«unfblly 


tender  and  lerene.     In  il 


hole  I 


inired  v 


rimplirily  nnd  dipiily  w 

quinte  lovelinen  «nd  deep  norrow,  an  ineiprembly 
paihelir.  BciHiico  Cenci  appcani  id  have  been  ooa 
of  Ihoae  rare  perponi"  in  whom  energy  and  gonllene» 
dwell  togcihpr  niilioul  deiiroying  one  ar  ■'-- 
noLDTC  wOB  himple  and  prolbundr     The 


<  of  the  > 


n  whirh  ci 


and  thougli 


The  Com 
in  imri  modemiicd,  Ihere 

an  during  Ihe  dreadful  ifenea  which  are  Iho  antgee 
of  thia  Imgedy-  Tho  Palaro  ia  lituated  in  an  iil 
ecurc  runicr  uf  Rome,  near  tlie  quarlfr  of  the  Jcni 
and  ftom  Iha  upper  windowa  you  ire  iho  immon* 
mini  of  Mount  Palutinci  half  hidden  under  thai 
profiiio  ovcTBiowlh  of  treoi.  There  i»  ii  eourl  in  on 
part  of  Ihe  pnlttCB  (porhnpa  (hat  in  which  Cenei  hnill 
Iho  Chnjiel  to  Bi.  Thomas),  aupporied  hy  gmi 
um™  and  ailomi^  w  ith  ontiiiue  frieiei  of  fin 
miiniihip,and  buili  up.acwniing  lolhoancien 
fanhion,  wiih  balcony  over  balcony  of  opei 
Olio  of  the  gniea  of  tho  pohica  Ibnned  of  immenao 
■tiineh  and  lending  tlimugh  a  inwage,  dnrii  and  lofly 
and  opening  inCo  gloomy  luhii 
itruck  mo  portirulnrly. 

Of  the  Cniilh-  of  PelroUn,  1  rail 
inCirmotinii  than  thnl  which  is 
manuaeript. 
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MEN- 
COUNT  Fhancesco  Cenci. 
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ACT  I. 

SCENE  I, 

An  Apartmud  m  tin  CmCI  Palate.  1 

Elder  Count  Cenci.  and  CAunitkt,  CuoUft     | 

That  roollar  of  the  murder  i«  huih'd  np 

If  )-ua  condom  1o  yield  hi*  Hulinea 

Your  lief  Ihni  liei  bej-onii  the  Pincian  gale— 

It  needed  all  my  inloreal  in  Ihn  ronelavo 

To  bond  liim  to  ilui  point :  he  xiid  dial  yoa 

Booghi  perilous  impunity  with  your  gold. 

That  Crimea  like  you™  if  once  or  Iwice  tonipwindB* 

Enrich'd  iho  Chorcli,  and  reapited  from  hell 

An  erring  aoul  «luch  might  rcpcnl  and  live:— 

Ihai  the  glory  and  the  intereal 
Of  Iho  high  ihrone  he  fills,  hllle  tonairt 
With  making  it  a  daily  man  of  gulll 
So  mnniklil  and  hidcoiui  aa  ihe  deedi 
VVhich  you  Karce  hide  ftoio  mcn'a  nvolleil  tjm. 

Tho  Ihird  of  my  pnaacwioiia — let  it  pi! 

heonl  tlif  ue|>hen-  of  ibe  Popo 
.ia  arrliiiorl  lu  view  Ihe  ground, 
Mfwiing  in  huiU  n  villa  on  my  vinca 
~  la  noil  timp  I  rampi'unded  wiih  hi>  tincle: 
illle  though!  Iio  ahould  outwit  me  lo; 

jh  tho  vmaal  th. 

Whoee  throat  a  choked  with  du«  liir  Ida  re 

he  aaw  could  not  have  mied  higher 
miKi  worildea  life : — it  nngen  me  I 

Houiinl  fn™  llcll :— So  mav  the  Dai-il 

Kcapiio  dieir  Hiula  fnnn  Ilcnven.     Ku  doutu  I^^ 
Clcini^iii, 

,1'  npiwllo  IVii't  niul  llic  fcainia 
Will  grant  Bir  Iheif  aakiw  ihiUl  Icmg  enjoy 
Sirtngdi,  wualih,  and  pride,  and  liat,  and  lenfUitt 
Inya 

D  act  Iho  deoila  whiih  ore  the  itewifJi 
(vpnuc— Hut  much  yet  renumu 
Tu  which  Ihoy  »ho»  nn  tiilo. 

Oh,  Count  Cend! 
uch  Ihai  tlma  mighl'it  homimlily  live. 


li^-ulga 


,nd  with  thy  Guil 


arable  I 


A'oUm,  Jiulgri,  dHotdi,  SiTCanti. 
WOMt:N. 


LDC»m».   ttyi  qf  Cenci, 
BlATIicE.  *i<  liuiifiifcr. 


Ttie  SCEVE  liCK  prinriiully  in  Rome,  but  chati 
diiniig  the  ftninh  Act  tn  Petnmells,  n  en 
among  llio  Ajmlian  Appeninca, 

Tjms  Durifls  lie  Ftmiificaie  of  CletQcni\in. 


It  that  you  fear  Ui  read  upon  llieir  Inika 
he  ahamo  and  miapry  yoti  have  UTiiien  thete. 
Where  ia  vour  wife )  Where  ia  your  KonUo  damhifi 
'  Mcthinfca  hpr  aweet  luoka,  which  nuike  nil  thinp  eli 
t»iia  mid  glad,  might  kill  the  fiend  nilliin  y« 
iH  aha  harr'd  from  all  aoiiely 
But  her  own  Mmngc  and  iincomplninins  ntonga' 
Talk  with  me,  Coiini,— you  know  I  ni.-:,n  >-oii  •* 
d  biiiide  your  ilnrk  and  liciy  youlli 
^  Watching  ii»  bold  nnd  had  career,  u  men 
Vi'awh  meleoia,  but  il  vaniah'd  not — I  mark'd 
\\om4oawrawoniiwmwni\aawiuihoad;  now 
'  ^00 
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»U  yoa  in  diriioiior^d  ige 

wilh  a  thoiaand  nnrepented  crinei. 

re  evw  hoped  yoa  would  amend, 

hat  hope  have  saved  your  life  three  timee. 

CENCI. 

di  AUobnodino  owes  yoa  now 

beyond  the  Findan. — Caidinal, 

^  I  pny  yoo,  recollect  henceforth, 

iro  ihall  oanverae  with  lees  restraint 

ffm  knew  qx>ke  of  my  wife  and  daughtei^— 

accnslom'd  to  fieqoent  my  house ; 

eit  day  Us  wifr  aiid  daughter  came 

*d  if  I  had  seen  him ;  and  I  smiled : 

hey  never  saw  him  any  more. 

CAMILLO. 

aenbla  man,  beware }— 

GXNCL 

Ortheef 
■  is  idle  >— We  should  know  each  other. 
y  diaiacter  for  what  men  call  crime, 
I  please  my  senses  as  I  list, 
idicate  that  li^^  with  force  or  guile, 
oblic  matter,  and  I  care  not 
SMS  it  with  you.    I  may  speak 
» you  and  my  own  conscious  hearts 
give  out  that  you  have  half  reform'd  me, 
re  strong  vanity  will  keep  you  silent 
ihoukl  not;  both  will,  I  do  not  doubt. 
I  delight  in  sensual  luxury, 
I  ei\)oy  revenge ;  and  most  exult 
e  tortures  they  can  never  feel — 
ng  their  secret  peace  with  others*  pain, 
elight  in  nothing  else.   I  love 
ht  of  agony,  and  the  sense  of  joy, 
his  shall  be  another's,  and  tliat  mine, 
lave  no  remorse  and  little  fear, 
are,  I  think,  the  checks  of  other  men. 
lod  has  grown  upon  me,  until  now 
Bgn  my  captious  fancy  makes 
sture  of  its  wish,  and  it  forms  none 
h  as  men  like  you  would  start  to  know, 
f  natural  food  and  rest  debair'd 
be  accomplishU 


CAMILLO. 

Art  fliou  not 


iaerable? 


CENCI. 

Why  miserable  t — 
am  what  your  theologians  call 
.'d)— -which  the^  must  be  in  impudence, 
»vfle  a  man*8  peculiar  taste. 
was  hm>iner  than  I  am,  while  yet 
3d  remained  to  act  the  thing  I  thought ; 
lust  was  sweeter  than  revenge ;  and  now 
on  palls : — Ay,  we  must  all  grow  old — 
It  there  yet  remains  a  deed  to  act 
honor  might  make  sharp  an  appetite 
than  mine — I'd  do, — ^I  know  not  what 
I  was  young  I  thought  of  nothing  else 
lasure ;  and  I  fed  on  honey  sweets : 
y  St  Hwnias!  cannot  live  like  beet, 
grew  tired . — ^yet.  till  I  kill'd  a  foe, 
taid  his  groans,  and  heard  his  children's  groans, 
I  not  what  delight  was  elso  on  earth, 
now  dalaghfii  me  little.    I  the  rather 
Q  MKh  pmcpi  as  terror  ill  conceals, 


The  dry  fix'd  eye*ball ;  the  pale  quivering  lip^ 
Which  tell  me  that  the  spirit  weeps  within 
Tean  bitterer  than  the  bkwdy  sweat  of  Christ 
I  rarely  kill  the  body,  which  preserves, 
like  a  strong  prison,  the  soul  within  my  power. 
Wherein  I  feed  it  with  the  breath  of  fear 
For  hooriy  pain. 

CAMILLO. 

Hell's  most  abandon'd  fiend 
Did  never,  in  the  drunkenneas  of  guilt. 
Speak  to  his  heart  as  now  you  speak  to  me. 
I  thank  my  God  that  I  believe  you  not 

£kler  Andkba. 

ANDREA. 

My  lord,  a  gentleman  from  Salamanca 
Would  speak  with  you. 

OBNCL 

Bid  him  attend  me  in  the  grand  saloon. 

[ExU 

CAMILLO. 

Farewell ;  and  I  will  pray 

Almighty  God  that  thy  fidse,  impious  words 

Tempt  not  his  spirit  to  abandon  thee. 

[EtkCAMMLLO. 
CENCI. 

The  third  of  my  poaiossions !  I  must  use 

Close  husbandry,  or  gold,  the  old  man's  sword. 

Falls  from  my  wither'd  hand.    But  yesterday 

There  came  an  order  from  the  Pope  to  make 

Fourfold  provisioQ  for  my  cursed  sons ; 

Whom  I  have  sent  from  Rome  to  Salamanca, 

Hoping  some  accident  might  cut  them  off; 

And  meaning,  if  1  coukl,  to  starve  them  there. 

I  pray  thee,  God,  send  some  quick  death  upon  then! 

Bernardo  and  my  wife  could  not  be  worse 

If  dead  and  damn'd  .• — then,  as  to  Beatrice— 

[Looking  around  him  autpicumdjf. 
I  think  they  cannot  hear  me  at  that  door : 
What  if  they  should  f    And  yet  I  need  not  speak 
Though  die  heart  triumphs  with  itself  in  wwds. 
O,  thou  most  silent  air,  that  shall  not  hear 
What  now  I  think !  Thou  pavement,  which  I  tread 
Towards  her  chamber^ — let  your  echoes  talk 
Of  my  imperious  step  scorning  surprise, 
But  not  of  my  intent ! — Andrea ! 

Enter  Andeba. 

ANDEEA. 

Mylordr 

CENCI. 

Bid  Beatrice  attend  me  in  her  chamber 
This  evening . — no,  at  midnight  and  alone. 

[Exeunt 


SCENE  II. 

A  garden  qf  the  Cenci  Paiaee, 

Enter  Beatrice  and  Oesino,  as  in  amxertation. 

BEATRICE. 

Pervert  not  truth, 

Orsino.    You  remember  where  vfo  held 

That  conversation ; — nay,  we  see  the  spot 

Even  from  this  cy  pi  ess;— two  long  yean  are  past 

Since,  on  an  April  midnight,  underneath 

The  moonlight  ruins  of  Mount  Palatine, 

I  did  confess  to  you  my  aeciet  mind. 
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oBsina 
Yoa  «id  JOQ  loved  me  then. 

BXATUCI. 

Yoa  are  aPrietk: 
Speak  to  me  not  of  love. 

ORBINO. 

I  may  obtain 
The  dbpensatkm  of  the  Fbpc  to  many. 
Becaufe  I  am  a  Priest,  do  you  believe 
Your  image,  as  the  hunter  some  struck  deer, 
Followl  me  not  whether  I  wake  or  sloop  7 

BEATRICX. 

At  I  have  said,  speak  to  mc  not  of  love ; 

Had  you  a  dispensation,  I  have  not ; 

Nor  will  1  leave  this  home  of  misery 

Whilst  my  poor  Bernard,  and  that  gentle  lady 

To  whom  I  owe  life,  and  these  \irtuou8  thoughts. 

Must  sufler  what  I  still  have  strength  to  share. 

Alas,  Onino !  All  the  lovo  that  onco 

I  felt  for  you,  is  timi'd  to  bitter  pain. 

Ours  was  a  youthful  contract,  which  you  fint 

Broke,  by  assuming  vows  no  Pope  will  loose. 

And  yet  I  love  you  still,  but  holily. 

Even  as  a  sister  or  a  spirit  might ; 

And  so  1  swear  a  cold  fidelity. 

And  it  is  well  perhaps  we  shall  not  many. 

You  have  a  sly,  ecjuivocating  vein 

That  suits  me  not — Ah,  wretche<l  that  I  am! 

Where  shall  I  turn  ?  Even  now  you  look  on  me 

As  you  were  not  my  friend,  and  an  if  you 

Discover'd  that  I  thought  so,  with  falM  smiles 

Making  my  true  suspicion  seem  your  wrong. 

Ah !  No.  forgive  me ;  sorrow  mokes  me  seem 

Sterner  than  else  my  nature  might  have  been ; 

I  have  a  weight  of  melancholy  thoughts. 

And  they  forbode. — but  what  can  tliey  fbrbodo 

Worse  than  1  now  endure  ? 

ORSINO. 

All  will  bo  well. 
Is  the  petition  yet  prepared  ?    Yuu  know 
My  zeal  for  all  you  wiah,  sweet  Beatrice ; 
Doubt  not  but  I  will  u«e  my  utmost  skill 
So  that  the  Pope  attend  to  your  complaint 

BEATRICE. 

Your  zeal  for  all  I  wimH  ; — Ah  me,  you  ore  cold ! 
Your  utmost  skill^penk  but  one  word — 

(Aside).  Alas! 
Weak  and  deserted  creature  that  I  am, 
Here  I  stand  bickering  with  my  only  friend! 

(To  Orsino). 
This  night  my  father  givefi  a  sumptuoius  feast, 
Orsino ;  he  has  heard  some  happy  news 
From  Salomanca,  from  my  brothera  there, 
And  with  this  outward  show  of  lovo  he  mocks 
His  inward  hate.    'Tie  bold  hypocrisy, 
For  ho  would  gladlier  celebrote  their  deaths, 
Which  I  have  heard  him  pray  for  on  his  knees : 
Great  God !  that  such  a  father  sliould  be  mine ! 
But  there  is  mighty  preparation  mode. 
And  all  our  kin,  the  Cenci,  will  be  there. 
And  all  the  chief  nobility  of  Rome. 
And  ho  has  bidden  me  and  my  pale  mother 
Attire  ourselves  in  festival  array. 
Poor  ia/1/ .'   She  expects  some  happy  change 
In  bis  dark  spirit  /h>m  thia  act ;  I  none. 


At  nipper  I  will  give  yoa  the  petitioD . 
"mi  when — ^fiirewell. 

0R8I!f0. 

Farewell 

[Exit  Bkatiick. 
I  know  the  Pope 
Win  ne*er  absolve  me  from  my  priestly  vow 
But  by  absolving  me  IVom  the  revenue 
Of  many  a  wealthy  see ;  and,  Beatrice, 
I  think  to  win  thee  at  an  easier  rate. 
Nor  shall  he  read  her  eloquent  petitkm: 
He  might  bertow  her  on  some  poor  relation 
Of  his  sixth  cousin,  as  ho  did  her  sister. 
And  1  should  be  debarr'd  from  all  acoenL 
Then  as  to  what  she  sufiers  fnnn  her  father, 
In  all  this  there  is  much  exaggeration . — 
Old  men  aro  testy  and  will  have  their  way ; 
A  man  may  stab  his  enemy,  or  his  slave. 
And  Uve  a  free  Ufe  as  to  nine  or  women. 
And  with  a  peevish  temper  may  return 
To  a  dull  home,  and  rate  Ids  wife  and  children; 
Daughters  and  wives  call  this  foul  tyranny. 
I  shall  be  well  content  if  on  my  conscience 
There  rest  no  heavier  sin  than  what  they  sufler 
From  the  devices  of  my  love^A  net 
From  which  she  shall  escape  not   Yet  I  fear 
Her  subtle  mind,  her  awe-inspiring  gate* 
Whose  beams  anatomize  me  nerve  by  nerve 
And  lay  me  bare,  and  make  me  hlu^  to  see 
My  hidden  tlioughts. — Ah,  no !  A  fnendle«  giri 
Who  clings  to  me,  as  to  her  oidy  hope : — 
I  were  a  fool,  not  less  than  if  a  panther 
Were  panic-stricken  by  the  antelope's  eye, 
If  she  escape  me.  [£rit 


SCENE  in. 


A  magnijitcnt  Hall  in  the  Cenci  Palace. 

A  Banquet.    EnUr  Cenci,  Lccretia.  Beatricx. 
Orsino,  Camillo,  Nobles. 

CKNCI. 

Welcome,  my  friends  and  kinsmen ;  welcome  ye, 
Princes  and  Cardinals,  pillars  of  the  church, 
Whotie  presence  honors  our  festivity. 
I  have  too  long  lived  like  an  Anchorite, 
And  in  my  absence  from  your  merry  meetings 
An  evil  word  is  gone  abroad  of  me  ; 
But  1  do  hope  that  you,  my  noble  friends. 
Wljon  you  have  shared  the  entertainment  here. 
And  heonl  the  pious  cause  for  which  'tis  given. 
And  we  have  plcdgwl  a  health  or  two  together, 
Will  think  me  flesh  and  blood  as  well  as  you ; 
Sinful  indeed,  for  Adam  made  all  so. 
But  tender-hearted,  meek,  and  pitiful. 

FIRST  GCEST. 

In  truth,  my  lord,  you  seem  too  light  of  heart. 
Too  sprightly  and  componionablo  a  man. 
To  act  the  deeds  that  rumor  pins  on  you. 

[To  his  compamt^ 
I  never  saw  such  blithe  and  open  cheer 
In  any  eye ! 

SECOND  GUEST. 

Some  most  desired  event. 
In  which  wo  all  demand  a  common  joy. 
\ia»  \Ho\i:^lvl  ua  hither ;  let  us  hear  it,  Cotmt 


THECENCL 


66 


CEMd. 

1  a  moat  desired  event 
paroit  fnHn  a  parent's  heart 
diia  earth  to  the  great  Father  of  all 
both  when  he  layi  him  down  to  sleeps 
.  he  xiaee  up  from  dreaming  it ; 
eation,  one  deeire,  one  hope, 
oaM  grant  a  wish  §x  hii  two  sons 
turt  he  demands  in  dieir  regard — 
tnly  beyond  his  dearest  hope 
[plish'd,  he  shoidd  dien  rejoice, 
is  SneaadM  and  kinsmen  to  a  feast, 
heir  love  to  grace  his  merriment, 
ir  me  thus  fiur — ^finr  I  am  he. 
IXATUCX  (to  LucaiTiA). 
!  How  horrible!  Some  dreadful  ill 
befidlen  my  brothers. 


LUCRKTIA. 


loo' frankly. 


Fear  not,  child. 


BEATRICI. 

Ah!  My  blood  runs  cold, 
wicked  laughter  round  his  eye, 
inkles  up  the  ddn  even  to  the  hair. 

CBItCL 

be  letters  brought  from  Salamanca ; 

sad  them  to  your  mother.    God ! 

m!  In  one  night  didst  thou  perform 

iscrutable,  the  diing  I  sought 

dient  and  rebellious  sods 

—Why  dead  S — What  means  this  change 

of  cheer  f 

me  not  I  toll  yon  they  are  dead; 

will  need  no  food  or  raiment  more : 

i  that  did  light  them  the  dark  way 

ast  cost    The  Pope,  I  think,  will  not 

iKNild  maintain  them  in  their  coflins. 

th  me— my  heart  is  wondrous  glad. 

(LucKETU  $ink$t  half  fainting;  Beatmck 

tuppcrU  her), 
le ! — Dear  lady,  pray  look  up. 
n  true,  there  is  a  God  in  Heaven, 
not  live  to  boast  of  such  a  boon. 
man,  thou  knowest  that  it  is  &Ise. 

CENCL 

word  of  God ;  whom  here  I  call 
I  that  I  speak  the  sober  truth  ;— 
B  most  fiivoring  Providence  was  shown 
le  manner  of  their  deaths.    For  Rocco 
ing  at  the  mass,  with  sixteen  others, 
church  fell  and  cnish'd  him  to  a  mummy, 
scaped  unhurt    Cristo&no 
'd  in  error  by  a  jealous  man, 
he  loved  was  sleeping  with  his  rival ; 
selfsame  hoar  of  the  same  night ; 
)ws  that  Heaven  has  special  care  of  me. 
)  fnends  who  love  me,  that  they  mark 
feast  upon  their  calcmlars. 
twenty-seventh  of  December : 
be  letters  if  you  doubt  my  oath. 
ke  <uatrMy  appears  confuted;  eetBend  of 
the  guests  rise. 

FIRST  GDE8T. 

a !  I  will  depart — 

SECOND  GUIBT. 

AnJL— 


THIftDOUm'. 

NbbMy! 
I  do  believe  it  is  some  jest;  Aongh,  fidthl 
Tis  mocking  us  somewhat  too  solemnly. 
I  think  his  son  has  married  the  Tni^^fi^ 
Or  found  a  mine  of  gold  in  £1  Dorado. 
Tis  but  to  season  some  such  news;  stay,  stay! 
I  see  'tis  only  raillSiy  by  his  smile. 

CKNoi  (fmng  a  bowl  of  wme,  and  l^^u^  tf  t^}. 
Oh,  thou  bright  wine,  whose  purple  splendor  leaps 
And  bubbles  gaily  in  this  golden  bowl 
Under  the  lamplight  as  my  spirits  do, 
To  hear  the  death  of  my  accursed  sons! 
Could  I  believe  thou  wert  their  mingled  Uoad, 
Then  would  I  taste  thee  like  a  sacrament 
And  (dedge  with  thee  the  mighty  Devil  in  Hell, 
Who,  if  a  father's  curses,  as  men  say. 
Climb  with  swift  wings  afier  their  children's  soob. 
And  drag  them  fiom  the  very  throne  of  Heaven, 
Now  triumphs  in  my  triumph! — But  thou  art 
Superfluous ;  I  have  drunken  deep  of  joy. 
And  I  will  taste  no  other  wine  t04iight 
Here,  Andrea!  Bear  the  bowl  around. 

▲  GcncBT  {rising). 

Will  none  among  this  noble  company 
Check  the  abandon'd  villain  f 


Thoawnlch! 


CAMItLO. 

For  God's  sake. 
Let  me  dismiss  the  guests !  Tou  are  insane. 
Some  ill  will  come  of  this. 

SECOND  GUEST. 

Seixsi  nlence  him ! 


Ii^iU! 


And  I! 


FUtST  GUEST. 
THIBD  GUEST. 


CENCi  {addressing  those  vsho  rise  with  a  threatening 

gesture). 
Who  moves  ?  Who  spoakst 

[Turning  to  the  Company. 
Tis  nothing, 
EIi\joy  jrourselves. — Beware !  for  my  revenge 
Is  as  the  seal'd  commission  of  a  kix^^. 
That  kills,  and  none  dare  name  the  murderer. 

[The  Banquet  is  broken  up ;  several  of  the 
guests  are  dqiarting. 

BEATRICE. 

I  do  entreat  you,  go  not  noble  guests : 
What  although  tyranny^  and  impious  hate 
Stand  shelter'd  by  a  father's  hoary  hair  ? 
What  if  'tis  he  who  clothed  us  in  these  limbs 
Who  tortures  them,  and  triumphs  f  What  if  we. 
The  desolate  and  the  dead,  were  his  own  flesh. 
His  children  and  his  wife,  whom  he  is  bound 
To  love  and  shelter  t  Shall  we  therefore  find 
No  refuge  in  this  merciless  wide  world  f 
(%,  think  what  deep  wrongs  must  have  blotted  out 
First  love,  then  reverence  in  a  child's  prone  mind 
Till  it  thus  vanquish  shame  and  foar !  Oh,  think 
I  have  borne  much,  and  kiss'd  iho  sacred  hand 
Which  crush'd  us  to  the  earth,  and  thought  its  stroke 
Was  peihaps  some  paternal  chastisement ! 
Have  excused  much;  doubted;  and  when  no  doubt 
Remain'd,  have  sought  by  patience,  love  andieais 
Tosofloahim;  and  wbciathiacwildivAb^ 
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I  have  knelt  down  through  Iho  kmg  sleepleM  nighiB 
And  lifted  up  to  God,  the  father  of  all, 
Faauonote  prayers :  and  when  theno  were  not  heard 
I  have  still  borne, — until  I  meet  you  here. 
Princes  and  kinsmen,  at  this  hideous  feast 
Given  at  my  brothers'  deaths.    Two  yet  remain. 
His  wife  remains  and  I,  whom  if  ye  save  not. 
Ye  may  socm  share  such  merriment  again 
As  &thers  make  over  their  children's  graves. 
Oh !  Prince  Colonna,  thou  art  our  near  kinsman, 
Cardinal,  thou  art  the  Pope's  chamberlain, 
Camillo,  thou  art  chief  justiciaiy. 
Take  us  away ! 

CENCi.  [He  ha$  been  convernng  with  Camillo 
during  the  Jirst  part  of  Beatrice's  speech  f 
he  kean  the  amcluaon^  and  notr  advances, 
I  hope  my  good  friends  here 
Will  think  of  their  own  daughteri— or  periiaps 
Of  their  own  throats — before  they  lend  an  ear 
To  this  wild  girl. 

BKATRics  (not  noticing  the  words  of  Cknci). 
Dare  not  one  look  on  me  f 
N<me  answer  ?  Can  one  t>'rant  overbear 
The  sense  of  many  best  and  wisest  men  ? 
Or  is  it  that  I  sue  not  in  some  form 
Of  scnipuloiia  law,  that  ye  deny  my  suit  ? 
Oh,  God !  that  I  were  buried  with  my  brothers! 
And  that  the  flowem  of  this  departed  spring 
Were  fiiding  on  ray  grave !  And  that  my  father 
Were  celebrating  now  one  feast  for  all ! 

CAMILLO. 

A  bitter  wish  for  one  so  young  and  gentle ; 
Can  we  do  nothing  ?— 

COLONNA. 

Nothing  that  I  see. 
Count  Ccnci  were  a  dangerous  enemy : 
Yet  I  wt)uld  second  any  one. 

A  CARDINAL. 

And  I. 

CENCI. 

Retire  to  your  chamber,  inwlent  girl ! 

BEATRICE. 

Retire,  thou  impious  nmn  I  Ay,  hide  thyself 

Where  never  eye  can  l<)ok  upon  thee  more ! 

Wouldst  thou  have  honor  and  obedience 

Who  art  a  torturt»r?  Foiher,  never  dream. 

Though  tliou  mayst  overhear  this  roin{xiiiy, 

But  ill  must  come  of  ill. — F'mwn  not  on  me ! 

Ilaste,  hide  thyself,  lest  with  nvencring  looks 

My  brolhen'  ghosts  should  hunt  thee  from  thy  seat  \ 

Cover  thy  fare  from  every  living  eye. 

And  start  if  thou  but  hear  a  human  step : 

Seek  out  some  dark  and  silent  comer,  there 

Bow  thy  white  head  before  offended  God, 

And  wo  will  knoel  around,  and  fervently 

Pray  that  he  pity  both  ouraelvcs  and  thee. 

CENCI. 

My  friends,  I  do  lament  this  insane  girl 

Has  spoilt  the  mirth  of  our  festivity. 

Good  night,  farewell ;  I  will  not  make  you  longer 

Spectators  of  our  dull  domestic  quarrels. 

Another  time. — 

\Excuni  all  but  Cenci  and  Beatrice. 
My  brain  is  swimming  round ; 
Give  mo  a  lx>wl  of  wine ! 

(To  Beatrice).  Thou  painted  viper ! 


Beast  that  thou  art!  Fair  and  yet  terriUe ! 

I  know  a  charm  shall  make  ttuw  meek  and  tame 

Now  get  thee  from  my  sight !  [Exii  Reatr 

Hero,  Andrea, 
Fill  op  this  goblet  with  Greek  wine.    I  said 
I  iK-oidd  not  drink  this  evening,  but  I  must ; 
For.  strange  to  say,  I  feel  my  spirits  foil 
With  tliinking  what  I  have  decreed  to  da* 

[Drinking  Ike  m 
Be  thou  the  reaoluti(m  of  quick  youth 
Within  my  veins,  and  manhood's  pnrpoae  stem. 
And  age's  firm,  cold,  subtle  villai^; 
As  if  thou  wert  indeed  my  children's  blood 
Which  I  did  thirst  to  drink.  The  chaim  works  in 
It  must  be  done,  it  shall  be  done,  I  swear ! 


ACTIL 

SCENE  I. 

An  Apartment  in  the  Cend  Palaes. 

Enter  Lucretia  and  Ber.varxxx 

lucretia. 
Weep  not,  my  gentle  boy  \  he  struck  but  me, 
Who  have  borne  deeper  wrongs.  In  truth,  if  he 
Hud  kill'd  me,  he  had  done  a  kinder  deed. 
Oil,  God  Almighty,  do  thou  look  upon  us. 
We  have  no  other  fhend  but  only  thee ! 
Yet  weep  not ;  though  I  love  you  as  my  own, 
I  am  not  your  true  mother. 

BERNARDO. 

(%.  more,  more 
Than  ever  mother  was  to  any  child 
I'hat  have  you  been  to  me !    Had  he  not  been 
My  father,  do  you  think  that  I  should  weep? 

lucretia. 
^Vlas !  poor  boy,  what  else  cuuldnt  thou  have  done 

Enter  Beatrice. 

Beatrice  {in  a  hurried  voice). 
Did  ho  pass  this  way  ?  Have  you  seen  him,  brothi 
Ah !  no,  tlmt  is  his  step  ujwn  the  staim  ; 
'Tis  nearer  now ;  IiIh  hand  iK  on  the  door; 
Mother,  if  I  to  tliee  have  ever  been 
A  duteous  child,  now  save  me!  Thou,  great  God, 
Whose  image  upon  earth  a  father  is. 
Dosl  tliou  indeeii  abandon  me  ?  Ho  comes ; 
The  door  is  0[x>niiig  now ;  I  Rce  bin  face ; 
Ho  frowns  on  others,  but  he  smiles  on  me. 
Even  as  he  did  oiler  the  feast  last  night. 

Enter  a  Servant. 
Almighty  God,  how  merciful  thou  art ! 
'Tis  but  Oreinos  8er\'ant. — Well,  what  nen^ 

servant. 
My  master  bids  mo  say,  the  Holy  Father 
Has  sent  back  your  petition  thus  unopen'd. 

{Giring  a  Pap 
And  he  demands  at  what  hour  'twere  socure 
To  visit  you  again  f 

lucretia. 
At  the  Ave-Mary.  [Exit  Serva: 
So,  daughter,  our  last  hope  has  fail'd !  Ah  me! 
How  pale  you  look ;  you  tremble,  and  you  stand 
Wrapp'd  in  scmio  fii'd  and  fearful  mcditatioD, 
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Ai  if  oDe  flwa^  were  over-gtrong  tor  you : 
Toor  ejrei  have  a  chm  glare ;  oh,  dearest  child ! 
Afe  you  gone  mad?  If  not,  pray  apeak  to  me. 

1KA.TEJCK. 

Toa  Me  I  am  not  mad ;  I  speak  to  you. 

LUCRXTIA. 

Ten  talkM  of  something  that  your  &ther  did 

After  dwt  dreadful  feast  t  Could  it  be  vfone 

Tbaa  when  be  smiled,  and  cried,  My  sons  are  dead ! 

And  every  one  look*d  m  his  neighbor's  &ce 

rb  see  if  others  were  ea  white  as  he  f 

At  the  iint  word  he  spoke,  I  felt  the  blood 

Ml  to  my  heart,  and  fell  into  a  trance ; 

Aid  when  it  peat,  I  sat  all  weak  and  wikl ; 

Vldht  yon  akne  stood  up,  and  with  strong  words 

Shsck'd  his  unnatural  prkle ;  and  I  could  see 

flie  devil  waa  rebuked  that  lives  in  him. 

i^  this  hour  thus  you  have  ever  stood 

Between  us  and  your  &ther's  moody  wrath 

like  a  protecting  presence :  your  firm  mind 

Hm  been  our  only  refuge  and  defence : 

What  can  have  thus  subdued  it  f  What  can  now 

Have  given  you  that  cold  melancholy  look, 

Sooceeding  to  your  unaccuatMn'd  tesit 

■XATEIOK. 

Whit  is  it  that  yoa  say  ?  I  vnu  just  thinking 
I'liere  better  not  to  struggle  any  more. 
Mm,  like  my  father,  have  been  dark  and  bloody, 
Yet  never— -O !  before  wone  comes  of  it, 
^were  wise  to  die :  it  ends  in  that  at  lost 

LDCaiTIA. 

Oh,  talk  not  so,  dear  child !  Tell  me  at  once 
What  did  your  ftther  do  or  say  to  you  f 
He  stay'd  not  after  that  accursed  feast 
One  moment  in  your  chamber. — Speak  to  me. 

BEXKARDO. 

.Oh,  sister,  sister,  prithee,  speak  to  us ! 

BEATRICE  [tpeaking  very  dowhj  with  afcfrced 
aJmnest. 
It  was  one  word,  mother,  one  little  word ; 
One  look,  one  smile.  [  Wildly. 

Oh !  he  has  trampled  me 
iTnder  his  feet,  and  made  the  blood  stream  down 
My  pallid  cheeks.  And  he  has  given  us  all 
Ditch-water,  and  the  fever-stricken  flesh 
Of  bn&loea,  and  bode  us  eat  or  starve, 
And  we  have  eaten. — He  has  made  roe  look 
On  my  beloved  Bernardo,  when  the  rust 
Of  heavy  chains  has  gangrened  his  sweet  limbs, 
And  I  have  never  yet  despair'd — but  now ! 
What  would  I  say  7  [Recovering  hendf. 

Ah!  no,  'tis  nothing  new. 
The  sufleringa  we  all  share  have  made  me  wild : 
He  only  struck  and  cursed  me  as  he  pass'd ; 
He  said,  he  look'd,  he  did, — nothing  at  all 
Beyond  hia  wont,  yet  it  disordered  me. 
Alaa !  I  am  forgetful  of  my  duty, 
I  aboold  preserve  my  senses  for  your  sake. 

LDCRETIA. 

Nay,  Beatrice;  have  courage,  my  sweet  girL 
If  any  one  despairs,  it  should  be  I, 
Who  loved  him  once,  and  now  muat  live  with  him 
Till  God  in  pity  call  for  him  or  me ; 
For  you  may.  Uke  your  aister,  find  some  husband. 
And  smile,  yeara  hence,  with  children  round  your 
knees; 

SO 


Whilst  I,  then  dead,  and  all  thia  hideooi  coil. 
Shall  be  remember'd  only  as  a  dream. 

BEATRICE. 

Talk  not  to  me,  dear  lady,  of  a  husband : 

Did  you  not  nurse  me  when  my  mother  died  t 

Did  you  not  shield  me  and  that  dearest  boyf 

And  had  we  any  other  friend  but  you 

In  infancy,  with  gentle  words  and  lo6kM 

To  win  our  father  not  to  murder  ua  f 

And  shall  I  now  desert  you  ?  May  the  ghoat 

Of  my  dead  mother  plead  against  my  wool 

If  I  abandon  her  who  fdl*d  the  place 

She  lofl,  with  more,  even,  than  a  mother's  love ! 

BERNARDO. 

And  1  am  of  my  sister's  mind.    Indeed 
I  would  not  leave  you  in  this  wretchedness. 
Even  though  the  Pope  should  make  me  free  to  live 
In  some  blithe  place,  like  others  of  my  age. 
With  sports,  and  delicate  fcx)d,  and  the  fresh  aii; 
Oh,  never  think  that  I  will  leave  you.  Mother! 

LUCRETU. 

My  dear,  dear  children ! 

Enter  Cenci,  tuddady. 

CElfCL 

What,  Beatrice  here ! 
Come  hither!    [She  shrinks  baek^  and  covers  her  face. 

Nay,  hide  not  your  face,  'tis  feir ; 
Look  up!  Why,  yester-night  you  dared  to  k)ok 
With  disobedient  insolence  upon  me, 
Bending  a  stem  and  an  inquiring  brow 
On  what  I  meant ;  whilst  I  then  sought  to  hide 
That  which  I  came  to  tell  you — but  in  vain. 

BEATRICE  (tiTtZcfZy,  Staggering  towards  the  door). 
Oh,  that  the  ettrth  would  gape !  Hide  me,  oh  God ! 

CENCI. 

Then  it  was  I  whose  inarticulate  words 
Fell  from  my  lips,  who  i;iith  tottering  steps 
Fled  from  your  presence,  aa  you  now  from  mine. 
Stay,  I  command  you — fhun  this  day  and  hoar 
Never  again,  1  thmk,  with  fearless  eye. 
And  brow  superior,  and  unalter'd  cheek. 
And  that  lip  made  for  tenderness  or  scorn, 
Shalt  thou  strike  dumb  the  meanest  of  TwnlriiMl  • 
Me  leaat  of  all.    Now  get  thee  to  thy  chamber. 
Thou  too,  lothed  image  of  thy  curMd  mother, 

[To  Bernardo. 
Thy  milky,  meek  fece  makea  me  aick  with  hate ! 

[Exeunt  Beatrice  and  Bernardo. 
(Aside).  So  much  has  past  between  us  as  must  make 
Me  bold,  her  fearful — 'Tis  an  awfhl  thing 
To  touch  such  mischief  as  I  now  conceive : 
So  men  sit  shivering  on  the  dewy  bank, 
And  try  the  chill  stream  with  their  feet ;  once  in — 
How  the  delighted  spirit  pants  fer  joy ! 

LUCRETIA  (advancing  timidly  towards  kirn). 
Oh,  husband !  Pray  fergive  poor  Beatrice, 
She  meant  not  any  ill. 

CENCI. 

Nor  you  perhaps  f 
Nor  that  young  imp,  whom  you  have  taught  by  roto 
Pbrridde  with  his  alphabet  f  Nor  Giaoomof 
Nor  those  two  moat  unnatural  sons,  who  stirred 
Enmity  up  against  me  with  the  Pope  f 
Whom  in  one  night  merciful  God  cut  off:     * 


Innocent  lambs!  They  thong^XixA  ais^  i!&. 
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YoawMvnodMnooD^iiringf  You  nid 
Of  how  I  mii^t  be  dungecm'd  u  a  mad  man ; 
Or  be  oondemn'd  to  death  ibr  Mnne  ofience. 
And  you  would  be  the  witnesMt  f— Thif  &iling» 
How  jutt  it  were  to  hire  awanini,  or 
Pot  ludden  poiion  in  my  evening*!  drink  f 
Or  another  me  when  overcome  by  winef 
Seeing  we  had  no  other  judge  but  God, 
And  he  had  sentenced  me,  and  there  were  none 
But  you  to  be  the  executionen 
Of  hii  decree  enregiater'd  in  Heaven  f 
Oh,  no !   You  said  not  thia  ? 

LUCIUETIA. 

So  help  roe  God, 
I  never  thought  the  things  you  charge  me  widi ! 

CBNCI. 

If  you  dare  ipeak  that  wicked  lie  again, 
1 11  kin  you.    What !  it  was  not  by  your  counwl 
That  Beatrice  disturb'd  the  feast  last  night  f 
You  did  not  hope  to  stir  some  enemies 
Against  me,  and  escape,  and  laugh  to  scorn 
What  every  nerve  of  you  now  trembles  at  7 
You  judged  that  men  were  bolder  than  they  are : 
Few  dare  to  stand  between  their  grave  and  me. 

LUCUCTIA. 

Look  not  so  dreadfully !  By  my  salvation 
I  knew  not  aught  that  Beatrice  dengn*d ; 
Nor  do  I  think  she  designed  any  thing 
Until  she  heard  you  talk  of  her  dead  brothen. 

CENCI. 

Blaspheming  liar!  You  are  damn'd  for  this! 

But  I  will  teke  you  where  you  may  peivuada 

The  stones  you  tread  on  to  deliver  you : 

For  men  shall  there  be  none  but  those  who  dare 

All  things — ^not  question  that  which  I  command. 

On  Wednesday  next  I  fthall  set  out :  you  know 

That  savage  rock,  the  Castle  of  Petrella, 

Tis  safely  wall'd,  and  moated  round  about: 

Its  dungeons  under  ground,  and  its  thick  towers 

Never  told  tales ;  though  they  have  heard  and  seen 

What  might  make  dumb  things  speak. — Why  do  you 

linger? 
Make  speediest  preparation  for  the  journey ! 

[Exit  LUCRETIA. 

The  all-beholding  sun  yet  shines ;  I  hear 

A  busy  stir  of  men  about  the  streets ; 

I  see  the  bright  sky  through  the  window-panes : 

It  is  a  garish,  broad,  and  peering  day ; 

Loud,  light,  suspicious,  full  of  eyes  and  ears. 

And  every  little  comer,  nook  and  hole 

Is  penetrated  with  the  insolent  light. 

Come,  darkness !  Yet,  what  is  the  day  to  me  ? 

And  wherefore  should  I  wish  for  night,  who  do 

A  deed  which  shall  confound  both  night  and  day  ? 

Tis  she  shall  grope  through  a  bewildering  mist 

Of  horror :  if  there  be  a  sun  in  heaven. 

She  shall  not  dare  to  look  upon  its  beams ; 

Nor  feel  its  warmth.    Let  her  then  wish  for  night ; 

The  act  I  think  shall  soon  extinguish  all 

For  me :  I  bear  a  darker  deadlier  gloom 

Than  the  earth's  shade,  or  interlunor  air, 

Or  constellations  quench'd  in  murkiest  cloud. 

In  which  I  walk  secure  and  unbehold 

Towarda  my  purpose. — Would  that  it  were  done ! 


SCENE  n. 

A  Chamber  in  the  VaUeam. 

Ettbtr  Camillo  and  GucoMO,  in  ammrtatimL 

CAMILLO. 

Tliere  is  an  obsolete  and  doubtful  law. 
By  which  you  might  obtain  a  bare  provision 
Of  food  and  ck>thing. 

GIACOMO. 

Nothing  more?  Alas! 
Bare  must  be  the  provision  which  stri(^  law 
Awards,  and  aged  sullen  avarice  pays. 
Why  did  my  fother  not  apprentice  me 
To  some  mechanic  trade  f  I  should  have  thm 
Been  train'd  in  no  high-bom  neceaaitiee 
Which  I  could  meet  not  by  my  daily  ttuL 
The  eldest  son  of  a  rich  nobleman 
Is  heir  to  all  his  incapacitiee ; 
He  has  wide  wants,  and  narrow  powers.    If  yov. 
Cardinal  Camillo,  were  reduced  at  once 
From  thrioe^riven  beds  of  down,  and  delicate  tiod 
An  hundred  servants,  and  six  palaces. 
To  that  which  nature  doth  indeed  require  f 

CAMILLO. 

Nay,  there  is  reason  in  your  plea;  'twere  hard. 

GIAOOMO. 

Tis  hard  for  a  firm  man  to  bear :  but  I 
Have  a  dear  wife,  a  lady  of  high  birth. 
Whose  dowry  in  ill  hour  I  lent  my  fother. 
Without  a  bond  or  wimess  to  the  deed  ; 
And  children,  who  inherit  her  fine  senses, 
The  fairest  creatures  in  this  breathing  worid ; 
And  she  and  they  reproach  me  not.    Cardinal, 
Do  you  not  think  the  Pope  would  interpose 
And  stretch  authority  beyond  the  law  f 

CAMILLO. 

Though  your  peculiar  coiie  is  hard,  I  know 
The  Pope  will  not  divert  the  course  of  law. 
Afler  that  impious  feast  the  other  night 
I  spoke  with  him,  and  urged  him  then  to  check 
Your  father's  cruel  hand ;  he  frown'd,  and  said 
"  Children  arc  disobedient,  and  they  sting 
Their  fathers'  hearts  to  madncis  and  despair. 
Requiting  years  of  care  \\i\h  contumely. 
I  pity  the  Count  Cenci  from  my  heart ; 
His  outraged  love  perhaps  awaken'd  hate. 
And  thus  he  is  exasperated  to  ill. 
In  the  great  war  between  the  old  and  young, 
I,  who  have  white  hairs  and  a  tottering  body. 
Will  keep  at  least  blamelcKi  neutrahty." 

Enter  OasiNa 
You,  my  good  lord  Orsino,  heard  those  words. 


ORSI.VO. 


What  T^-ords  7 


GIACOMO. 

Alas,  repeat  them  not  again ! 
There  then  is  no  redress  for  me.  at  least 
None  but  that  which  I  may  achieve  myself. 
Since  I  am  driven  to  the  brink. — But  say, 
My  innocent  sister  and  my  only  brother 
Are  dying  underneath  my  ftther's  eye, 
The  memorable  torturers  of  this  land, 


\,Exit\0«\e«x  Visconti,  Borgia,  Enelin, 
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iffieled  oo  their  meanett  slave 

■e  eadara :  shall  they  have  no  protectuHi  f 

CAMILLO. 

diej  would  petition  to  the  Pbpe, 

bow  he  could  refuse  it — ^yet 
I  it  of  mart  dangerous  exanople 

to  weaken  the  paternal  power, 
I  *tweref  the  shadow  of  his  own. 
m  now  excuse  me.    I  have  business 
1  not  bear  delay.  [Exit  Camillo. 

OIACOMO. 

But  you,  Orsino, 
B  petition ;  wherefi>re  not  present  itf 

omsiNO. 
resented  it,  and  back'd  it  with 
flst  prayers,  and  urgent  interest  : 
Btuin'd  unanswered.    I  doubt  not 
the  strai^  and  execrable  deeds 
in  it — ^in  truth  they  might  well  baffle 
ieP— have  tum'd  the  Pope's  displeasure 
e  accusers  fiom  the  criminal : 
nld  guess  from  what  Camillo  said. 

OIAOOMO. 

id,  that  palace-waUdng  devil  Gold 

spered  silence  to  his  Holiness : 

are  left,  as  scorpions  ring*d  with  fire. 

ould  we  do  but  stzike  ourselves  to  death  f 

vho  is  our  murderous  persecutor 

,ed  by  a  &dier*s  holy  name, 

uld —  [Stops  abrvpdy. 

OlMNO. 

What!  Fear  not  to  speak  your  thou^^t 
lie  but  holy  as  the  deeds  they  cover : 

who  has  ibnwom  the  God  he  serves ; 

who  makes  the  truth  weep  at  his  decree ; 
I  who  should  weave  counsel,  as  I  now, 
iie  mantle  of  some  selfish  guile ; 
'  who  is  all  a  tyrant  seems, 
e  profimer  for  his  sacred  name. 

OIACOMO. 

not  what  I  think ;  the  unwilling  brain 

iften  what  it  would  not ;  and  we  trust 

tion  with  such  phantasies 

ongue  dares  not  feshion  into  words, 

lave  no  words,  their  horror  makes  diem  dim 

nind's  eye — My  heart  denies  itself 

c  what  you  demand. 

oasiNO. 

But  a  friend's  bosom 
)  inmost  cave  of  our  own  mind, 
we  sit  shut  from  the  wide  gaze  of  day, 
m  the  all^xunraunicating  air. 
k  what  I  suspected. — 

OIACOMO. 

Spare  me  now .' 
one  lost  in  a  midnight  wood, 
res  not  ask  some  harmless  passenger 
h  across  the  wilderness,  lest  he, 
hoa^^ts  are,  should  bo    a  murderer. 
yoa  are  my  fiiend,  and  all  I  dare 
>  my  sold  that  will  I  trust  with  thee, 
r  my  heart  is  heavy,  and  would  take 


Lone  ooux»el  fiom  a  night  of  sleepless  oara 
Pardon  nte,  that  I  say  fiirewell — fiirewell ! 
I  would  that  to  my  own  suspected  self 
I  could  address  a  word  so  fiill  of  peace. 

0R8IN0. 

Farewell ! — ^Be  your  thoughts  better  or  more  bold. 

[Exit  GiAOOMO. 
I  had  disposed  the  Cardinal  Camillo 
To  feed  his  hope  widi  cold  enoouiagement : 
It  fortunately  serves  my  close  designs 
That  'tis  a  trick  of  this  same  family 
To  analyse  their  own  and  other  mmds. 
Such  self^anatomy  shall  teach  the  will 
Dangerous  secrets :  for  it  tempts  our  powers. 
Knowing  what  must  be  thought,  and  may  be  doo^ 
Into  the  depth  of  darkest  purposes : 
So  Cend  fell  into  the  pit ;  even  I, 
Since  Beatrice  unveil'd  me  to  myself. 
And  made  me  shrink  fiom  what  I  cannot  shun. 
Show  a  poor  figure  to  my  own  esteem. 
To  whidi  I  grow  half  reconciled.    I  'U  do 
As  little  mischief  aa  I  can;  that  thought 
Shall  fee  the  accuser  Conscience.       [Afl^  ^  paum. 

Now  what  harm 
If  Cenci  should  be  murder'df— Tet,  if  murder'd, 
WherefbriB  by  me?  And  what  if  I  could  take 
The  profit,  yet  omit  the  sin  and  peril 
In  such  an  actioQ  f   Of  all  earthly  things 
I  fear  a  man  whose  blows  outspeed  his  words ; 
And  such  is  Cend :  and  while  Cend  lives. 
His  daughter's  dowry  were  a  secret  grave 
If  a  priest  wins  her. — Oh,  fair  Beatrice ! 
Would  that  I  loved  thee  not,  or  loving  thee 
Could  but  despise  danger  and  gold,  and  all 
That  fiowns  between  my  wish  and  its  eflbct. 
Or  smiles  beyond  it !  There  is  no  escape— 
Her  bright  form  kneels  beside  me  at  the  altar, 
And  follows  me  to  the  resort  of  men, 
And  fills  my  slumber  with  tumultuous  dreams. 
So  when  I  wake  my  blood  seems  liquid  fire ; 
And  if  I  strike  my  damp  and  dizzy  head. 
My  hot  palm  scorches  it :  her  very  name, 
But  spoken  by  a  stranger,  makes  my  heart 
Sicken  and  pant;  and  thus  unprofitaUy 
I  clasp  the  phantom  of  unfelt  delights, 
Till  weak  imagination  half  possesses 
The  self*created  shadow.    Tet  much  longer 
Will  I  not  nurse  this  life  of  feverous  hours : 
From  the  unravell'd  hopes  of  Giacomo 
I  must  work  out  my  own  dear  purposes. 
I  see,  as  fiom  a  tower,  the  end  of  all : 
Her  fether  dead;  her  broUier  bound  to  me 
By  a  dark  secret,  surer  than  the  grave ; 
Her  mother  scared  and  unexpostulating. 
From  the  dread  manner  of  her  wish  achieved : 
And  she !— Once  more  take  courage,  my  feint  heart ; 
What  dares  a  fiiendless  maiden  match'd  with  thee? 
I  have  such  foresight  as  assures  success ! 
Some  unbeheld  divinity  doth  ever. 
When  dread  events  are  near,  stir  up  men's  minds 
To  black  suggestions;  and  he  prospers  best. 
Not  who  becomes  the  instrument  of  ill. 
But  who  can  flatter  the  dark  spirit,  that  makes 
Its  empire  and  its  prey  of  other  hearts 
TiU  U  become  his  slav»-^  I  will  do.  [£ni 

307 


60 


SHELLEY'S  POETICAL  WORKS. 


ACTHL 

SCENE  I. 
An  ApaHmtnt  U  the  Cenci  Palace. 
LucBKTiA ;  to  her  enter  Beatrick. 


Beatuck  {She  enters  tta^^gering,  and  tpeak§  wOdljf). 
Reach  me  that  handkerchief! — ^My  brain  ia  hurt; 
My  eyea  are  full  of  blood ;  juat  wipe  them  tar  me — 
I  aee  but  indiitincdy. — 

LUCRETIA> 

My  sweet  child, 
You  have  no  wound ;  'tis  only  a  cold  dew 
Ihai  itarta  fiom  your  dear  brow— Alai !  alaa ! 
Whathaa  befidlenf 

BKATEId. 

IIow  comes  this  hair  undone  f 
Its  wandering  strings  must  be  what  blind  me  so, 
And  yet  I  ti^  it  fast— O,  horrible ! 
The  pavement  sinks  under  my  fcot !  The  walla 
Spin  round!  I  see  a  woman  weeping  there, 
And  ft^rw^ing  calm  and  motionless,  whilst  I 
Slide  giddily  as  the  world  reels — My  God ! 
The  beautiful  blue  Heaven  is  flecked  with  blood ! 
The  sunshine  on  the  floor  is  block !  The  air 
Is  changed  to  vapors  such  as  the  dead  breathe 
In  chamel-pitB !  Pah !  I  am  choked !  There  creeps 
A  clinging,  black,  contaminating  mist 
About  me — *tis  substantial,  heavy,  thick. 
I  cannot  pluck  it  from  me,  for  it  glues 
My  fingen  and  my  limbs  to  one  another. 
And  eats  into  my  sinews,  and  dissolves 
My  flesh  to  a  pollution,  poisoning 
The  subtle,  pure,  and  inmost  spirit  of  life ! 
My  God !  I  never  knew  what  the  mad  felt 
Before ;  for  I  am  mad  beyond  all  doubt ! 

[More  wildly 
No,  I  am  dead !  These  putrefying  limlw 
Shut  round  and  sepulchre  the  panting  soul 
Which  would  burnt  forth  into  the  wandering  air ! 

[A  pause. 
What  hideous  thought  was  that  I  had  even  now  I 
Tis  gone ;  and  yet  its  burthen  remains  hero 
O'er  these  dull  eyes — upf>n  this  weary  heart ! 
O,  world!  O,  life!  O,  day!  O,  misery! 

LUCRETIA. 

What  ails  thee,  my  poor  child?    She  answers  not: 
Her  spirit  appreliends  tlic  sense  of  pain. 
But  not  its  cause ;  suffering  has  dried  away 
The  source  from  which  it  sprung. — 

BEATRICE  {Jranticly). 

Like  parricide- 
Misery  has  kiird  its  &ther :  yet  its  father 
Never  Uke  mine— O,  God !  \Vhat  thing  am  I  ? 

LDCRETIA. 

My  dearest  child,  what  has  your  father  done  ? 

BEATRICE  (doubtfully). 
Who  art  thou,  questioner  ?  I  have  no  faUier. 

[Aside. 
She  is  the  madhouse  nurse  who  tends  on  me: 
It  is  a  piteous  office. 

[To  LucRETiA,  in  a  dowy  subdued  voice. 
Do  you  know, 
/  thought  I  was  that  wretched  Beatrice 
Men  speak  of,  whom  her  father  sometimes  hales 


From  hall  to  hall  by  the  entangled  hair; 

At  otheiB,  pens  up  naked  in  damp  oeUa 

Where  scaly  reptiles  crawl,  and  starves  her  there, 

Till  she  will  eat  strange  flesh.    This  wofol  sloiy 

So  did  I  overact  in  my  sick  dreams. 

That  I  imagined — no,  it  cannot  be ! 

Horrible  things  have  been  in  this  wild  world. 

Prodigious  mixtures,  and  confusions  strange 

Of  good  and  ill;  and  worse  have  been  conceived 

Than  ever  there  was  found  a  heart  to  da 

But  never  fancy  imaged  such  a  deed 

As —  [Pauses,  suddenly  recotteeting  hermif. 

Who  art  thou  ?  Swear  to  me,  ere  I  die 
With  fearful  expectation,  that  indeed 
Thou  art  not  what  thou  aeemest — ^Mother ! 


LUCRETIA. 


Oh! 


My  sweet  child,  know  you— 


BEATRICE. 

Yet  speak  it  not; 
For  then  if  this  be  truth,  that  other  too 
Must  be  a  truth,  a  firm  enduring  truth, 
linked  with  each  lasting  circumstance  of  hfe. 
Never  to  change,  never  to  pass  away. 
Why  so  it  is.    This  is  the  Cenci  Mace ; 
Thou  art  Lucretia;  I  am  Beatrice. 
I  have  talk'd  some  wild  words,  but  will  no  more. 
Mother,  come  near  me :  from  this  point  of  time, 
I  am —  [Her  voice  dies  awayfsuAf 


LUCRETIA. 

Alas!  What  has  befallen  thee,  child ! 
What  has  thy  father  done  ? 

BEATRICE. 

What  have  I  dons  f 
Am  I  not  innocent  f  Is  it  my  crime 
That  one  with  white  hair,  nnd  imperious  biow, 
Who  tortured  me  from  my  forgotten  years. 
As  parents  only  dare,  should  call  himself 
My  father,  yet  should  be ! — Oh,  what  am  If 
What  name,  what  place,  what  memory  shall  be  mine? 
What  retrosixjcts,  outliving  even  despair  t 

LUCRETIA. 

He  is  a  violent  tyrant,  surely,  child  : 

We  know  that  death  alone  can  make  us  free ; 

His  death  or  ours.    But  what  can  he  have  done 

Of  deadlier  outrage  or  wunte  injury  I 

Thou  art  unlike  thyself;  tliino  eyex  shoot  forth 

A  wandering  and  strange  spirit.    S])eak  to  me: 

Unlock  tho»e  pallid  hands  whoso  lingers  twine 

With  one  another. 

BEATRICE. 

Tis  the  restless  life 
Tortured  within  them.    If  I  try  to  speak 
I  shall  go  mad.    Ay,  something  must  lie  done ; 
What,  yet  I  know  not — something  which  shall  iMks 
The  thing  that  I  have  suffcr'd  but  a  shadow 
In  the  dread  lightning  which  avenges  it ; 
Brief,  rapid,  irreversible,  destroying 
The  consequence  of  what  it  cannot  cure. 
Some  such  thing  is  to  be  endured  or  done  : 
When  I  know  what.  I  shall  be  still  and  calm. 
And  never  any  thing  will  move  me  more. 
But  now ! — Oh  blood,  which  art  my  father's  bkod 
Circling  through  tli^e  contaminated  veins, 
llf  thou,  pour'd  forth  on  the  polluted  earth. 
\Co\Ad  viosYv  slnhv^  ^«  civxQfi,  and  punishment 
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I  roflbr    no,  that  cannot  be ! 
^  doabt  there  were  a  God  above 
and  pennitB  evil,  and  bo  die : 
i  no  agony  ahall  obecure  in  me. 

LUCRETIA. 

deed  have  been  eome  Intter  wrong ; 
,  I  dare  not  gue«.    Oh !  my  loet  child, 
in  prond  impenetrable  grief 
ringi  fiom  my  fear. 

BEATBICE. 

I  hide  them  not 
the  words  which  you  would  have  me  speak? 
n  feign,  no  image  in  my  mind 
hich  has  transform^  me.  I,  whose  thought 
l^host  shrouded  and  folded  up 
1  formless  horror.    Of  all  words, 
ister  to  mortal  intercourse, 
ouldst  thou  hear  ?  For  there  is  none  to  tell 
y :  if  another  ever  knew 
e  to  it,  she  died  as  I  will  die, 
it,  as  I  must,  without  a  name. 
Math !  Our  hiw  and  our  religion  call  thee 
nent  and  a  reward— Oh,  which 
Siervedf 

LDCftXTIA. 

The  peace  of  innocence; 
or  season  you  be  called  to  heaven. 
you  may  have  sufier'd,  you  have  done 
Death  ranst  be  die  punishraent 
,  or  the  reward  of  trampling  down 
OS  which  God  has  strew'd  upon  the  path 
lads  to  immortality. 

BEATKIOE. 

Ay,  death — 
shment  of  crime.    I  pray  thee,  God, 
ot  be  bewildered  while  I  judge. 
:  live  day  afler  day,  and  keep 
lbs,  the  unworthy  temple  of  thy  spirit, 
den  from  which  what  thou  abhorrest 
k  thee,  unavenged — it  shall  not  be ! 
ler — no,  that  might  be  no  escape, 
ecree  yawns  like  a  Hell  between 
and  it  .* — Oh !  in  this  mortal  world 
no  vindication  and  no  law 
in  adjudge  and  execute  the  doom 
liiough  which  I  suffer. 

Enter  Orsino. 

txuJies  him  soUmrdy).  Welcome,  Friend ! 
tell  you  that,  since  last  we  met, 
idured  a  WTong  so  groat  and  strange, 
her  life  nor  death  can  give  me  rest. 
lot  what  it  is,  for  there  are  deeds 
iveno  fonn,  suflferings  which  have  no  tongue. 

ORSINO. 

t  ia  he  who  has  thus  ii^jured  you  7 

BEATRICE. 

they  call  my  father :  a  dread  name. 

ORfllNO. 


BEATRICE. 

What  it  can  be,  or  not, 
o  diink.    It  is,  and  it  has  been ; 
la  how  it  shall  not  be  again, 
to  die ;  but  a  religious  awe 
n%  and  die  dr^ad  lest  death  ilMlf 


Might  be  no  refuge  from  the  consciousness 
Of  what  is  3ret  unezpiated.    Oh,  speak ! 

orhno. 
Accuse  him  of  the  deed,  and  let  the  law 
Avenge  thee. 

BCATllCI. 

Oh,  ice-hearted  coonaeUar! 
If  I  ooold  find  a  word  that  might  make  known 
The  crime  of  my  destroyer;  and  that  done. 
My  tongue  should  like  a  ki^  tear  out  the  seeraC 
Which  cankers  my  heart's  core ;  ay,  lay  all  bare. 
So  that  my  unpolluted  fame  should  be 
With  vilest  goanps  a  stale^noulh'd  story ; 
A  mock,  a  bywoid,  an  astonishment; — 
If  this  were  done,  which  never  diall  be  done. 
Think  of  the  ofiender's  gdd,  his  dreaded  hata^ 
And  the  strange  horror  cf  the  accuser's  tala^ 
Baffling  belief^  and  overpowering  speech ; 
Scarce  whisper*d,  unimaginable,  wrapt 
In  hideous  Idnta— Oh,  most  assured  redrsM ! 

oaaiNO. 
Ton  win  endure  it  then  7 

■BATRICE. 

Endure  7— OrsinOr 
It  seems  your  oonnael  is  small  profit 

[Turns  /ran  him,  ami  tpealu  half  to  kene^. 

Ay, 

All  must  be  suddenly  resolved  and  done. 
What  is  this  undistinguishable  miat 
Of  thoughts,  which  rise,  like  shadow  after  shadow. 
Darkening  each  other? 

oRnifo. 

Should  the  ofibnder  live  f 
Triumph  in  his  misdeed  ?  and  make,  by  use. 
His  crime,  whatever  it  is,  dreadful  no  doubt. 
Thine  element ;  until  thou  mayest  become 
Utterly  lost ;  subdued  even  to  the  hue 
Of  that  which  thou  permittest  f 

BEATRICE  (to  herself). 

Migh^  Death! 
Thou  double-visaged  shadow!  Only  judge! 
RightfuUest  arbiter ! 

[She  retires  absorbed  in  AongkL 

LUCRETIA. 

If  the  Ughtning 
Of  God  has  e*er  descended  to  avenge — 

0R8IN0. 

Blaspheme  not!  His  high  Providence  commits 
lis  glory  on  this  earth,  and  their  own  wrongs 
Into  the  hands  of  men ;  if  they  neglect 
To  punish  crime— 

LUCRETIA. 

But  if  one,  like  this  wretch. 
Should  mock  with  gold,  opinion,  law,  and  power? 
If  there  be  no  appeal  to  that  which  makes 
The  guiltiest  tremble  7  If  because  our  wrongs. 
For  ^t  they  are  unnatural,  strange  and  mcostnnis, 
Exceed  all  measure  of  belief?  Oh,  God! 
If,  for  the  very  reasons  which  diould  make 
Redreai  most  swift  and  sure,  our  injnrer  triumpfai  f 
And  we  the  victims,  bear  worse  punishment 
Tlian  that  appointed  for  their  torturer  ? 

ORSUfO. 

Think  not 
But  that  there  is  redress  where  there  is  wrong. 
So  we  be  bold  anougVi  Vi  lauA  \\. 
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LUCMBTIA. 

Howf 
If  diere  were  any  way  to  make  all  aure, 
I  know  not — but  I  think  it  might  be  good 
To— 

omsiNO. 
Why,  his  late  outrage  to  Beatrice ; 
For  it  ii  luch,  aa  I  but  fiuntly  gueM, 
Am  makes  remone  dishonor,  and  leaves  her 
Only  one  duty,  how  she  may  avenge : 
Too,  but  one  refuge  fiom  ills  ill  endured ; 
Me,  but  one  counsel— 

LUCmiTIA. 

For  we  cannoC  hope 
Hut  aid,  or  retribatkxi,  or  resource 
Win  arise  thence,  where  every  other  one 
Might  find  dtem  with  less  need. 

(BiATKici  admnea,) 

OEtllfO. 


BIATIICI. 

Peace.  Orsino ! 
And,  honor'd  lady,  while  I  speak,  I  pray 
That  you  put  off,  as  garments  overworn. 
Forbearance  and  respect,  remorse  and  fear, 
And  all  the  fit  restraints  of  daily  life. 
Which  have  been  borne  from  childhood,  bat  which 

now 
Would  be  a  mockery  to  my  holier  plea. 
As  I  have  said,  I  have  endured  a  wrong. 
Which,  though  it  be  expressionless,  is  such 
As  asks  atonement;  bodi  fbr  what  is  past. 
And  lest  I  be  reserved,  day  after  day, 
To  load  with  crimes  an  overburthen*d  soul, 
And  be — ^what  ye  can  dream  not    I  have  pray'd 
To  God,  and  I  have  talk'd  with  my  own  heart. 
And  have  unravell'd  my  entangled  will. 
And  have  at  length  determined  what  is  right 
Art  thou  my  friend,  Orsino  ?  Fabio  or  true  ? 
Fledge  thy  salvation  ere  I  speak. 

ORSINO. 

I  swear 
To  dedicate  my  cunning,  and  my  strength, 
My  silence,  and  whatever  else  is  mine, 
To  thy  commands. 

LUCRETIA. 

You  think  we  should  devise 
His  death? 

BEATRICK. 

And  execute  what  is  devised. 
And  suddenly.     We  must  be  brief  and  bold. 

ORSINO. 

And  yet  most  cautious. 

LUCRKTIA. 

For  the  jealous  laws 
Would  punish  us  with  death  and  in&my 
For  that  which  it  became  themselves  to  do. 

BEATRICE. 

Be  cautious  as  ye  may,  but  prompt    Orrino, 
What  are  the  means  ? 

ORSINO. 

I  know  two  dull,  fierce  outlaws, 
Who  think  man's  spirit  as  a  worm's,  and  they 
Would  trample  out,  for  any  slight  caprice, 
The  meanest  or  the  noblest  life.    This  mood 

Is  marketable  here  in  Rome.    They  sell 

Wlut  we  now  want. 


LUOKITIA. 

To-morrow  before  dftwn, 
Cenci  will  take  ui  to  that  lonely  rock, 
Petrella,  m  the  Apulian  Apennines. 
If  he  arrive  there^ 

BKATBICX. 

He  must  not  urif*. 

OBBINO. 

WQl  it  be  dark  before  yon  reach  the  timwf 

LUCBSTIA. 

Tbe  nm  will  icuce  be  set 

BEATUCB. 

But  I  reoMmber 
Two  miles  on  this  side  of  the  fort,  the  nad 
Crossos  a  deep  ravine ;  *tis  rough,  and  nuvow. 
And  winds  with  short  turns  down  the  pradpiot; 
And  in  its  depth  there  is  a  mighty  rock. 
Which  has,  fixmi  unimaginable  yean, 
Sustained  itaelf  with  terror  and  with  toil 
Over  a  gulf)  and  with  the  agony 
Widi  which  it  dings,  seems  slowly  ooomg  domi; 
Even  as  a  wretched  soul,  hour  after  hour. 
Clings  to  the  mass  of  life ;  jret  dingiqg;  leans ; 
And  leaning,  makes  more  dark  the  dread  abya 
In  which  it  fears  to  fall :  beneadi  diis  crag 
Huge  aa  despair,  as  if  in  weariness^ 
The  melancholy  mountain  yawna— beViw, 
You  hear  but  see  not  an  impetooaa  ttwrant 
Raging  among  the  cavema,  and  a  bridge 
Craaaea  the  chaam;  and  high  above  Ihera  gnw. 
With  intenecting  trunks,  from  crag  to  crag; 
Cedars,  and  jrews,  and  piiMs ;  whoae  tangled  kar 
Is  matted  in  one  solid  roof  of  shade 
By  the  dark  ivy's  twine.    At  noonday  hart 
Tis  twilight,  and  at  sunset  blackeat  ni|^ 

omaiNO. 
Before  you  roach  that  bridge,  make  aome  ezcoae 
For  spurring  on  your  mules,  or  Idtering 
Unul— 

BEATRICE. 

What  sound  is  that  ? 

LUCRETIA. 

Hark !  No,  it  cannot  be  a  servant's  stop : 

It  must  be  Cenci,  unexpectedly 

Returned — Make  some  cicuse  for  being  here. 

BEATRICE  {to  OrSINO,  Qt  shc  gOtM  OUi). 

That  stop  we  hear  approach  must  never  pass 
The  bridge  of  which  we  spoke. 

[Exeunt  Lucretia  and  Biatvcb. 

ORSINO. 

\VhatshallIdo? 
Cenci  must  find  me  here,  and  I  must  bear 
The  imperious  inquisition  of  his  looks 
As  to  what  brought  me  hither :  let  me  mask 
IVfine  own  in  some  inane  and  vacant  smile. 

Enter  Giacomo,  in  a  hurried  manner. 

How!  Have  you  ventured  thither?  know  you  then 
That  Cenci  is  from  homo  ? 

giacomo. 

I  soiight  him  here ; 
And  now  must  wait  till  he  returns. 

OBBINO. 

.  Great  God ! 

yWcA^jh  fcraiiSbA  da3^sftT  of  this  rashness  f 


IJK 


»»  1 
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OIACOHO. 


Ay! 


DMiBf  dflitrofer  know  hw  danger  f   We 
in  BOW  no  more,  as  once,  parent  and  child, 
Bttm  to  nan ;  the  oppreanr  to  the  oppreM*d ; 
Itedandefertothealander'd;  ibe  to  ibe: 
Bi^  eMt  Nature  ofiC  which  was  hie  ahield. 
And  Naton  caete  him  ofl^  who  is  her  shame ; 
And  I  siNiin  both.    Is  it  a  father's  throat 
Whidi  I  wiU  fAukt,  and  say,  I  ask  not  gold  ; 
iMk not  h^niy  yean;  nor  memories 
Oftitny^il  diildhood ;  nor  home-shelter'd  tove ; 
Tlm^  an  tfaeae  hast  thoa  torn  fiom  me,  and  more ; 
te  only  ny  lair  ftme;  only  one  hoard 
or  peace,  which  I  thought  hidden  from  thy  hate, 
Unisr  the  penary  heap'd  on  me  by  thee, 
(k I  wfll— God  can  understand  and  pardon: 
Wl^  riMXild  I  speak  widi  man  ? 


OBSINO. 


Be  calm,  dear  friend. 


OUCOMO. 

Wtll,I  win  calmly  teU  you  what  he  did. 

llii  old  Fianceaoo  Cend,  as  you  know, 

Bonow'd  die  dowry  of  my  wife  from  me. 

And  than  denied  the  loan ;  and  left  me  so 

hfowKtf,  the  which  I  sought  to  mend 

%hridi^  a  poor  office  in  the  state. 

Hbd  been  pioaused  to  me,  and  ahneady 

I  bought  new  dodiing  for  my  ragged  babes, 

Aai  my  wile  smiled;  and  my  heart  knew  repoae; 

^Hien  Cenci's  intereeanon,  as  I  found. 

Conferred  this  office  on  a  wretch,  whom  thus 

He  pdd  Sar  Yilest  serviee.    I  retnm*d 

With  diis  in  news,  and  we  sole  sad  together 

BohK^  our  despondency  with  tears 

Of  such  afibction  and  unbroken  faith 

As  temper  life's  wont  bitterness ;  when  he 

As  he  is  wont,  came  to  upbraid  and  corse, 

Mocking  our  poverty,  and  telling  us 

Such  was  God's  scourge  for  disobedient  sons. 

And  then,  that  I  might  strike  him  dumb  with  shame, 

I  spoke  of- my  wife's  dowry ;  but  he  coin'd 

A  brief  yet  specious  tale,  how  I  had  wasted 

The  aum  in  secret  riot ;  and  he  saw 

My  wile  was  touch'd,  and  he  went  smiling  fbrth. 

And  when  I  knew  the  impression  he  had  made. 

And  felt  my  wife  insult  with  silent  scorn 

Mf  ardent  truth,  and  look  averse  and  cold, 

I  went  ftrth  too :  but  soon  retum'd  again ; 

Tet  noC  ao  soon  but  that  my  wife  had  taught 

My  duUren  her  harsh  thoughts,  and  they  all  cried, 

'*Give  us  clothes,  fiither!  Give  us  better  food ! 

What  you  m  one  night  squander  were  enough 

For  months !"  I  kwk'd,  and  saw  that  home  was  heU. 

And  to  that  hell  wiU  I  return  no  more 

Until  mine  enemy  has  render'd  up 

Atonement,  or,  as  he  gave  life  to  me, 

I  will,  fevernng  nature's  law— 

0R8IN0. 

Trust  me. 
The  oompensatioQ  which  thou  seekest  here 
Wm  be  denied. 

aiACOMO. 

Hken— Are  you  not  my  fiiend  t 
IXd  yon  not  hint  at  the  alternative. 
Upon  Am  brink  of  whidi  you  see  I  ftand* 


The  other  day  when  we  conversed  together  f 
My  wrongs  were  then  less.    That  word  parricide. 
Although  I  am  resolved,  haunts  me  like  fear. 

ORSINO. 

It  must  be  fear  itself;  for  the  bare  word 
Is  hollow  mockery.    Mark,  how  wisest  God 
Draws  to  one  point  the  threads  of  a  just  doom. 
So  sanctifying  it :  what  you  devise 
Is,  as  it  were,  acoomplish'd. 

GIACOMO. 

Is  he  dead  ? 

oaauia    ^ 
His  grave  is  ready.    Know  that^sinoe  we  met 
Cend  has  done  an  outrage  to  his  daughter. 

GIACOMO. 

What  outrage? 

oisnco. 
That  she  speaks  not,  but  you  may 
Conceive  such  half  conjectures  as  I  do. 
From  her  fiz'd  paleness,  and  the  lofty  giief 
Of  her  stem  brow  bent  on  the  idle  air, 
And  her  severe  unmodulated  voice. 
Drowning  both  tenderness  and  dread ;  and  last 
From  this ;  that  whilst  her  stepmother  and  I, 
Bewilder'd  in  our  horror,  talk'd  together 
With  obscure  hints ;  both  seU^misonderstood 
And  darkly  guessing,  stumbling,  in  our  talk. 
Over  the  truth,  and  yet  to  its  revenge. 
She  interrupted  us,  and  with  a  look 
Which  told  before  she  spoke  it,  he  must  die. 


GIACOMO. 

It  is  enough.    My  doubts  are  well  appeased ; 

There  is  a  higher  reason  for  the  act 

Than  mine ;  there  is  a  holier  judge  than  me, 

A  more  unblamed  avenger.    Beatrice, 

Who  in  the  gentleness  of  thy  sweet  youth 

Hast  never  trodden  on  a  worm,  or  bruised 

A  living  flower,  but  thou  hast  pitied  it 

With  needless  tean !  Fair  sister,  thou  in  vvhom 

Men  wonder'd  how  such  loveliness  and  wisdom 

Did  not  destroy  each  other !  Is  there  made 

Ravage  of  thee  7  O  heart,  I  ask  no  more 

Justification !  Shall  I  wait,  Orsino, 

Till  he  return,  and  stab  him  at  the  doorf 

ORSINO. 

Not  so ;  some  accident  might  interpose 
To  rescue  him  from  what  is  now  most  sure ; 
And  you  are  unprovided  where  to  fly. 
How  to  excuse  or  to  oonceaL    Nay,  listen : 
All  is  contrived ;  success  is  so  assured 
Thatp— 

Enter  Beatrici. 

BEATRICE. 

Tis  my  brother's  voice !  Ye  know  me  not  f 

GIACOMO. 

My  sister,  my  lost  sister ! 

BEATRICE. 

Lost  indeed! 
I  see  Orsino  has  talk'd  with  you,  and 
Ihat  you  conjecture  things  too  horrible 
To  speak,  yet  &r  less  than  the  truth.   Now,  slay  no 
He  might  return:  yet  kiss  me;  I  shaU  know 

iThat  then  diou  hast  consented  to  his  death. 
Fawwett,  ftaawaVVt  Ulv»Vl^<3o4. 
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I  k:»»  a.-:— M.I  1  ::-:>  i:  u-f^t  ae  fjul 
At  aiMt  i(B>n«  i^'ct*.  uJ  Imtm  hcc 


yk.Z  tiwr  Oiacr.  »h»pf  fTirr  oiiwr  oo* 
Burner  aJnuao.' 


Pfi.-*. 


Cnci  will  tkkc  m  to  ihi[  Imily  nek. 
PmicIIl  In  Ihr  Apulian  Aprnnioa. 
ir  be  imre  lh(»-~ 


Will  h  be  dvfc  beioK  jva  mcb  (bt  tnnrr 

Tbe  nm  icill  kuc*  be  eet 

Ballmncabv 
Tm  BkilM  on  ihii  ndf  of  tit  fen,  ibe  la^ 

And  Kindt  with  iboR  lunn  down  ibe  peeifn 
And  in  ID  itjAh  then  u  ■  mighif  nek. 

SuHiiti'd  iiwir  with  terror  and  uiih  vH 


» I  iprak.  I  mr 

W-:.-b  hitr  Mt::  ;>. .T.f  L-'ci  > hilihood.  bu  wfaidi 
W«dd  be  •  aactan  to  a^  bibr  ;1h- 


Aad  kiM  I  ka  mmttW.  ^  dbr  4v 

Aijbi  gtirtw*— Mt  iinamr'd 

Tto  Gad.  mJ  I  ban  kftV  <n*  qi  on  bMil. 
A^  tatv  twanVi  a^  iBMigli  I  wdL 
Aid  k>T*  w  lMi(«  Jt«M^»i  cbn  ■  ntbl- 
An  *H  ar  fenl  CteMB  f  Fiba  V  in»  I 


nilb  th 


igB.  *erno  ilowlj  minof  dovl 
u  1  HTeirhed  mut.  hour  tlln  hour, 
Clinp  to  the  nua  uf  hfc  •  yet  clinginf,  hm: 
And  Innmii.  mikei  marc  dark  ihe  drnd  ibp 
Id  nliich  il  fun  id  fiiLI  -  brnnit  thii  ai| 
Hop  u  dn;Bir.  ti  if  in  writuie« 
Tbfl  BaluKbolj  mouniain  j-auiw— Mm 


hi^h  Bbore  Ike»|ieK  1 


to  ihc  iLuider'd ;  Tue  1o  Ibe : 
■tun  oB;  whicb  wbh  bu  iliield, 
iflla  huD  oiT,  \i'ho  itt  ber  ihune ; 
Dlh.     Ii  i[  a  fBlhci'i  [hmal 
baVc.  Olid  my.  I  atk  noL  gold  ; 

ildhooil:  nor  humc-shelrer'd  luv-ej 
me  hail  ihou  lom  from  me.  uid  more 

±  1  thaughi  hidden  rroiu  ihy  hate, 
ury  beap'd  an  me  hy  thee, 
I  COD  undentoad  iukI  pordun : 


Be  calm,  dear  rriend. 

Imly  lell  fou  what  he  did. 
»co  Ccnci,  u  you  know. 
owry  of  my  wife  from  me. 
id  the  loan;  audleflmesu 
which  I  Kiaflit  10  raend 
HOT  Dflka  ID  the  uafe. 
wntMd  ID  UN,  and  already 
clMhing  far  ray  tagged  tabei, 
■nilad ;  and  ray  hssn  knew  repoae ; 


I  •Boinf*  &r  dilaticdieni  loni. 
I  nUghl  Mbkii  huadoiDbwiihil 
«lli  1  iuwry ;  hm  he  •ihuW 


The  ulher  day  when  w«  canvecaed  fa^Mberr 
My  wroogi  wore  then  lea.    Thai  word  panicida, 
Although  1  om  rewlved,  hanoB  me  [Dm  tear. 

Il  miul  be  rear  itwlf,  fer  Ihe  Inre  word 
Ii  hollow  nwckery.    Mark,  how  wiieM  God 
Drawl  10  ons  poiat  Ihe  threadi  of  a  juM  doom, 
So  lanctiiyiag  it :  nhal  yoo  deviae 
le,  u  il  wen,  acconipUidi'd. 


Thot  ths  ipeaki  not,  biu  you  ^y 
nceivB  luch  half  nmjeciurei  ai  I  do, 
HD  her  fii'd  pateneas,  and  Ihe  ]otty  grief 
her  ilam  brow  beni  on  the  idla  air, 
id  herwvero  unmodjlaled  voice. 
:>wning  both  [endemea  and  dread  ;  umI  laat 
ini  ihii ;  Ihat  whilil  Iwi  Mepnuiher  and  1. 
wilder'd  in  our  horror,  talk'd  together 
"■ -'""— lehino;  boibaelCmi 


Il  il  enough.    My  dooba  are  well  appeued ; 
""        ii  a  higher  rcnion  Ibr  Ihe  act 
ThaOTiune;  there  la  a  holier  judge  than  me, 

man  unbhrnied  uveufer,    Beairice. 
Who  la  the  genilenen  of  (by  eweei  youth 
"tit  never  itodiien  on  0  worm,  or  bruiaed 

living  dower,  but  ihoi  haft  |Btied  il 
With  noedlen  tears !  Fnir  *iMer,  tboti  in  irbom 
rander'd  how  gucli  lovalinea  and  wiajon 
<t  daatroy  eirb  other !  b  there  made 
Ratage  of  thee  T  O  heart,  I  wh  n 


.  ,  ihingi  too  he 

ik,  yet  far  l»  Ihtn  the  tnnh.    Wom.MfvOI, 
1;  yei  kiaowj  I  ibaD  know 
then  IhoQ  hau  conMtMA  V^Yia  4«Mb.. 
'ell,  bnwel\t  Lc\  fiat}  M  Ca&, 
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BrotfMilsr  ^9,  justice  and  clemency. 
And  all  things  that  make  tender  liardest  haarti. 
Make  thine  haxd,  brother.    Answer  not — farewell. 

[Exeunt  aeveraUy. 


SCENE  11. 

A  mean  apartment  in  Giacomo's  houae, 

GiAOOMO,  ahne. 

GiAOoaio. 
Tit  midnight,  and  Onino  comes  not  yet 

[Thunder,  and  the  $ound  of  a  ttorm. 
What!  can  the  everlasting  elements 
Feel  with  a  worm  like  man  f   If  so,  the  shaft 
Of  mercy-winged  lightning  would  not  fall 
On  stones  and  trees.     My  wife  and  children  sleep : 
They  are  now  living  in  unmeaning  dreams : 
Bat  I  most  wake,  still  doubting  if  that  deed 
Be  just  which  was  most  necessary.    O, 
Thou  unreplenish'd  lamp !  whoso  narrow  fire 
Is  shaken  by  the  wind,  and  on  whose  edge 
Devouring  darkness  hovers !   Thou  small  flame. 
Which,  as  a  dying  pulse  rises  and  falls. 
Still  flickcrest  up  and  down,  how  very  soon. 
Did  I  not  feed  thee,  wouldst  thou  fail  and  be 
As  thou  hadst  never  been !   So  wastes  and  sinks 
Even  now.  perhaps,  the  life  that  kindled  mine : 
But  that  no  power  can  fill  with  vital  oil 
That  broken  lamp  of  flesh.    Ha !  'tis  the  blood 
Which  fed  diese  veins  that  ebbs  till  all  is  cold : 
It  is  the  form  that  moulded  mine  that  sinks 
Into  the  white  and  yellow  spaaras  of  death : 
It  is  the  soul  by  wluch  mine  was  array 'd 
In  God's  immortal  likeness  which  now  stands 
Naked  before  Heaven's  judgracnt.«eat ! 

[A  bell  strikes. 
One!  Two! 
The  hours  crawl  on ;  and  when  ray  hairs  are  white 
My  son  will  then  perhaps  be  waiting  thus. 
Tortured  between  just  hate  and  vain  reraorso ; 
Chiding  the  tardy  me«»cn}jer  of  news 
Like  tlioee  which  I  expect.     I  nhuost  wisli 
He  bo  not  dead,  although  my  wrongs  arc  great ; 
Yet — 'tis  Orsino's  step — 

Kntcr  Orsino. 

Speak! 

ORSINO. 

I  am  come 
To  say  he  has  escaped. 

GIACOMO. 

K8ca|>o<l ! 

O  RSI  NO. 

Aiid  safe 
Within  Petrella.     He  pass'd  by  the  fi|)ot 
Appointed  fur  the  deed  an  hour  too  souii. 

GIACOMO. 

Are  we  the  fools  of  Ruch  continprncios  ? 

And  do  we  waste  in  blind  misgivini^  thus 

The  bourn  when  we  should  act  ?   Then  wind  and 

thunder, 
Which  seem'd  to  howl  his  knell,  \a  the  loud  laughter 
With  which  Heaven  mocks  our  weakness !  I  hence> 

forth 
Will  no'er  repent  of  aught  designed  or  done 
But  my  repentance. 


ORSINO. 

See,  the  lamp  is  oat. 

GIACOMO. 

If  no  remorse  is  oura  when  the  dim  air 
Has  drunk  this  innocent  flame,  why  shook!  weqvBJ 
When  Cenci's  life,  that  light  by  which  ill  spirili 
See  the  wont  deeds  they  prompt,  shall  mnk  Arerer! 
No,  I  am  haiden'd. 

omsiNO. 

Why,  what  need  of  diisf 
Who  fear'd  the  pale  intrusion  of  remorse 
In  a  just  deed  f  Althou^  our  first  plan  fitil'd« 
Doubt  not  but  he  will  soon  be  laid  to  rest 
But  light  the  lamp ;  let  us  not  talk  i'  the  dark. 

OIACOMO  (lighting  the  2enRp). 
And  yet  once  quench'd  I  cannot  thus  iclome 
My  father's  life :  do  you  not  think  his 
Might  plead  that  argument  with  God  ? 

0R8IN0. 

Onceggoe, 
You  cannot  now  recall  your  sister's  peace ; 
Your  own  extinguish'd  years  of  youth  and  hope; 
Nor  your  wife's  bitter  words ;  nor  all  the  raunti 
Which,  from  the  prosperous,  weak  miifiutune  tskei 
Nor  your  dead  mother ;  nor — 

GUCOMO. 

O,  speak  no  mora! 
I  am  resolved,  although  this  very  hand 
Must  quench  the  life  that  animated  it 

ORSINa 

There  is  no  need  of  that     listen .-  you  know 

Olimpio,  the  castellan  of  Petrella 

In  old  Colonna's  time  ;  him  whom  your  fiiflitf 

Degraded  from  his  post  ?   And  Marxio, 

That  desperate  WTetch,  whom  he  deprived  kM  jftf 

Of  a  reward  of  blood,  well  eam'd  and  due  f 

GIACOMO. 

I  knew  Olimpio ;  and  ihcy  say  he  hated 
Old  Cciici  so,  thai  in  his  silent  rage 
His  lijis  prow  while  only  lo  see  him  pat«. 
Of  Marzio  I  know  nothing. 

ORSINO. 

Morzio's  hate 
Matches  Olimpio's,     I  have  acnt  thew  moiu 
But  in  your  name,  and  as  at  your  request, 
To  talk  with  lk»atrice  and  Liicreiio. 

GIACOMO. 

Onlylotslkf 

ORSINO. 

The  moiuentf!,  which  even  now 
Pa.ss  onward  to  to-morrow's  midnight  hour, 
May  memorize  their  flight  witli  death  :  ere  then 
They  must  have  lalk'd,  and  may  perhajjs  have  dot* 
And  made  an  end. 

GIACOMO. 

Listen!  nliat  sound  is  thatf 

ORSINO. 

The  hous(Mlog  moans,  and  the  Iteams  crack :  nang^ 
else. 

GIACOMO. 

It  is  my  wife  complaining  in  her  sleep  : 

I  doubt  not  she  is  saying  bitter  things 

Of  me ;  and  all  my  children  round  her  dreaming 

That  I  deny  them  sustenance. 

ORSINO. 

VIVa*l\ve 
YAio  VruX^  XnoV.  W  ttoxn  ^^^tcl,  %.tA  N<\>a  i^ 
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reft  with  faitleineas,  now  sleeps 
plewnires,  and  triumphantly 
Tinoniof  snooeaiful  hate 
nth  of  day. 

OIACOMO. 

If  e*er  he  wakes 
oC  trust  to  hireling  hands. 

omsiNO. 
e  weU.   I  must  be  gone ;  good  night ! 
I  meet — 

OIACOMO. 

May  all  be  done — ^and  all 
I,  that  I  had  never  been ! 

[Exeunt 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I. 
•famf  fit  the  Catde  of  PetreUa, 

EnierCESCL 

curci. 
;  yet  I  left  her  even  now 
1  faint.    She  knows  the  penalty 

yet  what  if  threats  are  vain  ? 

within  PetreUa's  moat  ? 
he  ejrea  and  ears  of  Rome  ? 
ag  her  by  the  golden  hair  ? 
I   K&ep  her  deepless  till  her  brain 

Tune  her  with  chains  and  famine  f 
flioe.    Tet  so  to  leave  undone 
Bek !  No,  't  is  her  stubborn  will, 
»wn  consent  shall  stoop  as  low 

drags  it  down. 

Enter  Lucretia. 

Thou  lothed  wretch ! 
1  my  abbonrence !  Fly,  begone ! 
Beatrice  come  hither. 


LUCKETIA. 


Oh. 


«y,  for  thine  own  wretched  sake, 
lu  dost     A  man  who  walks  like  diee 
s,  and  through  the  danger  of  his  crimes, 
f  stumble  o'er  a  sudden  grave. 
»ld ;  thy  hairs  are  hoary  gray : 
St  save  thyself  from  death  and  heU, 
iter ;  give  her  to  some  friend 
o  that  she  may  tempt  thee  not 
ivorse  thoughts,  if  worae  there  be. 

CE.NCI. 

r  sister,  wlio  lias  found  a  home 
ate  from  with  prosperity  ? 
lall  destroy  Iwth  her  and  thee, 
*t  remain.     My  death  may  be 
tiny  outupecds  it.    Cio, 
tither.  and  before  my  mood 
•t  I  should  drag  her  by  the  hair. 

LUCaRTIA. 

thee,  husband.     At  thy  presence 
u  dost  know,  into  a  trance ; 
iice  she  heard  a  voice  which  nid, 
ie !   Let  him  confess  himself! 
•ooosio^  Angel  waitg  to  bear 
2P 


If  God,  to  punish  his  enomoiia  tamm, 
Harden  his  dying  heart!" 

OKNCI. 

Why— each  thing! 
No  doubt  divine  revealings  may  be  made. 
Tis  plain  I  have  been  favor'd  from  above. 
For  when  I  cursed  my  sons,  they  died^ — Ay- 
As  to  the  right  or  wrong,  that's  talk.  Repentance- 
Repentance  is  an  easy  momenfs  work. 
And  more  depends  on  God  than  me.   WeU — ^well — 
I  must  give  up  the  greater  point,  which  waa 
To  poison  and  corrupt  her*souL 

\A  foute ;  Lucextia  apprnacke*  anxumdy,  and 
then  thrinSu  hack  as  he  tpeake. 

One,  two; 
Ay — Rocoo  and  Cristofimo  my  curse 
Strangled :  and  Giacomo,  I  tlunk,  will  find 
Life  a  wone  Hell  than  that  beyond  the  gnve : 
Beatrice  shall,  if  there  be  skill  in  hate. 
Die  in  despair,  blaspheming :  to  Bernardo, 
He  is  so  innocent,  I  will  bequeath 
The  memory  of  tiieae  deeds,  and  make  his  yonth 
The  sepulchre  of  hope,  where  evil  thonghta 
Shall  grow  Uke  weeds  on  a  neglected  tomlx 
When  all  is  done,  oot  in  the  wide  Campagna, 
I  will  pile  up  my  silver  and  my  gold ; 
My  costly  robes,  paintings,  and  tapestries ; 
My  parchments  and  all  records  of  my  wealth. 
And  make  a  bonfire  in  my  joy,  and  Lsave 
Of  my  posscerions  nothing  but  my  name. 
Which  shall  be  an  inheritance  to  strip 
Its  wearer  bare  aa  infanoy.    That  done. 
My  soul,  which  is  a  scourge,  will  I  reaign 
Into  the  hands  of  him  who  wielded  it; 
Be  it  for  its  own  punishment  or  thein^ 
He  will  not  ask  it  of  me  till  the  lash 
Be  broken  in  its  last  and  deepest  wound ; 
Until  its  hate  be  all  inflicted.    Yet, 
Lest  death  outspeed  my  purpoae,  let  me  make 
Short  work  and  sure.  [Offing, 

LUCUETiA  (step*  km). 

Oh,  stay!  Itwaaaieint: 
She  had  no  viaion,  and  she  heard  no  voice. 
I  said  it  but  to  awe  thee. 

CENCI. 

lliat  is  wen. 
Vile  palterer  with  the  sacred  truth  of  God, 
Be  thy  soul  choked  with  that  blaspheming  lie ! 
For  Beatrice  wone  terrace  are  in  store 
To  bend  her  to  my  will. 

LUCRETIA. 

Oh!  to  what  will  f 
What  cruel  sufferings  more  than  she  has  known 
Const  thou  inflict  ? 

CKNCI. 

Andrea !  go,  call  my  daughter ; 
And  if  she  comes  not,  toll  her  that  1  oome. 
What  sufllerings  f  I  will  drag  her,  step  by  step. 
Through  infiunies  unheard  of  among  men ; 
She  shall  stand  sheltcrioss  in  tho  broad  noon 
Of  public  scorn,  for  acts  blazon'd  abroad. 
One  among  which  shall  be— What?  Chnat  thou  guesa? 
She  shall  become  (for  what  sho  most  abhors 
Shall  have  a  fiMcination  to  entrap 
Her  lothing  wiU),  to  Ymt  o^m  coDBiaoiQa  n^V 
AU  aha  appeaia  to  oiCbfiim\  mi  ^\i«ev  ^«iiV^ 
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Ai  ike  iliall  die  muhrived  uid  anfbigiTeii, 
A  nbel  to  lier  frther  and  her  God, 
Her  oorpM  ihall  be  abandon'd  to  die  boandf ; 
Her  nenie  ■hell  be  the  terror  of  the  earth ; 
Her  spirit  ahall  api»oach  the  throne  of  God 
Plagae-epotted  with  my  cunee.    I  will  make 
Body  and  aoul  a  monatiom  lump  of  ruin. 

Enter  Andrea. 


AMDEXA. 


Hie  lady  Beatrice— 


fiUddiet 


CXNCL 

Speak,  pale  ilave!   What 


AlfDEXA. 

My  lord,  'twaf  what  the  look*d ;  ahe  nid : 
Go  tell  my  Aither  that  I  tee  the  gulf 
Of  Hell  between  us  two,  which  he  may  pass, 
I  will  not  [Exit  Andexa. 

CBNCI. 

Go  thou  quick,  Lncretia, 
Tell  her  to  come ;  yet  let  her  underitand 
Her  coming  is  consent :  and  say,  moreover, 
lliat  if  she  come  not  I  will  cuim  her. 

[Exit  Lccektia. 
Ha! 
With  what  but  with  a  father's  curse  doth  God 
Puuo4trike  arm'd  victory,  and  make  pale 
Cities  in  their  prosperity  f   The  world's  Father 
Must  giant  a  parent's  prayer  against  his  child. 
Be  he  who  asks  even  what  men  call  me. 
Will  not  the  deaths  of  her  rebellious  brothen 
Awe  her  before  I  speak  ?  For  I  on  them 
Did  imprecate  quick  ruin,  and  it  came. 

Enter  Lucrztia. 

Well ;  what  f  Speak,  wretch ! 

LUCEXTIA. 

She  said,  I  cannot  come ; 
Go  tell  my  father  that  I  see  a  torrent 
Of  his  own  blood  raging  between  us. 


CENCi  {kneeling). 


God! 


Hear  me !  If  this  most  speoioiia  moss  of  flesh, 
Which  thou  hast  made  my  daughter ;  this  my  blood, 
This  particle  of  my  divided  being ; 
Or  rather,  this  my  bane  and  my  disease, 
Whose  sight  infects  and  poisons  roe ;  this  devil 
Which  sprung  from  mo  as  from  a  hell,  u-as  meant 
To  aught  good  use ;  if  her  bright  loveliness 
Was  kindled  to  illumine  this  dark  \%-orld ; 
If,  nursed  by  thy  selectest  dew  of  love, 
Such  virtues  blossom  in  her  as  should  make 
The  peace  of  life.  I  pray  then  for  my  sake, 
As  thou  the  common  God  and  Father  art 
Of  her,  and  me.  and  all :  reverse  that  doom ! 
Earth,  in  the  name  of  God,  let  her  food  be 
Poison,  until  she  be  encruHted  round 
With  leprous  stains !   Heaven,  rain  upon  her  head 
The  blistering  drops  of  the  Maremma's  dew, 
Till  she  be  speckled  like  a  toad ;  porch  up 
Those  love-enkindling  lips,  ^"arp  those  flne  limbs 
To  lothed  lameness !  AlUbeholding  sun. 

Strike  in  thino  envy  those  life^arting  eyes 

fVith  thine  own  blinding  beams ! 


UJOEniA. 


For  thine  Ofwn  aake  unaay  thoae  dreadful  woida 
When  high  God  giants  he  pnniahea  auch  praysn 

cXNcn  (IscfpM^  vp.  Olid  flbroiDu^  Ait  r^gAl  AaatffOHrdli 

xiMwn). 
He  does  his  will,  I  mine !   Tliis  in  additkn. 
That  if  ahe  have  a  child— 

ZtUCEBTIA. 

HoniUe  Hmn^! 

CBKCL  I 

That  if  she  ever  have  a  child ;  and  tboo. 
Quick  Nature !  I  acfjure  thee  by  thy  God, 
That  thou  be  fruitful  in  her,  and  increase 
And  multiply,  fulfilling  his  command. 
And  my  deep  imprecation !  May  it  be 
A  hideous  likeness  of  herself,  that  as 
From  a  distorting  mirror,  she  may  see 
Her  image  mix'd  uith  what  she  most  abhon^ 
Smiling  upon  her  from  her  nuning  breast 
And  that  the  child  may  from  ita  infrncy 
Grow,  day  by  day,  more  wicked  and  defbrm'd, 
Turning  her  mother's  love  to  miseiy ; 
And  that  both  she  and  it  may  live  imtil 
It  shall  repay  her  care  and  pain  with  hate. 
Or  what  may  else  be  more  unnatural. 
So  he  may  hunt  her  through  the  damoioas  aooA 
Of  the  lotid  world  to  a  diahonor'd  grave. 
Shall  I  revoke  this  curse  ?  Go,  bid  her  come, 
Bef(»e  my  words  are  chronicled  in  hcaveiL 

[£n(LDCiiTU. 
I  do  not  feel  as  if  I  were  a  man. 
But  like  a  fiend  appointed  to  chaalise 
The  offences  of  some  luiremember'd  world. 
My  blood  is  running  up  and  down  my  vans ; 
A  fearful  pleasure  makes  it  prick  and  tingle ; 
I  feel  a  giddy  sicknoas  of  strange  awe ; 
My  heart  is  beating  with  an  expectatim 
Of  horrid  joy. 

Enter  Lucretia. 
What?  Speak! 

LUCRETIA. 

She  bids  thee  ctuse; 
And  if  thy  curses,  as  they  cannot  do. 
Could  kill  her  soul— 

CENCI. 

She  would  not  come.    Tit  well 
I  can  do  both :  first  take  what  I  demand. 
And  then  extort  concession.    To  thy  chamber! 
Fly  ere  I  spurn  thee .-  and  beware  this  night 
That  thou  cross  not  my  footsteps.     It  were  safer 
To  come  between  the  tiger  and  his  prey. 

[Exit  LocurU' 

It  must  be  lale ;  mine  eyes  grow  weary  dim 
With  imaccustom'd  heaviness  of  sleep. 
Conscience !  Oh !  thou  most  insolent  of  lies ! 
They  say  that  sleep,  that  healing  dew  of  heaven, 
Steeps  not  in  balm  the  foldings  of  the  brain 
Wliich  thinks  thee  an  impostor.     I  will  go 
First  to  belie  thee  with  an  hour  of  rest. 
Which  vnXi  be  deep  and  calm.  I  feel :  and  then— 
O,  multitudinous  Hell,  the  fiends  uill  shake 
Thine  arches  with  the  laughter  of  their  joy ! 
There  shall  be  lamentatioa  heard  in  Heaven 
^1  o'ei  an  axm|(\ iiS\«CL\  «xd  mtoq  Earth 


\ 


THE  CENCL 


m 


I  ibaU  droop  uid  ncken.  and  iU  thingi 

idi  a  spirit  of  uimatunl  life 

be  quicken'd— even  u  I  am  now.       [Emt 


SCENE  n. 
Brfon  the  CakU  of  Ptirdla. 
BAimicfi  ad  LuoRETiA  ab€ne  on  Ae  rcmparU. 

BIATKICI. 

me  not  yet 

UrOEXTIA. 

Til  scarce  midnight 

BIAIHICI. 

How  flow 
die  coom  of  thought  even  aick  with  apeed, 
den-fiioled  time! 

LDCEXTIA. 

The  minntea  pow 
onld  wake  before  the  deed  is  done  ? 

■BATUCE. 

ff!  He  mnat  never  wake  again, 
on  haft  aaid  peimadea  me  that  our  act 
t  dislodge  a  wpmX  of  deep  hell 
i  human  £>nn. 

LnCBXTIA. 

Tis  true  he  spoke 
&  and  judgmttit  widi  strange  confidence 
80  wicked ;  aa  a  man  believing 
]ret  reddng  not  of  good  or  ilL 
:  to  die  without  confesMonI 

BIATBICB. 

Oh! 
diat  Heaven  is  merdfnl  and  just 
1  not  add  our  dread  necessity 
tmount  of  his  ofiences. 

JSaCsr  Olimpio  and  Maszio,  hdcm. 

IXJORXTIA. 

See, 


BBATRICE. 

AH  mortal  things  must  hasten  thus 
dark  end.    Let  us  go  down. 
£is«iiil  LucEiTiA  and  Bratjuck  from  abate, 

OUMPIO. 

il  you  to  this  work  ? 

MAEZIO. 

As  one  who  thinks 
md  crowns  excellent  market  price 
Id  murderer's  life.    Tour  cheeks  are  pale. 

OLIMPIO. 

white  reflection  of  jcfor  own, 
mi  call  pale. 

MARZIO. 

Is  that  their  natural  hue  t 

OLIMPIO. 

ly  hate  and  the  deferr'd  desire 

k  it  which  extinguishes  their  blood. 

MARZIO. 

incUned  then  to  this  business  f 

OUMPIO. 

Ay. 
Kmld  bribe  me  with  a  thousand  crowns 
.  MTpeot  which  had  stung  my  child, 
Mbejaam  wUling. 


EHter  Bbateiob  and  Lucbstia,  Mow. 

Noble  ladies! 

BIATmiCB. 

Are  ye  resolved  ? 

OLomo. 
bheasleepw 

MAIZIO. 

ban 
Qniett 

LUCUTIA. 

I  miz'd  an  opiate  with  his  drink : 
He  sleeps  so  soundly — 

BBATMCI. 

That  his  deadi  wOl  be 
But  as  a  change  of  sin-chastising  dreams^ 
A  dark  continuance  of  the  Hell  within  him. 
Which  God  extinguish!  But  ye  are  rasolvedr 
Ye  know  it  is  a  high  and  holy  deed  f 

OLIMPIO. 

We  are  resolved. 

MAKZIO. 

As  to  the  how  this  act 
Be  warranted,  it  rests  with  you. 

BIATaiCI. 

Well,  ibUow ! 

OLIMPIO. 

Hush !  Haik!  What  noise  is  thatf 

'mabzio. 

Ha!  some  one  cones! 

BEATUCB. 

Te  ooosdence-stricken  cravens,  rock  to  rest 
Tour  bahy  hearts.    It  is  the  iron  gate, 
Which  ye  left  open,  swinging  to  die  wind, 
lliat  enters  whistling  as  in  scorn.   Come,  ftUow! 
And  be  your  steps  like  mine,  light,  quick,  and  btdd! 

lExemU. 


SCENE  UL 

An  ApartmaU  tn  As  Cosffe. 

Enier  BiAtBiCB  and  Ldobxtu. 

LUCBBTIA. 

Tliey  are  about  it  now. 

BBATEIOB. 

Nay,  it  is  done. 

LVOBBTIA. 

I  have  not  heard  him  groan. 

BBATBICB. 

He  will  not  groan. 

LUCEBTIA. 

What  sound  is  thatf 

BBATBldfe. 

list!  *tis  the  tread  of  leet 
About  his  bed.  . 

tUOBBTIA. 

My  God! 
If  he  be  now  a  cold  stiff  corpse — 

BBATAICB. 

O^ftarnoC 
What  may  be  done,  but  what  is  left  undone : 
The  aet  seals  aU. 

JEnfer  Olddio  and  Mkisui« 
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Toa  W9n  noc  bare  ooMpiringf  You  nid  Dodimg 

Of  how  I  might  be  dungeon'd  u  a  madnuin ; 

Or  be  condenm'd  to  death  for  ■ome  oflence. 

And  you  would  be  the  witneam  f— Thii  &iliiig» 

How  jutt  it  were  to  hire  liwanint,  or 

Pat  ludden  poiaon  in  my  evening*!  drink  f 

Or  another  me  when  overcome  by  winef 

Seeing  we  had  no  other  judge  but  God, 

And  he  had  lentenced  me,  and  there  were  none 

Bat  you  to  be  the  executionen 

Of  hii  decree  enregiater'd  in  Heaven  f 

Oh,  no!  You  laid  not  thia? 

LUCRKTIA. 

So  help  me  God, 
I  never  thought  the  things  you  charge  me  with ! 

CBNCI. 

If  you  dare  ipeak  that  wicked  lie  again, 
1 11  kill  you.    What !  it  wai  not  by  your  coonwl 
That  Beatrice  diiturb'd  the  feast  last  night  ? 
You  did  not  hope  to  stir  some  enemies 
Against  me,  and  escape,  and  laugh  to  scorn 
What  every  nerve  of  you  now  trembles  at  ? 
You  judged  that  men  were  bolder  than  they  are : 
Few  dare  to  stand  between  their  grave  and  me. 

LUCKETIA. 

Look  not  so  dreadfully!  By  my  salvation 
I  knew  not  aughl  that  Beatrice  design*d ; 
Nor  do  I  think  she  designed  any  thing 
Until  she  heard  you  talk  of  her  dead  brotheit. 

CDfCI. 

Blaspheming  liar!  You  are  damn'd  for  this! 

But  I  will  teke  you  where  you  may  penuade 

The  stones  you  tread  on  to  deliver  you  : 

For  men  shall  there  be  none  but  those  who  dare 

All  things — ^not  question  that  which  I  command. 

On  Wednesday  next  I  shall  net  out :  you  know 

That  savage  rock,  the  Castle  of  Petrella, 

Tis  safely  wall'd,  and  moated  round  aboat: 

Its  dungeons  under  gnnmd,  and  its  thick  towers 

Never  told  tales ;  though  they  have  heard  and  seen 

What  might  make  dumb  things  speak. — Why  do  )'ou 

linger? 
Make  speediest  preparation  for  the  journey ! 

[Exit  LUCRETIA. 

The  all-beholding  sun  yet  shines ;  I  hear 

A  busy  stir  of  men  about  the  streets ; 

I  see  die  bright  sky  through  the  window-panes : 

It  is  a  garish,  broad,  and  peering  day ; 

Loud,  light,  suspicious,  full  of  eyes  and  ears. 

And  every  little  comer,  nook  and  hole 

Is  penetrated  with  the  insolent  light 

Come,  darkness !  Yet,  what  is  the  day  to  me  ? 

And  wherefore  should  I  wish  for  night,  who  do 

A  deed  which  shall  confound  both  night  and  day  7 

Tis  she  shall  grope  through  a  bewildering  mist 

Of  horror :  if  there  be  a  sun  in  heaven. 

She  shall  not  dare  to  look  upon  its  beams ; 

Nor  feel  its  warmth.    Let  her  then  wish  for  night ; 

The  act  I  think  shall  soon  extinguish  all 

For  me :  I  bear  a  darker  deadlier  gloom 

Than  the  earth's  shade,  or  interlunar  air. 

Or  constellations  quonch'd  in  murkiest  cloud. 

Id  which  I  walk  secure  and  unbeheld 

Towaida  my  purpose. — Would  that  it  were  done ! 


SCENE  n. 

A  Chamherin  the  VaiietaL 

Enter  Camuajo  and  Giaoomo,  in  commraltim. 

CAMILLO. 

There  is  an  obsolete  and  doubtful  law, 
By  which  you  might  obtain  a  bare  proviaoD 
Of  ibod  and  clothing. 

GIACOXO. 

Nothing  more?  Alas! 
Bare  must  be  the  provision  which  strict  law 
Awards,  and  aged  sidlen  avarice  pays. 
Why  did  my  &ther  not  apprentice  me 
To  some  mechanic  trade  f  I  should  bava  dicii 
Been  train*d  in  no  high-bom  neceasitieB 
Which  I  could  meet  not  by  my  daily  toil 
The  eldest  son  of  a  rich  nobleman 
Is  heir  to  all  his  incapacities ; 
He  has  wide  wants,  and  narrow  powen.   If  jot. 
Cardinal  Camillo,  were  reduced  at  once 
From  thrioe^riven  beds  of  down,  and  delicato  lio 
An  hundred  servants,  and  six  palaces. 
To  that  which  nature  doth  indeed  rsqoire  ? 

CAMILLO. 

Nay,  there  is  reason  in  your  plea;  *twere  haid. 

GUOOMO. 

Tis  hard  for  a  firm  man  to  bear :  but  I 
Have  a  dear  wife,  a  lady  of  high  biith. 
Whose  dowry  in  ill  hour  I  lent  my  fitther, 
Without  a  bond  or  wimess  to  the  deed  ; 
And  children,  who  inherit  her  fine  senses. 
The  ftirest  creatures  in  this  breathing  wofU ; 
And  she  and  they  reproach  me  not.    Cardiaali 
Do  you  not  think  the  Pope  would  interpose 
And  stretch  authority  beyond  the  law  f 

CAMILLO. 

Though  your  peculiar  case  is  hard,  I  know 
The  Pope  will  not  divert  the  course  of  law. 
Ailer  that  impious  feast  the  other  night 
I  spoke  with  him,  and  urged  him  then  to  check 
Your  father's  cruel  hand ;  he  frown *d,  and  said 
"  Children  are  disobedient,  and  they  sting 
Their  fathers*  hearts  to  madness  and  despair, 
Requiting  years  of  care  with  contumely. 
I  pity  the  Count  Cenci  from  ray  heart ; 
His  outraged  love  perhaps  awakcn'd  hate, 
.\nd  thus  he  is  exasperated  to  ill. 
In  the  great  war  between  the  old  and  young, 
1,  who  have  white  hnire  and  a  tottering  body. 
Will  keep  at  least  blameless  neutraUty.** 

Enter  ORSixa 
You,  my  good  lord  Orsino,  heard  those  words. 


WhatTi-ords? 


ORSI.N'O. 


GIACOMO. 


Alas,  repeat  them  not  again  ! 
There  then  is  no  redress  for  me,  at  least 
None  but  that  which  I  may  achieve  m)'8elf^ 
Since  I  am  driven  to  the  brink. — But  say. 
My  innocent  sister  and  my  only  Iwother 
Are  dying  underneath  my  fiither's  eye, 
The  memorable  torturen  of  this  land. 


\,£xit.\QQ\eaxN\aK»Ci>i,  ^i^  Esiehn, 


"ia^ 


THE  CENCX 


SO 


Bled  oo  their  niMnett  tlave 

I  endure :  shall  they  have  no  protectkni  f 

CAMILLO. 

ly  would  petitkm  to  the  Pope, 
>w  he  could  refoae  it — ^yet 
of  mort  dangerous  example 
weaken  the  paternal  power, 
were,  the  ihiidow  of  his  own. 
now  excuse  me.    I  have  bustness 
ot  bear  delay.  [Exit  Camillo. 

OIACOMO. 

But  you,  Onino, 
letition ;  wherefore  not  present  it? 

omsiNO. 
lented  it,  and  back'd  it  with 
;  prayers,  and  uigent  interest : 
j|i*d  unanswer'd.    I  doubt  not 
e  strai^  and  execrable  deeds 
it — in  truth  they  might  well  baffle 
—have  tum*d  the  Pope's  displeasure 
ccuaers  from  the  criminal : 
I  guess  from  what  Camillo  said. 

OIAOOMO. 

that  palace-waUdng  devil  Gold 
)r*d  silence  to  his  Holiness : 
e  left,  as  scorpions  ring'd  with  fire. 
Id  we  do  but  strike  ourselves  to  death  ? 
>  is  our  murderous  peisecutor 
by  a  fiidier's  holy  name, 
I —  [Stops  abnqidjf. 

OMUfO. 

What!  Fear  not  to  speak  your  thou^^t 
but  holy  aa  the  deeds  they  cover : 
ho  has  fimwom  the  God  he  serves ; 
ho  makes  the  truth  weep  at  his  decree ; 
'ho  should  weave  counsel,  as  I  now, 
mantle  of  some  selfish  guile ; 
bo  is  all  a  tyrant  seems, 
irofimer  for  his  sacred  name. 

OIACOMO. 

t  what  I  think ;  the  unwilling  brain 

tn  what  it  would  not ;  and  we  trust 

ci  with  such  phantasies 

sue  dares  not  feshion  into  words, 

re  no  words,  their  horror  makes  them  dim 

id's  eye — My  heart  denies  itself 

rhat  you  demand. 

0R8IN0. 

But  a  friend's  bosom 
miost  cave  of  our  own  mind, 
sit  shut  from  the  wide  gaze  of  day, 
the  all<ommunicating  air. 
vhat  I  suspected. — 

OIACOMO. 

Spare  me  now ! 
e  lost  m  a  midnight  wood, 
not  ask  some  harmless  passenger 
icross  the  wilderness,  lest  he, 
o^ts  are,  should  bo    a  murderer. 
1  are  my  fiiend,  and  all  I  dare 
ty  sold  that  will  I  trust  with  thee. 
ly  heart  is  heavy,  and  would  take 


Lone  ooux»el  fiom  a  night  of  sleepless  oara 
Pardon  me,  that  I  say  fiirewell — &rewell ! 
I  would  that  to  my  own  suspected  self 
I  could  address  a  vrard  so  fiill  of  peace. 

0R8IN0. 

Farewell ! — ^Be  your  thoughts  better  or  more  bold. 

[Exit  GiACOMOw 
I  had  disposed  the  Caidinal  Camillo 
To  feed  his  hope  widi  cold  encouragement : 
It  fortunately  serves  my  close  designs 
That  'tis  a  trick  of  this  same  family 
To  analyze  their  own  and  other  minds. 
Such  self^anatomy  shall  teach  the  will 
Dangerous  secrets :  for  it  tempts  our  powers. 
Knowing  what  must  be  thought,  and  may  be  done. 
Into  the  depth  of  dariiest  purposes : 
So  Cenci  fell  into  the  pit ;  even  I, 
Since  Beatrice  unveil'd  me  to  myself. 
And  made  me  shrink  fiom  what  I  cannot  shun, 
Show  a  poor  figure  to  my  own  esteem. 
To  which  I  grow  half  reconciled.    I  '11  do 
As  little  mischief  aa  I  can;  that  thought 
Shall  fee  the  accuser  Conscience.       [Aft^  ^  poMte. 

Now  what  harm 
If  Cenci  should  be  murder'df— Tet,  if  muider'd, 
Wherefore  by  me?  And  what  if  I  could  take 
The  profit,  yet  omit  the  sin  and  peril 
In  such  an  action  f   Of  all  eaithly  thinga 
I  fear  a  man  whose  blows  outspeed  his  words ; 
And  such  is  Cenci :  and  while  Cend  lives. 
His  daughter's  dowry  were  a  secret  grave 
If  a  priest  wins  her. — (%,  fair  Beatrice ! 
Would  that  I  loved  thee  not,  or  loving  diee 
Could  but  despise  danger  and  gold,  and  all 
That  frowns  between  my  wish  and  its  eflbet, 
Or  smiles  bejrond  it !  There  is  no  escape-- 
Her  bright  form  kneels  beside  me  at  the  altar, 
And  follows  me  to  the  resort  of  men. 
And  fills  my  slumber  with  tumultuous  dreams. 
So  when  I  wake  my  blood  seems  liquid  fire ; 
And  if  I  strike  my  damp  and  dizzy  head. 
My  hot  pahn  scorches  it :  her  very  name. 
But  spoken  by  a  stranger,  makes  my  heart 
Sicken  and  pant;  and  thus  unprofitably 
I  clasp  the  phantom  of  unfelt  delights. 
Till  weak  imagination  half  possossos 
The  selfcreated  shadow.    Yet  much  longer 
Will  I  not  nurse  this  life  of  feverous  hours  .* 
From  the  unravell'd  hopes  of  Giacomo 
I  must  woik  out  my  own  dear  purposes. 
I  see,  as  fiom  a  tower,  the  end  of  all  : 
Her  fether  dead ;  her  brother  bound  to  me 
By  a  dark  secret,  surer  than  the  grave ; 
Her  mother  scared  and  unexpostulating. 
From  the  dread  manner  of  her  wish  achieved  .- 
And  she !— Once  more  take  courage,  my  fiunt  heart ; 
What  dares  a  fiiendless  maiden  match'd  with  thee? 
I  have  such  foresight  aa  aasures  success! 
Some  unbeheld  divinity  doth  ever. 
When  dread  events  are  near,  stir  up  men's  minds 
To  black  suggestions;  and  he  prospers  best. 
Not  who  beomnes  the  instrument  of  ill, 
Alt  who  can  flatter  the  dark  spirit,  that  makes 
Its  empire  and  its  prey  of  other  hearta 
TiU  it  become  his  slav^-^  I  will  da  [Exit 
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ACT  m. 

SCENE  I. 


An  Apartment  in  Ae  Cenex  Palaet. 

LuCEKTlA ;  to  her  enter  Deatrick. 

Beatrice  {She  entert  ttaggering,  and  tpeak»  wOdly), 
Reach  me  thmt  homlkercluef!— My  brain  u  hurt; 
My  eyes  are  full  of  blood ;  juit  wipe  Ihem  fiwr  me — 
I  aee  but  indiitincdy. — 

LOC&ETIA. 

My  sweet  child. 
You  have  no  wound ;  'tis  only  a  cold  dew 
That  starts  from  your  dear  brow— Alas !  alas ! 
What  has  befallen  f 

BEATRICE. 

IIow  comes  this  hair  undone  f 
III  wandering  strings  must  be  what  blind  me  so, 
And  yet  I  lied  it  fast— O,  horrible ! 
The  pavement  sinks  under  my  feet !  The  walla 
Spin  round!  I  see  a  woman  weeping  thero, 
And  standing  calm  and  motionless,  whilst  I 
SLtde  giddily  as  the  world  reels — My  God ! 
The  beautiful  blue  Heaven  is  flock'd  with  blood ! 
The  sunshine  on  the  floor  is  black !  The  air 
Is  changed  to  vapon  such  as  the  dead  breathe 
In  chamel-pits !  Pah !  I  am  choked !  There  creepa 
A  clinging,  black,  contaminating  mist 
About  me— 'tis  substantial,  heavy,  thick. 
I  cannot  pluck  it  from  me,  for  it  glues 
My  fingon  and  my  limbs  to  one  another, 
And  eats  into  my  sinews,  and  dissolves 
My  flesh  to  a  pollution,  poisoning 
The  subtle,  pure,  and  inmost  spirit  of  life ! 
My  God !  I  never  know  what  tho  mad  felt 
Before ;  for  I  am  mod  beyond  all  doubt ! 

[More  wildly 
No,  I  am  dead !  These  putrefying  limbs 
Shut  round  and  sepulchre  the  )Kinting  noul 
Which  would  burst  forth  into  the  waudenng  air ! 

[A  paute 
What  hideous  thought  was  tliat  I  had  even  now  t 
Tis  gone;  and  yet  it«  burthen  remains  here 
O'er  these  dull  eyea — u\yon  this  weary  heart ! 
O,  world!  O,  hfe!  O,  day!  O,  misery! 

LUCRETIA. 

What  ails  dice,  my  poor  child?    She  answers  not: 
Her  spirit  apprehends  the  ncnse  of  paiji. 
But  not  its  cause ;  suffering  has  dried  away 
The  souree  from  which  it  sprung. — 

BEATRICE  (Jranticly). 

Like  parricide — 
Misery  has  kill'd  its  father :  yet  its  father 
Never  Uke  mine — O,  God!  What  tiling  am  I? 

LUCRKTIA. 

My  dearest  child,  what  has  your  father  done  7 

BEATRICE  (doubtfully). 
Who  art  thou,  questioner  ?  I  have  no  father. 

[Aside. 
She  is  the  madhouse  nurse  who  tends  on  me: 
It  is  a  piteous  office. 

[To  LucRETiA,  in  a  dow,  subdued  voice. 
Do  you  know, 
/  thought  I  was  that  wretched  Beatrice 
MeD  apeak  of,  whom  her  father  aomctimes  \ia\e« 


From  hall  to  hall  by  the  entangled  hair; 

At  others,  pens  up  naked  in  damp  oeUa 

Where  scaly  reptiles  crawl,  and  ttarvea  her  thtie, 

Till  she  will  eat  strange  fleah.    This  wofol  Morf 

So  did  I  overact  in  my  sick  dreams. 

That  I  imagined — no,  it  cannot  be ! 

Horrible  things  have  been  in  this  wild  worid. 

Prodigious  mijcturcs,  and  confusions  struige 

Of  good  and  ill;  and  worse  have  been  cooceived 

Tliaii  over  there  wum  found  a  heart  to  do. 

But  never  fancy  imaged  such  a  deed 

As —  [Paujtfs.  middenly  rereOedin^  kermlf. 

Who  art  thou  ?  Swear  to  me,  ere  I  die 
With  fearful  expectation,  that  indeed 
Thou  art  not  what  thou  aeemeat — ^Molhar! 


LUCRETIA. 


Oh! 


My  sweet  child,  know  you — 


BEITUCX. 

Yet  speak  it  BM: 
For  then  if  this  be  truth,  that  other  too 
Must  be  a  truth,  a  firm  enduring  tradi. 
link'd  with  each  lasting  circuimtaiioe  of  life. 
Never  to  change,  never  to  pass  away. 
Why  so  it  is.    This  is  the  Cenci  lUace ; 
Thou  art  Lucretia;  I  am  Beatrice. 
I  have  talk'd  some  wild  words,  but  will  no  more. 
Mother,  come  near  mo :  from  this  point  of  time, 
I  am —  [Ilrr  voice  diet  awayfui^ 

LUCRRTTA. 

Alas!  What  has  befallen  thee,  child  I 
What  has  thy  father  done  I 

BEATRICE. 

What  have  I  done! 
Am  I  not  innocent  7  Is  it  my  crime 
Tliut  one  with  white  hair,  ami  imperious  bnm', 
Who  tortured  me  from  my  f!)rg(>tten  yeani, 
As  })arent8  only  dare,  Rhould  call  himself 
My  father,  yet  should  \yc ! — Oh,  what  am  I  ? 
What  name,  wliat  place,  what  memor>'  shall  be  nuoB- 
What  reTro(spi>ctM,  outliving  even  des{tair  t 

Ll'CRETIA. 

He  is  a  violent  tyrant,  surely,  child : 

We  know  that  death  alone  can  make  us  free ; 

His  death  or  uurs.    But  what  can  he  have  dune 

Of  deadlier  outrage  or  worse  injury  f 

Thou  art  unlike  tiiyholf ;  thine  eycH  shoot  forth 

A  wandering  and  Htmnge  »i>irit.    Speidt  to  me: 

Unlock  thude  |Killid  hands  whoue  fingers  twine 

With  one  another. 


BEATRICE- 

Tis  tho  resdess  life 
Tortured  within  them.    If  1  try  to  speak 
I  shall  go  mad.    Ay.  something  must  be  done; 
What,  yet  I  know  not — K>mething  which  shall  D** 
The  thing  that  I  have  suffer'd  but  a  shadow 
In  the  dread  lightning  which  avenges  it ; 
Brief,  rapid,  irreversible,  destroying 
The  consequence  of  what  it  cannot  cure. 
Some  such  thing  is  to  be  endured  or  done  : 
When  I  know  what.  I  shall  be  still  and  calm. 
And  never  any  thing  will  move  me  more.         ^. 
But  now ! — Oh  blood,  which  art  my  father's  hkS^^ 
Circling  through  these  contaminated  veins. 
If  thou,  pour'd  f(>rth  on  the  polluted  earth. 
,Cou\^  via&Yv  %,y;«.^  ^«  ciuae,  and  punishment 
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ufler    no,  that  cannot  be ! 
doobt  Hhme  were  a  God  above 
1  permiti  evil,  and  *>  die  .* 
agonf  Bhall  obscure  in  me. 

LUCaSTIA. 

id  have  been  some  bitter  wrong ; 
dare  not  guea.    Oh !  my  lost  child, 
Kood  impenetrable  grief 
p  fiom  my  fear. 

BEATRICE. 

I  hide  them  not 

I  wwds  which  you  would  have  me  speak  T 
sign,  no  image  in  my  mind 

li  haa  transformed  me.  I,  whose  thought 

It  shrouded  and  folded  up 

armless  horror.    Of  all  words, 

r  to  mortal  intercourse, 

dst  thou  hear  ?  For  there  is  none  to  tell 

if  another  ever  knew 

>  it,  she  died  as  I  will  die, 
m  I  must,  without  a  name. 

h  I  Our  law  and  our  religion  call  thee 
It  and  a  reward— Oh,  which 
rvedT 

LUCEETIA. 

The  peace  of  innocence ; 
season  you  be  called  to  heaven, 
u  may  have  mfier'd,  you  have  done 
eath  most  be  the  ponishment 
■  the  reward  of  trampling  down 
which  God  has  strew'd  upon  the  path 
•  to  immorlalily. 

BEATRICE. 

Ay,  death — 
iMDtof  crime.    I  pray  thee,  God. 
be  bewilder*d  while  1  judge. 
re  day  aAer  day,  and  keep 
,  the  unworthy  temple  of  thy  spirit, 
n  from  which  what  thou  abhorrest 
liee,  unavenged — ^it  shall  not  be ! 
—no,  that  might  be  no  escape, 
■ee  jrawns  like  a  Hell  between 
i  it  .-—Oh !  in  this  mortal  world 
vindication  and  no  law 
a4judge  and  execute  the  doom 
m^  which  I  suffer. 

Enter  Orsino. 

^i  him  toUmnly).  Welcome,  Friend ! 

II  you  that,  since  last  we  met, 
ired  a  wrong  so  groat  and  strange, 
r  life  nor  death  can  give  me  rest. 

what  it  is,  for  there  are  deeds 

>  no  ibrm,  sufierings  which  have  no  tongue. 

ORSINO. 

I  he  who  has  thus  injured  you  7 

BEATRICE. 

ley  call  my  father :  a  dread  name. 

0R8IN0. 
BEATRICE. 

What  it  can  be,  or  not, 
diink.    It  is,  and  it  has  been ; 
how  it  shall  not  be  again. 
I  dia ;  but  a  religious  awe 
m,  mod  dM  dread  lest  death 


Might  be  no  refuge  from  the  copsdouaness 
Of  what  is  ytt  unezpiated.    Oh,  speak ! 

oRniio. 
Accuse  him  of  the  dead,  and  let  the  bmr 
Avenge  thee. 

BEATMOB. 

Oh,  ioe-heerted  counsiiUor! 
If  I  oould  find  a  woid  that  might  make  faKmn 
The  crime  of  my  deatioyer;  and  that  done* 
My  tongue  shouM  like  a  knife  tear  oat  the 
Which  cankers  my  heart's  core ;  ay,  lay  all  bare. 
So  that  my  unpolluted  fame  should  be 
With  vilest  gossips  a  slale^Kmth'd  stoiy ; 
A  mock,  a  bywoid,  an  —timishment; — 
If  this  were  done,  which  never  shall  be  dooat 
Think  of  the  ofiender's  gold,  his  dreaded  haaa^ 
And  the  strange  horror  o£  the  accuser's  tsla^ 
Baffling  belief,  and  overpowering  speech ; 
Scarce  whisper'd,  unimaginable,  vimpt 
In  hideous  hints— Oh,  most  assured  redress! 

ORBUia 

You  will  endure  it  then  ? 

BEATRICE. 

Endure  V—OrsinD, 
It  seems  3^oiir  coonael  is  small  profit 

[T^irna  from  km,  ami  aptakM  kaitf  1o  kerm^. 

All  must  be  suddenly  resolved  and  done. 
What  is  this  undiatinguishable  miat 
Of  thoughts,  which  rise,  like  shadow  afbr  shadow. 
Darkening  each  other  I 

OBflllfO. 

Should  the  oflbnder  live  ? 
Triumph  in  his  misdeed  ?  and  make,  by  use, 
His  crime,  whatever  it  is,  dreadfid  no  ^mbt. 
Thine  element ;  until  thou  mayest  become 
Utterly  lost ;  subdued  even  to  the  hue 
Of  that  which  thou  permittest  ? 

BEATRICE  (to  heradf). 

Mighty  Death! 
Thou  double-visaged  shadow!  Only  judge! 
Rightfullest  arbiter ! 

[She  retire*  ahwrhed  ra  AemgkL 

LUCRETIA. 

If  the  lightning 
Of  God  has  e'er  descended  to  avenge — 

0R8IN0. 

Blaspheme  not!  His  high  Providence  conmiits 
Its  glory  on  this  earth,  and  their  own  wrongs 
Into  the  hands  of  men ;  if  they  neglect 
To  punish  crime— 

LUCRETU. 

But  if  one,  like  this  wretch. 
Should  nK>ck  with  gold,  opinion,  law,  and  power? 
If  there  be  no  appMl  to  that  which  makes 
The  guiltiest  tremble  ?  If  because  our  wrongs. 
For  £at  they  are  unnatural,  strange  and  monstrous, 
Exceed  all  measure  of  belief?  Oh,  God! 
If,  for  the  very  reasons  which  should  make 
Redress  most  swift  uid  sure,  our  injurer  Iriumpte  f 
And  we  the  victims,  bear  worse  punishment 
Than  that  appointed  for  their  torturer  ? 

ORSINO. 

Think  not 
But  that  there  ia  redress  where  there  ia  wrong, 
So  we  be  boild  enougYk  U>  maia  Vl 


62 


SHELLEY'S  POETICAL  WORKa 


LUCKKTIA. 

How? 
If  there  were  any  way  to  make  all  aure, 
I  know  not — but  I  think  it  might  be  good 
To— 

ORSINO. 

Why,  hia  late  outrage  to  Beatrice ; 
For  it  ia  luch,  aa  I  but  iaintly  gueH, 
As  roakea  remorse  diahcMior,  and  leaves  her 
Only  one  duty,  how  she  may  avenge : 
You,  but  one  refuge  ihim  ills  ill  endured ; 
Me,  but  one  counsel — 

LUOUCTIA. 

For  we  camioc  hope 
lluit  aid,  or  fstribution,  or  resource 
Will  arin  thence,  where  every  other  one 
Might  find  them  with  less  need. 

(B&LTEici  odDOfioes.) 


OEilNO. 


Then — 


BEATRICB. 

Peace.  Orsino! 
And,  honor'd  lady,  while  I  speak,  I  pray 
That  you  put  off,  as  garments  overworn. 
Forbearance  and  respect,  remorse  and  ftar, 
And  all  the  fit  restraints  of  daily  life. 
Which  have  been  borne  from  childhood,  but  which 

now 
Would  be  a  mockery  to  my  holier  plea. 
As  I  have  said,  I  have  endured  a  wrong, 
Which,  though  it  be  eipressionless,  is  such 
As  asks  atonement ;  boUi  for  what  is  past, 
And  lest  1  be  reserved,  day  afler  day. 
To  load  with  crimes  an  overburthen'd  soul, 
And  be — what  ye  can  dream  not    I  have  pray'd 
To  God,  and  I  have  talk'd  with  my  own  heart. 
And  have  unravell'd  my  entangled  will. 
And  have  at  length  determined  what  is  right 
Art  thou  my  friend,  Ornno  ?  False  or  true  ? 
Pledge  thy  salvation  ere  I  speak. 


ORSINO. 

I  swear 
To  dedicate  my  cunning,  and  my  strength. 
My  silence,  and  whatever  else  a  mine, 
To  thy  commands. 

LUCRETIA. 

You  think  we  should  devise 
His  death? 

BEATRICE. 

And  execute  what  is  devised, 
And  suddenly.     We  must  be  brief  and  bold. 

ORSINO. 

And  yet  most  cautious. 

LUCRETIA. 

For  the  jealous  laws 
Would  punish  us  with  death  and  infamy 
For  that  which  it  became  themselves  to  do. 

BEATRICE. 

Be  cautious  as  ye  may,  but  prompt    Orsino, 
What  are  the  means  ? 

OR.<;iNO. 

I  know  two  dull,  fierce  outlaws. 
Who  think  man's  spirit  as  a  worm's,  and  they 
Would  trample  out,  for  any  shght  caprice, 
The  meanest  or  the  iK>b1c8t  life.    This  mood 

A  marketable  here  in  Rome.    They  sell 

9Vhat  we  now  want 


LOCKBTIA. 

To4Donow  boforo  dawn, 
Cenci  will  take  as  to  that  kmely  rock, 
Petrella,  in  the  Apulian  Apeonines. 
If  he  arrive  there — 

BKATEICB. 

He  must  not  arrifv. 

0B8IIC0. 

Will  it  be  dark  before  you  reach  <he  ftniwf 

UlCBmA. 

The  mn  will  acmrce  be  aet 

■XATmiCX 

But  I  raiDBBiher 
Two  miles  on  this  side  of  the  fort,  die  sbmI 
Crosses  a  deep  ravine ;  His  rough,  and  mioir, 
And  winds  with  short  turns  down  dia  pradpies; 
And  in  its  depth  there  is  a  mi^ty  ro^ 
Which  has.  fh>m  unimaginable  yeaxa, 
Sustain'd  itself  with  terror  and  with  fofl 
Over  a  gulf)  and  with  the  agony 
With  which  it  dings,  seems  slowly  coam^  down; 
Even  as  a  wretched  soul,  hour  after  hour. 
Clings  to  the  mass  of  life ;  yet  clinging,  Jean; 
And  leaning,  makes  more  dark  the  dread  abya 
In  which  it  fears  to  fall :  beneath  this  crag 
Huge  as  despair,  as  if  in  weariness, 
The  melancholy  mountain  yawns    bekwr, 
You  hear  but  see  not  an  impetuoua  totrsnt 
Raging  among  the  caverns,  and  a  bridge 
Crosses  the  chasm;  and  high  above  there  gRW, 
With  intersecting  trunks,  from  crag  to  cra^ 
Cedars,  and  yews,  and  pines ;  whwe  tang^  kv 
Is  matted  in  one  sohd  roof  of  shade 
By  the  dark  ivy*s  twine.     At  noonday  hers 
Tis  twilight,  uid  at  sunset  blackest  night 

0RSI.N0. 

Bcforo  you  reach  that  bridge,  make  some  eicoM 
For  spurring  on  your  mules,  or  Imtering 
UnUl— 

BEATRICE. 

What  sound  is  that  ? 

L!:CRETIA. 

Hark !  No,  it  cannot  be  a  servant's  step : 

It  must  be  Cenci,  unexpectedly 

Retum'd — Make  some  excuse  for  being  hers. 

BEATRICE  {to  Orsino,  OS  fhe  goes  ctufy 
That  stop  we  hear  approach  must  never  paa 
The  bridge  of  which  wc  spoke. 

[Exeunt  Lucretia  tmd  BlAit>^ 

0R8IN0. 

\Vhat  shall  I  dot 
Cenci  must  find  me  here,  and  I  must  bear 
The  imperious  inquisition  of  his  looks 
As  to  what  brought  me  hither :  let  me  mask 
Mine  own  in  some  inane  and  vacant  smile. 

Enter  Giacomo.  in  a  hurried  manner. 

How !  Have  you  ventured  tliither  f  kiww  yoa  ^ 
That  Cenci  is  from  home  ? 

GIACOMO. 

I  sought  him  here ; 
And  now  must  wait  till  he  returns. 


OBUNO. 

Great  Godf 

\y?«v^\i  ysQi  >3ci«  dsxvicst  of  this  rashness  f 
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OlACOHO. 

Ay! 
know  his  danger  7    We 
m  once,  parent  and  child, 
the  opprenor  to  the  opprea'd ; 
be  slander'd ;  foe  to  foe : 
e  oB^  which  was  his  shield, 
him  off,  who  is  her  shame ; 

Is  it  a  father's  throat 
£,  and  say,  I  ask  not  gold  ; 
Mrs ;  nor  memories 
ood ;  nor  home^helter'd  love ; 
bast  thoa  torn  from  me,  and  more ; 
ame ;  only  one  hoard 
[  thought  hidden  from  thy  hate, 
heap'd  on  me  by  thee, 
lo  understand  and  pardon : 
ak  with  man  f 


0B8XN0. 


Be  calm,  dear  friend. 


OUCOMO. 

ly  teU  you  what  he  did. 
X)  Cenci,  as  you  know, 
rry  of  wy  wife  from  me, 
the  loan ;  and  left  me  so 
rhich  I  soii|^  to  mend 
r  office  in  the  state, 
liaed  to  me,  and  already 
ithing  for  my  ragged  babes, 
iled ;  and  my  heart  knew  repose ; 
lereassioii,  as  I  found, 
ice  OD  a  wivtch,  whom  thus 
It  senriee.    I  retum'd 
m,  and  we  sate  sad  together 
pondeocy  with  tears 
I  and  unbroken  laith 
wont  bitterness ;  when  be 
ime  to  upbraid  and  curse, 
rerty,  and  telling  us 
■courge  for  disobedient  sons, 
might  strike  him  dumb  with  shame, 
nfe's  dowry ;  but  he  coin'd 
ious  tale,  how  I  had  wasted 
etriot;  and  he  saw 
uch'd,  and  he  went  smiling  forth. 
Bw  the  impression  he  had  made, 
Te  insult  with  silent  scorn 
I,  and  look  averse  and  cold, 
• :  but  soon  retum'd  again ; 
but  that  my  vidfe  had  taught 
r  harsh  thoughts,  and  they  all  cried, 
»,  father!  Give  us  better  food ! 
le  night  squander  were  enough 
kwk'd.  and  saw  that  home  was  hell 
1  will  I  return  no  more 
nay  has  render'd  up 
as  he  gave  life  to  me, 
g  nature's  law — 

ORBINO. 

Trust  me, 
ion  which  thou  seekest  here 

GIACOMO. 

Ilien— Are  you  not  my  friend  f 
nt  at  the  alternative, 
( of  which  yoa  wee  I  etand, 


The  odiar  day  when  we  conversed  together  ? 
My  wiongs  were  then  leek    That  word  parricide, 
Alihoogh  I  am  resolYed,  haunts  me  hke  fisar. 

oisiNa 
It  must  he  fear  itself;  for  the  bare  word 
Is  hollow  mockery.    Mark,  how  wisest  God 
Draws  to  one  point  the  threads  of  a  just  doom, 
So  sanctifying  it :  what  you  devise 
I  Is,  as  it  were,  aooomplish'd. 

OUOOMO. 

Is  he  dead  f 

oimio.    ^ 
His  grave  is  ready.    Know  thatsince  we  met 
Cend  has  done  an  ontnge  to  his  daughter. 

GUOOMO. 

Y^hal  outrage  f 

OBSINO. 

That  ahe  speaks  not,  hot  yoQ  stay 
Conceive  such  half  ooiyectures  as  I  do, 
From  her  fiz'd  paleness,  and  the  loAy  grief 
Of  her  stem  brow  bent  on  the  idle  air. 
And  her  severe  nrnnodnlated  voice. 
Drowning  both  tendemeas  and  dread ;  and  last 
From  this ;  that  whilst  her  stepmother  and  1, 
Bewilder'd  in  our  honor,  talk'd  together 
With  obscure  hinti ;  both  seU4nisunderstood 
And  darkly  guessing,  stumbling,  in  our  talk. 
Over  the  truth,  and  yet  to  its  revenge, 
She  interrupted  us,  and  with  a  look 
Which  told  before  she  spoke  it,  he  must  die. 


GIAOOMO. 

It  is  enough.    My  doubts  are  well  appeased ; 

There  is  a  higher  reason  for  the  act 

Than  mine ;  there  is  a  holier  judge  than  me, 

1A  more  unblamed  avenger.    Beatrice, 
Who  in  the  gentleness  of  thy  sweet  youth 
Hast  never  trodden  on  a  wonn,  or  bruised 
A  living  flower,  but  thou  hast  pitied  it 
With  needless  tears !  Fair  sister,  thou  in  whom 
Men  wonder'd  how  such  loveliness  and  wisdom 
Did  not  destroy  each  other!  Is  there  made 
Ravage  of  thee  f  O  heart,  I  ask  no  more 
Justification !  Shall  I  wait,  Oisino, 
Till  he  return,  and  stab  him  at  the  door? 

oaaiNO. 
Not  so ;  some  accident  might  interpose 
To  rescue  him  from  what  is  now  most  sura ; 
And  you  are  unprovided  where  to  fly. 
How  to  excuse  or  to  conceaL    Nay,  listen : 
All  is  contrived ;  success  is  so  assured 
Thatp— 

ErUer  Beatrice. 

BEATEICB. 

Tis  my  brother's  voice !  Ye  know  me  not  T 

GIACOMO* 

My  sister,  my  lost  sister! 

BEATRICE. 

Lost  indeed! 
I  see  Oirino  has  talk'd  with  you,  and 
That  you  ooiyecture  things  too  horrible 
To  speak,  yet  for  less  than  the  truth.   Now.sHynot, 
He  might  return:  yet  kiss  me;  IshaUknow 
That  then  thou  hast  consented  to  his  death. 
Farewell,  fciew\U  U\  \^«tj  Vi  G«A, 
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Brotherijr  love,  juatico  and  clemency. 
And  all  thinfl^  that  makn  tender  hardest  hearts. 
Make  thine  hard,  brother.     Answer  not — fiurewell. 

[Exeunt  aeveraUy. 


SCENE  II. 

A  mean  apartment  in  Giacomo's  Aoiiar. 

GiAOOMo,  alone. 

OtACOMO. 

*Tu  midnight,  and  Ornno  comoi  not  yet 

[Thunder,  and  the  tound  of  a  Harm. 
What !  can  the  everiaating  olementH 
Feel  with  a  worm  like  man  ?    If  ao,  the  shaft 
Of  mercy-winged  liglitning  would  not  iiill 
On  stones  and  trees.     My  wife  and  children  sleep : 
They  are  now  living  in  unmeaning  dreams : 
But  I  must  wake,  still  doubting  if  that  deed 
Be  just  which  was  most  necessary.     O, 
Thou  uiueplenish'd  lamp !  whose  narrow  fire 
Is  shaken  by  the  wind,  and  on  whose  edge 
Devouring  darkness  hovers !   Thou  small  flame, 
Which,  as  a  dying  pulse  rises  and  falls. 
Still  flickcrett  up  and  down,  how  very  soon. 
Did  I  not  feed  thee,  u-ouldst  thou  fail  and  be 
As  thou  hadst  never  been !   So  wastes  and  sinks 
Even  now.  perhaps,  the  life  that  kindled  mine : 
But  that  no  power  can  fill  with  vital  oil 
That  broken  lamp  of  flesh.    Ila !  'tis  the  blood 
Which  fed  these  veins  that  ebbs  till  all  is  cold : 
It  is  the  form  that  moulded  mine  that  sinks 
Into  the  white  and  yellow  spasms  of  death : 
It  is  the  soul  by  which  mine  was  array 'd 
In  God's  immortal  likeness  which  now  stands 
Naked  before  Heaven's  judgment-seat ! 

[A  ben  strikes. 
One  I  Two! 
The  hours  cmwl  on ;  and  when  my  hairn  arc  white 
My  son  will  then  perhaps  be  waiting  thuH. 
Tortured  between  just  hale  and  vain  remorse ; 
Chiding  the  tardy  nicssrnger  of  nnws 
like  those  which  I  expect.     I  ahnost  wish 
He  bo  not  dead,  although  my  wrongs  are  great ; 
Yet — 'tis  Orsino's  step — 

Enter  Orsixo. 

Speak! 

ORSINO. 

I  am  come 
To  say  he  has  escaped. 

GIACOMO. 

]'Iscapc<l ! 

ORSINO. 

And  safe 
Within  Petrella.     lie  pass'd  by  tlic  s^ot 
Appointed  for  the  deed  an  hour  too  soon. 

GIACOMO. 

Are  we  the  fbola  of  Ruch  contingencies  ? 

And  do  we  waste  in  blind  mis^ivinijrs  thus 

The  hours  when  we  should  act  ?   Then  wind  and 

thunder, 
Which  seem'd  to  howl  his  knell,  in  the  loud  laughter 
With  wliich  Heaven  mocks  our  weakness !  I  hence- 

^rth 
WW  no'er  repent  of  ought  design'd  or  done 
But  my  repentance. 


ORSINO. 

See.  the  lamp  ia  oat. 

GIACOMO. 

If  no  remorse  is  oun  when  the  dim  air 
Has  tSnmk  this  innocent  flame,  why  ahoald  we  qad 
When  Cenci's  life,  that  light  by  which  ill  spiiib 
See  the  worst  deeds  they  psompt,  ahall  mnk  for  ererf 
No,  I  am  harden'd. 

0R8IN0. 

Why,  what  need  of  fliis  t 
Who  fear'd  the  pale  intruaion  of  remofse 
In  a  just  deed  t  Although  our  first  plan  fiuTd. 
Donbt  not  but  he  will  aoon  be  laid  to  rest 
But  light  the  lamp ;  let  us  not  talk  i'  die  daik. 

GIACOMO  (lighting  the  law^). 
And  yet  once  quench'd  I  cannot  thus  rslaiiie 
My  father's  life :  do  you  not  think  hia  gUost 
Might  plead  that  argument  with  God  f 

ORSINO. 

OncegoDc, 
You  cannot  now  recall  your  siater'a  peace ; 
Your  own  extinguish'd  years  of  youth  and  hope ; 
Nor  yoiu-  wife's  bitter  words ;  nor  all  the  taunts 
W^ich,  from  the  prosperous,  weak  misibrtune  takei; 
Nor  yoiu"  dead  mother ;  nor — 

GIACOMO. 

O,  apeak  no  imre! 
I  am  resolved,  although  this  very  hand 
Must  quench  the  life  that  animated  it 

ORSINa 

There  is  no  need  of  that     Listen :  you  kmnr 

Olimpio,  the  castellan  of  Petrella 

In  old  Colonna's  time  ;  him  whom  yoor  fttber 

Degraded  from  his  post  f  And  Maisio, 

That  desperate  wretch,  whom  he  deprived  IbM  yetf 

Of  a  reward  of  blood,  well  eam'd  and  due  ? 

GIACOMO. 

I  knew  Olimpio ;  and  Ihcy  .say  he  hated 
Old  Cenci  ho,  that  in  his  silent  rage 
His  Ii{)s  grew  while  only  to  see  liim  posw. 
Of  Marzio  1  know  nf»lhing. 

ORSINO. 

Mardo's  hate 
Matches  Olinipio's.     I  have  sent  these  men. 
But  in  your  name,  and  as  al  your  request, 
To  talk  with  Beatrice  and  Lucrelia. 

GI.\C0M0. 

Only  totdk! 

ORSINO. 

The  moment.s.  which  even  now 
Pass  onward  lo  ir^-niorrow's  midnight  hour. 
May  memorize  their  flight  with  death  :  ere  then 
They  muj.1  have  lalk'd,  juid  may  perhaps  have  done. 
And  made  an  end. 

GIACOMO. 

Listen!  what  &ound  is  thslf 

ORSINO. 

Tlie  housr-dog  moans,  and  the  lieams  crack :  naught 
else. 

GIACOMO. 

It  is  my  wife  complaining  in  her  sleep  : 

I  doubt  not  she  is  saying  bitter  tilings 

Of  mo ;  and  all  my  children  round  her  dreaming 

That  I  deny  them  sustenance. 

ORSINO. 

Y^o  tni\^  XQoV  "\\.  Itwn  ^<(m,  wm\  NsVva  ^^^» 
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with  bittemeas,  now  sleeps 
unires,  and  triumphantly 
DOS  of  auocesfol  hate 
of  day. 

OIACOMO. 

If  e'er  he  wakes 
ruBt  to  hireling  hands. 

oasiNO. 
elL   I  moat  be  gone ;  good  night ! 
let— 

GIACOMO. 

Bffay  all  be  done — and  all 
at  I  had  never  been ! 

[Exeunt 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I. 
fUintke  CasOe  of  PetreUa, 
EnUrCtNCU 

CDfCI. 

3t  I  left  her  even  now 
int    She  knows  the  penalty 
what  if  threats  are  vain  7 
hin  Petrella*s  moat  ? 
Byea  and  ears  of  Rome  ? 
ler  by  the  golden  hair  ? 
eep  her  sleepless  till  her  brain 
me  her  with  chains  and  famine  7 

Tet  so  to  leave  undone 
'  No,  *t  is  her  stubborn  will, 
consent  shall  stoop  as  low 
SB  it  down. 

Znter  Lucretia. 

Thou  lothed  wretch ! 
r  abhorrence !  Fly,  begone ! 
trice  come  hither. 

LUCRETIA. 

Oh, 
for  thine  own  wretched  sake, 
ost     A  roan  who  walks  like  thee 
td  through  the  danger  of  his  crimes, 
imble  o*er  a  sudden  grave, 
thy  hain  are  hoary  gray : 
ive  thyself  from  death  and  hell, 
give  her  to  some  friend 
at  she  may  tempt  thee  not 
e  thoughts,  if  worse  there  be. 

CENCI. 

ter,  wiio  has  found  a  home 
from  with  prosperity  ? 
destroy  Iwili  her  and  thee, 
main.     My  dcnth  may  be 
outspecds  it.    Go, 
»r,  and  before  my  mood 
should  drag  her  by  the  hair. 

LUCRETIA. 

e,  husband.    At  thy  presence 
■t  know,  into  a  trance ; 
she  heard  a  voice  whidi 
Let  him  confess  himself! 
MBDg^  Angel  waitB  to  bear 
2P 


If  God,  to  puniih  hif  enofloow  erimai^ 
Harden  his  djring  heart!'* 

CXNCI. 

Wh3r— each  thing* 
No  doubt  divine  revealings  may  be  made. 
Tis  plain  I  have  been  ftvor'd  from  above. 
For  when  I  cuned  my  sons,  they  died. — Ay-   „ 

As  to  the  right  or  wrong,  that's  talk.  Repentance 

Repentance  is  an  easy  moment's  work. 

And  more  depends  on  God  than  me.   Well — ^well — 

I  must  give  up  the  greater  point,  which  was 

To  poison  and  corrupt  her*souL 

[Afttum;  Lucretia  i^iproachei  anxioudy,  and 
then  shrinks  back  at  he  speaks. 

One,  two; 
Ay — Rocco  and  Cristo&no  my  curse 
Strangled :  and  Giacomo,  I  think,  will  find 
Life  a  worse  HeU  than  that  beyond  the  grave : 
Beatrice  shall,  if  there  be  skill  in  hate. 
Die  in  despair,  blaspheming :  to  Bernardo, 
He  is  so  innocent,  I  will  bequeath 
The  memory  of  theae  deeds,  and  make  his  youth 
The  sepulchre  of  hope,  where  evil  thoagfata 
Shall  grow  like  weeds  on  a  neglected  tombL 
When  all  is  done,  out  in  the  wide  Campagna, 
I  will  pile  up  my  silver  and  my  gold ; 
My  costly  robes,  paintings,  and  tapestries; 
My  parchments  and  all  records  of  my  wealth. 
And  make  a  bonfire  in  my  joy,  and  leave 
Of  my  possessions  nothing  but  my  name. 
Which  shall  be  an  inheritance  to  strip 
Its  wearer  bare  as  infamy.    That  done. 
My  soul,  which  is  a  scourge,  will  I  resign 
Into  the  hands  of  him  who  wielded  it; 
Be  it  for  its  own  pnnishment  or  theixi^ 
He  will  not  ask  it  of  me  till  the  lash 
Be  broken  in  its  last  and  deepest  wound ; 
Until  its  hate  be  all  inflicted.    Yet, 
Lest  dea&  outspeed  my  purpose,  let  me  make 
Short  work  and  sure.  [Ooing, 

LUCRETIA  (slcpi  him). 

Oh,  stay!  It  was  a  feint: 
She  had  no  vision,  and  she  heard  no  voice. 
I  said  it  but  to  awe  Uiee. 

CENCL 

That  is  weU. 
Vile  palterer  vtrith  the  sacred  truth  of  God, 
Be  thy  soul  choked  with  that  blasphenung  lie ! 
For  Beatrice  worse  terron  are  in  store 
To  bend  her  to  my  will. 

LUCRETIA. 

Oh !  to  what  will  ? 
What  cruel  sufferings  more  than  she  has  known 
Canst  thou  inflict  ? 

CENCI. 

Andrea !  go,  call  my  daughter ; 
And  if  she  comes  not,  tell  her  that  I  come. 
What  sufierings  ?  I  will  drag  her,  step  by  step. 
Through  infamies  unheard  of  among  men ; 
She  shall  stand  shelterless  in  tho  broad  noon 
Of  public  scorn,  for  acts  bhizon'd  abroad, 
One  among  which  shall  be— What  ?  Ctost  thou  guess? 
She  shall  become  (for  what  she  most  abhors 
Shall  have  a  fascination  to  entrap 
Her  lothing  will),  to  Vier  own  coDncAsyQa  m^ 
All  she  appean  U>  oiihen;  ini  ^\v«iv  ^cMi, 
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As  ihe  ihall  die  mnhrived  and  nnibrgiveii, 
A  rebel  to  her  frther  and  her  God, 
Her  corpM  thall  be  abendoo'd  to  the  hoonda ; 
Her  name  shall  be  the  terror  of  the  earth ; 
Her  spirit  shall  approach  the  throne  of  God 
Plague^potted  with  my  cunea.    I  will  maks 
Body  and  soul  a  nionstrotia  lump  of  ruin. 

Enter  Andrea. 


AMnuu. 


Tlie  lady  Beatrice— 


CKNCI. 

Speak,  pale  slave !   What 
fihttddief 

AlfDKIA. 

My  lord,  'twas  what  she  look'd ;  she  aaid : 
Go  tell  my  Ather  that  I  see  the  gulf 
Of  Hell  between  us  two,  which  he  may  pass, 
I  will  noL  [Exit  Andrka. 

CENCL 

Go  thou  quick,  Lucretia, 
Tell  her  to  come ;  yet  let  her  understand 
Her  coming  is  consent :  and  say,  moreover, 
That  if  aha  come  not  I  will  curse  her. 

[Exit  LocftniA. 
Ha! 
With  what  but  with  a  ftther*s  curw  doth  God 
PanicHrtrike  arm'd  victory,  and  make  pale 
Cities  in  their  prosperity  ?   The  world's  Father 
Must  grant  a  parent's  prayer  against  his  child, 
Be  he  who  adoi  even  what  men  call  me. 
Will  not  the  deaths  of  her  rebellious  brothen 
Awe  her  beibre  I  speak  f  For  I  on  them 
Did  imprecate  quick  ruin,  and  it  came. 

Enter  Lucretia. 

Well;  whatf  Speak,  wretch ! 

LUCRETIA. 

She  said,  I  cannot  come ; 
Go  tell  my  father  that  I  see  a  torrent 
Of  his  own  blood  raging  between  us. 


CENCi  (kneeling). 


God! 


Hear  me !  If  this  most  specious  mass  of  flesh, 
Which  thou  hast  made  my  daughter ;  this  my  blood. 
This  particle  of  my  divided  being ; 
Qr  rather,  this  my  bane  and  my  disease. 
Whose  sight  infects  and  poisons  me ;  this  devil 
Which  sprung  from  me  as  from  a  hell,  was  meant 
To  aught  good  use ;  if  her  bright  loveliness 
Was  kindled  to  illumine  this  dark  world ; 
If.  nursed  by  thy  selectest  dew  of  love, 
Such  virtues  bloaBom  in  her  as  nhould  make 
The  peace  of  life,  I  pray  thee  for  my  sake, 
As  thou  the  common  Gcid  and  Father  art 
Of  her,  and  me,  and  all ;  rcvcive  tliat  doom ! 
Earth,  in  the  name  of  Goci,  lot  her  food  be 
Poison,  until  she  be  oncruMtod  round 
With  leprous  stains !   Heaven,  rain  tipon  her  head 
The  blistering  drops  of  the  Maremma's  dew. 
Till  she  be  speckled  like  a  toad ;  parch  up 
Those  love-enkindling  lips,  i;i*arp  those  fine  limbs 
To  lotbed  lameness !  All'beholding  sun. 

Strike  in  thine  envy  those  Ufenlarting  eyes 

With  thine  own  bliDding  beams ! 


UJOumA. 


For  thine  own  aake  unsay  thoae  dreadful 
When  high  God  grants  he  puniahM  such 


CENCI  (te^gnng  ttp.  and  tkrowing  kis  right 

Jtieuvenfm 
He  does  his  will,  I  none !   This  in  addition. 
That  if  aha  have  a  child — 

LUCRETIA. 

Horrible  thought! 

CENCL 

That  if  die  ever  have  a  child ;  and  dMO, 
Quick  Nature !  I  adjure  thee  by  thy  God, 
That  thou  be  fruitful  in  her.  and  increase 
And  multiply,  fulfilling  his  command, 
And  my  deep  imprecation !  May  it  be 
A  hideoua  likeness  of  herself  that  as 
From  a  distorting  minw,  she  may  see 
Her  image  mii'd  with  what  she  moat  abhois, 
Smiling  upon  her  from  her  nuning  breast 
And  that  the  child  may  from  its  in&ncy 
Grow,  day  by  day,  mora  wicked  and  deibnn'd. 
Turning  her  mother's  love  to  misery ; 
And  that  both  she  and  it  may  live  unl3 
It  shall  repay  her  care  and  pun  widi  hate. 
Or  vdiat  may  else  be  more  unnatural. 
So  he  may  hunt  her  through  the  clamonos  < 
Of  the  loud  world  to  a  dishonor'd  grave. 
Shall  I  revoke  this  curse  f  Go,  bid  her  come. 
Before  my  words  are  chronicled  in  heaven. 

[£ii^l«CB>m- 
I  do  not  feel  as  if  I  were  a  man, 
But  Uke  a  fiend  appointed  to  chastise 
The  ofiencea  of  some  unremember'd  would. 
My  blood  is  running  up  and  down  my  veins; 
A  fearful  pleasure  makes  it  prick  and  tingle ; 
I  feel  a  giddy  sickness  of  strange  awe ; 
My  heart  is  beating  with  an  eipectation 
Of  horrid  joy. 

Enter  Lucretia. 
Whatf  Speak! 

LUCRETIA. 

She  bids  thee  cone; 
And  if  thy  curses,  as  they  cannot  do, 
Could  kill  her  soul — 

CENCI. 

She  would  not  come.     "T  is  well 
I  con  do  both  .*  first  take  what  I  demand. 
And  then  extort  concession.    To  thy  chamber! 
Fly  ere  I  spurn  thee :  and  bowaro  this  night 
That  thou  cross  not  my  footsteps.     It  were  safitf 
To  come  between  the  tiger  and  his  prey. 

[Exit  Jjocuru^ 

It  must  be  late ;  mine  eyes  grow  weary  dim 
With  unaccustom'd  hea\'ine8s  of  sleep. 
Conscience !  Oh !  thou  most  insolent  of  lies ! 
They  say  that  sleep,  that  healing  dew  of  heaven. 
Steeps  not  in  balm  the  foldings  of  the  brain 
Wliich  thinks  thee  an  impostor.    I  will  go 
First  to  belie  thee  with  an  hour  of  rest. 
Which  will  be  deep  and  calm.  I  feel :  and  then— 
O,  multitudinous  Hell,  the  fiends  will  shake 
Thine  arches  with  the  laughter  of  their  joy! 
TVveT«  shall  be  lamentation  heard  in  Heaven 
Xa  o^et  vi  «n%<i^  %BS\«fu\  «i)& ^\on  Islaith 
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■hall  droop  uid  ncken.  and  iU  tfaingi 

h  a  spirit  of  unnatural  life 

je  quicken'd— even  aa  I  am  now.        [EsoL 


SCENE  n. 
Brfan  the  QuOe  cf  PetrdltL 
aimici  amd  Luoritia  oftoee  on  the  ttmpartM, 

BEATEICI. 

ae  not  yet 

LUCKETIA. 

Tia  •caroe  midnight 

BEATEICE. 

How  slow 
le  coune  of  thooght  even  aick  with  ipeed, 
len-lboted  time! 

LUCRSTIA. 

The  minutes  paw 
old  waka  beibre  the  deed  is  done  T 

BXATUCE. 

r!  He  must  never  wake  again. 
n.  bast  said  peisoades  me  that  our  act 
dUodge  a  spirit  of  deep  hell 
human  fi>rm> 

LDCUTIA. 

Tia  tme  he  spoke 
and  judgment  with  stiange  confidence 
lo  wicked ;  as  a  man  believing 
ret  recking  not  of  good  or  ill. 
to  die  without  canftssion ! 

BIATIICI. 

Oh! 
hat  Heaven  is  merciful  and  just, 
not  add  our  dread  necessity 
nount  of  his  offences. 

Eater  Oumpio  and  Marzio*  Ukw, 

LUOEETIA. 

ooc, 

Be. 

nATRICE. 

An  mortal  things  must  hasten  thus 
dark  end.    Let  us  go  down. 
Sseairt  Lucektia  and  Beateick /roat  oftose. 

OLOfPIO. 

lyoa  to  this  workT 

MA&ZIO. 

As  one  who  thinks 
nd  crowns  excellent  maiket  price 
d  nuiderer's  life.    Tour  cheeks  are  pale. 

OUMPIO. 

white  reflection  of  yaoi  own, 
mcaU  pale. 

MARZIO. 

Is  that  their  natural  hue? 

OLUfPIO. 

f  hate  and  the  deferr'd  desire 

I  it,  which  extinguishes  their  blood. 

MARZIO. 

ndined  then  to  this  business  ? 

ouMno. 

Ay. 
aald  bribe  me  with  a  tfaooiaDd  crowna 
MTpaot  which  had  stung  my  child, 
BibejBMw  wSUng. 


Enier  Biatkiok  and  Lvcmu,  Moiol 

NoUe  ladies! 

KKkTMlCK. 

Are  ye  naolTed  f 

OLQIKO. 

Is  he  asleep. 

MAftZIO. 

ban 
Qmetf 

LUORITIA. 

I  miz'd  an  opiate  with  his  drink : 
He  deepa  ao  aonndly— 

BXATUCI. 

That  his  death  wiU  be 
But  as  a  change  of  sin^cbastising  dreams^ 
A  daik  continuance  of  the  Hell  within  him. 
Which  God  extinguish !  But  ye  are  readlved  f 
Ye  know  it  is  a  high  and  holy  deed? 

OUMPIO. 

We  are  leaolved. 

MAEZIO. 

As  to  the  how  this  act 
Be  wamnted,  it  rests  with  you. 

BEATRICE. 

Well,  follow ! 

OUMPIO. 

Hush !  Hark !  What  noise  is  that? 

'  MAEZIO. 

Ha!  some  one  oomea 

ESATRICE. 

Ye  conscience-stricken  cravens,  rock  to  rest 
Your  baby  hearts.    It  is  the  iron  gate. 
Which  ye  left  open,  swinging  to  the  wind. 
That  enters  whistling  as  in  scorn.   Come,  Allow! 
And  be  your  steps  like  mine,  li|^t,  quick,  and  bold! 


SCENE  m. 

Afi  AjMNtsMirf  m  As  Gsids. 

JBater  BiAtEiCE  and  Ldoextia. 

liUCEBTIA. 

They  are  about  it  now. 

■EATEIOE. 

Nay,  it  is  done. 

UJOEETIA. 

I  have  not  heard  him  groan. 

BEATEICB. 

He  win  not  groaa 

LI70EETIA. 

What  aoondb  that  f 

■EATEldfe. 

Ust!  'tis  the  tread  of  feet 
About  his  bed.  » 

UTCEXTIA. 

My  God! 
If  he  be  now  a  cold  stiff  corpse — 

BEATRICE. 

O^ftarnot 
What  may  be  done,  bat  what  is  left  undooa : 
The  act  aaab  all 

JEMer  Ouxno  oad  Maiziq* 

la  ifc  t<wii«\jfiAC^\ 
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Whatf 


Did  you  not  call  f 


MAEZIO. 

OLiMno. 

■XATUCE. 

Whenf 

OLDinO. 

Now. 

■KATRICC 

I  Ilk  if  all  is  over? 

OUMPIO. 

We  dan  not  kill  an  old  and  Bleeping  man ; 
Hii  diin  gray  hair,  his  atem  and  xeverent  brow, 
Hia  veined  hands  croai'd  on  his  heaving  breast. 
And  the  calm  innocent  sleep  in  which  he  lay, 
Qoell'd  me.    Indeed,  indeed,  I  cannot  do  it. 

MAKZIO. 

But  I  was  bolder ;  for  1  chid  Olimpio, 
And  bode  him  bear  his  wnmgs  to  his  own  grave, 
And  leave  me  the  reward.    And  now  ray  knife 
Touch'd  the  loose  wrinkled  throat,  when  the  old  man 
Stirr'd  in  his  sleep,  and  said,  **  God !  hear  O,  hear, 
A  father's  curse !   What,  art  thou  not  our  father?" 
And  then  he  laugh'd.    I  knew  it  was  the  ghost 
Of  my  dead  ftther  speaking  through  his  lips. 
And  could  not  kill  him. 

■XATEICI. 

Miserable  slaves ! 
Where,  if  ye  dare  not  kill  a  sleeping  man, 
Found  ye  ttie  boldness  to  return  to  me 
With  such  a  deed  undone  f  Base  palteren ! 
Cowards  and  traiton !  Why,  the  veiy  oansdence 
Which  ye  would  sell  fbr  gold  and  for  revenge 
Is  an  equivocation :  it  sleeps  over 
A  thounnd  daily  acts  disgracing  men ; 
And  when  a  deed  where  mercy  insults  Heaven- 
Why  do  I  udk? 

[Snatching  a  dagger  from  one  of  them  and 
raising  it, 
Ilodst  thou  a  tongue  to  say. 
She  murder'd  her  own  father,  I  must  do  it ! 
But  never  dream  ye  shall  outlive  him  long ! 


Stop,  fbr  God's  sake ! 


OUMPIO. 
MARZIO. 

I  will  go  back  and  kill  him. 


JSaler  Osjwno  and  Mammio. 

Heia- 
OLiMno. 

Desd! 

MAESIO. 

We  strangled  him,  that  there  might  be  no  bknd; 
And  then  we  threw  his  heavy  corpse  i*  the  girdai 
Under  the  balcony ;  'twiU  seem  it  fell. 

■XATUCi  (giving  tMem  a  hag  if  eoia). 
Here,  take  this  gold,  and  hasten  to  your  honea 
And,  Manio,  because  thou  wast  only  awed 
By  that  which  made  me  tremble,  wear  thou  thii! 

[Clolke$  Atat  in  a  rick  sMsdt 
It  was  the  mantle  which  my  grand&ther 
Wore  in  his  high  prosperity,  and  men 
EInvied  his  state :  so  may  they  envy  thfaw. 
lliou  wert  a  weapon  in  the  hand  of  God 
To  a  just  use.    Long  live  and  thrive !  And,  Buk, 
If  thou  hast  crimes,  repent :  this  deed  is  ddds. 

[A  kom  ittmadei 

LUCRETIA. 

Hark,  'tis  the  castle  horn  :  my  God !  it  sounds 
Like  the  last  tnmip. 

BBATUCB. 

Some  tedkiaB  gnesi  is  oomifl^ 

LUCRETIA. 

llie  drawbridge  is  let  down ;  there  is  a  tramp 
Of  hones  in  the  court ;  fly,  hide  yourselves! 

[Exeunt  Ouxno  ami  Mam» 

BEATRICE. 

Let  us  retire  to  counterfeit  deep  rest; 

I  scarcely  need  to  counterfeit  it  now  : 

The  spirit  which  doth  roign  within  these  H-»* 

Seems  strangely  undisturb'd.    I  could  evan  slsep 

Fearless  and  calm :  all  ill  is  surely  pasL 

[ 


OLIMPIO. 

Give  me  the  weapon:  wo  must  do  thy  will. 

BEATRICE. 

Take  it!   Depart!   Return! 

[Exeunt  Olimpio  and  Marzio. 
How  pale  thou  art! 
We  do  but  that  which  't  were  a  deadly  crime 
To  leave  undone. 

LUCRETIA. 

Would  it  wero  done! 

BEATRICE. 

Even  whilst 
Tliat  doubt  is  passing  through  your  mind,  the  world 
Is  conscious  of  a  change.    Darkness  and  heH 
Have  swallow'd  up  the  vapor  thoy  scut  forth 
To  blacken  the  sweet  light  of  life.    My  breath 
Corner,  methinkBt  lighter,  and  the  jellied  b\ood 
RujiM  freely  through  my  .veins.    Hark! 


SCENE  IV. 

Another  apartment  in  the  Ckutle. 

Enter  on  one  nde  the  Legate  Savella  iniroinnili) 
a  Servant,  and  on  the  other  Lucretia  ssdf  Bo 
nardo. 

SAVELLA. 

Lady,  ray  duty  to  his  Holiness 

Be  my  excuse,  that  thus  unseasonably 

I  break  upon  your  rest    I  must  speak  with 

Count  Conci ;  doth  he  sleep  I 

LUCRETIA  (in  a  hurried  and  confuted  aMnscr)* 

I  tliink  he  sleepi; 
Yet  wake  him  not ;  I  pray,  spare  mc  awhile, 
He  is  a  wicked  and  a  wraihfiil  man ; 
Should  he  be  roused  out  of  his  sleep  to-night. 
Which  is,  I  know,  a  hell  of  angry  dn>ams. 
It  were  not  well ;  indeed  it  wero  not  well. 
Wait  till  day-break.— 

(Aside).  O.  I  am  deadly  sick! 

SAVELLA. 

I  grieve  thus  to  distress  you,  but  the  Count 
Must  answer  charges  of  the  gravest  import, 
And  suddenly ;  such  my  commission  is. 

LUCRRTLA  (with  inoreoKd  agitation). 
\  dam  Doi  iQuae  him:  1  know  none  who  dare— 
,*T  vfete  ^fv\o>»  v-Y»s^  ^"sriecA. »  safely  waken 
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'  a  oorpw  in  which  tome  fiend 
deep. 

8AVELLA. 

Lady,  ray  momenli  here 
I  must  rouse  hun  from  his  sleep, 
■edare. 

LUOmXTIA  (OJufe). 

O,  terror!  O,  despair! 
JO.)  Bernardo,  conduct  you  the  Lord 
;ate  to 
diamber. 

[Exeunt  Savella  and  Beucardo. 

Enter  Bsatuck. 

SXATEICE. 

Tis  a  messenger 
It  the  eolprit  who  now  stands 
rone  of  unappealable  God. 
nd  Heaven,  consenting  arbiters, 
9ed. 

LUCRKTIA. 

Oh,  agony  of  fear ! 
a  yet  might  live !  Even  now  I  heard 
foUowers  whisper  as  they  pass'd 
varrant  for  his  instant  death, 
ued  by  nnibrfaidden  means 
ust  pay  so  deaily,  having  done, 
ey  search  the  toww,  and  find  the  body ; 
spect  the  tradi;  now  they  consult 
»me  to  tax  «  with  the  &ct ; 
tisalldiaoover^d! 

WEATMICE. 

Mother, 
9  wisely,  is  done  well.    Be  bold 
ost    Tis  like  a  truant  child 
otheis  know  what  thou  hast  done, 
une  own  strong  consciousnes,  and  thus 
teady  eyes  and  altered  cheeks 
ddst  hide.    Be  fiuthful  to  thyself, 
other  wimess  but  thy  fear. 
mot  be,  some  circumstance 
n  accusation,  we  can  blind 
th  such  cheap  astonishment, 
it  with  such  guiltlesi  pride, 
•  cannot  feign.    The  deed  is  done, 
ay  follow  now  regards  not  me. 
ersal  as  the  light ; 
sarth-eurrounding  air;  as  firm 
Ts  centre.    Consequence,  to  me, 
id  which  strikes  tlie  aolid  rock 
t  not 

[A  cry  wUJdn  and  tunudL 

BERNARDO. 

Murder!  Murder!  Murder! 

titer  Bernardo  and  Savrlla. 

SAVSLLA  (to  hU  followers). 
IB  castle  round ;  sound  the  alarm ; 
gates  that  none  escape ! 


BEATRICE. 


What  now? 


BERNARDO. 

nrhat  to  say — my  fother's  dead. 

BEATRICE. 

hie  only  sleeps ;  you  mistake,  brodier. 
reiy  enim,  very  like  deatii ; 


Tis  wondeifiil  how  well  a  tyiant  sleeps. 
He  is  not  dead  I 

BERNARDO. 

Dead;  murdered. 

LUCRETIA  {.wUh  extreme  agUation). 

Oh,  no,  no. 
He  is  not  murder'd,  though  he  may  be  dead; 
I  have  alone  the  keys  of  those  apaitmenlik 

8AVSLLA. 

Ha!  bit  sot 

BEATRICE. 

My  lord,  I  piay  ezonae  us; 
We  will  retire ;  my  mother  is  not  well  .* 
She  seems  quite  overcome  with  this  strange  horror. 

[Exeunt  Lucretia  and  Beatrice 

8AVELLA. 

Can  you  suspect  who  may  have  murder'd  him  ? 

BERNARDO. 

I  know  not  what  to  think. 

8AVELLA. 

Can  you  name  any 
Who  had  an  interest  in  his  death  f 


BERNARDO. 


Alas! 


I  can  name  none  who  had  not,  and  thoee  most 
Who  most  lament  that  such  a  deed  is  done ; 
My  mother,  and  my  sister,  and  myself 

BAVEUJk. 

Tis  strange !  There  were  clear  marks  of  vfolence. 
I  found  the  old  man's  body  in  the  moonlight, 
Hanging  beneath  the  window  of  his  chamber 
Among  the  branches  of  a  pine :  he  could  not 
Have  fallen  there,  for  all  his  limbs  lay  heap'd 
And  effortless;  'tis  true  there  was  no  bloods — 
Favor  me.  Sir— it  much  imports  your  house 
That  all  should  be  made  clear— lo  tell  the  ladies 
That  I  request  their  presence. 

[Exiii  Bernardo. 

Enter  Ouards,  bringing  m  Marzio. 

GUARDu 

We  have  one. 

OFFICER. 

My  Imd,  we  found  this  rufiSan  and  another 
Lurking  among  the  rocks ;  there  ii  no  doubC 
But  that  they  are  the  murderers  of  Count  Cenci : 
Each  had  a  bag  of  coin ;  this  fellow  wore 
A  gold-inwoven  robe,  which,  shining  bright 
Under  the  dark  rocks  to  the  glimmering  moon, 
Betray'd  them  to  our  notice :  the  other  fell 
Desperately  fighting. 

8AVELLA. 

What  does  he  confess? 

OFFICER. 

He  keeps  firm  silence;  but  these  lines  found  on  him 
May  speak. 

BAVELLA. 

Their  language  is  at  least  sincere. 

[Read* 

**  To  THE  LADT  BEATRICE. 

"  That  die  atonement  of  what  my  nature 
Sickens  to  oo^iectore  may  soon  urive, 
I  send  thee,  at  thy  brother's  deam,  tboaa 
Who  will  apeak  and  do  more  tSbaul  dm 
Writev— Thy  dewied  lerraxiti^ 
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LucftXTUt  Bbatucx,  and  Bnif  aido. 
Ihou  thif  writing,  bdyf 

BSATIJCI. 

Na 


Northoat 

LUCECTIA  Qm  comiwi  ikroitglimi  ike  teem  U  marked 

by  extreme  agitatim). 
Whan  WM  it  found?  What  is  itf  It  ■hould  be 
Onino*8  hand !  It  ipeaki  of  that  itrange  honor 
Which  never  yet  found  utterance,  but  whidi  made 
Between  that  haplev  child  and  her  dead  lather 
A  gulf  of  obicare  hatred. 

BAVELLA. 

If  it  10? 
U  it  true,  lady,  that  thy  father  did 
Such  outragea  as  to  awaken  in  thee 
UnfiUalhate. 

BXATKICV. 

Not  hate,  'twas  more  than  hate ; 
Hiia  ia  moat  true,  yet  wherefore  queatioa  me  f 

8AVELLA. 

There  ia  a  deed  demanding  queitioo  done ; 
Tlion  haat  a  wcret  which  will  answer  not 

BXATKICV. 

What  sayestf  My  lord,  your  words  are  bold  and  nsh. 

8AVELXA. 

I  do  arrest  all  present  in  the  name 

Of  the  Pope's  Holineak    You  must  to«Rome. 

LUCKETTA. 

O,  not  to  Rome !  Indeed  we  are  not  guilty. 

BKATEICX. 

Guilty!  Who  dares  talk  of  guilt  ?   My  lord, 

I  am  more  innocent  of  perricide 

Than  is  a  child  born  fathorlcw — Dear  mother. 

Your  gontlencss  and  paticnco  nro  no  shield 

For  this  keen-judging  world,  this  two-edged  lie, 

Which  Rcoma,  but  is  not.    What !  will  human  lava's, 

Rather  will  ye  who  are  their  ministers, 

Bar  all  access  to  retribution  flrRt, 

And  then,  when  Ueavcn  doth  interpose  to  do 

What  ye  neglect,  arming  familiar  things 

To  the  redress  of  an  unwonted  crime, 

Make  ye  the  victims  who  demanded  it 

Culprits?  T is  ye  are  culprits!  That  poor  wretch 

Who  stands  so  pale,  and  trembling,  and  amazed. 

If  it  be  true  he  murder'd  Ccnci,  was 

A  sword  in  the  right  hand  of  justest  God. 

Wherefore  should  I  have  wielded  it  ?  unleas 

The  crimes  which  mortal  tongue  dare  never  name, 

God  therefore  scruples  to  avenge. 


SAVELLA. 


That  you  desired  his  death  ? 


You  own 


BEATRICE. 

It  would  have  been 
A  crime  no  less  than  his,  if  for  one  moment 
That  fierce  desire  had  faded  in  my  heart 
Tis  true  I  did  believe,  and  hope,  and  pray, 
Ay,  I  even  knew — for  God  is  wise  and  just. 
That  some  strange  sudden  death  hung  over  him. 
Tie  true  that  this  did  happen,  and  most  true 
TTiere  was  no  other  rest  for  me  on  earth, 
No  other  hope  in  Heaven — now  what  of  tbiaT 


\" 


■ATBLLA. 

Strange  dioaghtB  beget  strange  daeda;  and  here  sj 

both. 
I  judge  thee  not 

■XATEICI. 

And  yet,  if  you  aiieat  me. 
Yon  are  the  judge  and  executiooer 
Of  that  which  is  the  life  of  life:  the  hnadi 
Of  aocuBation  kills  an  innocent  name. 
And  leaves  for  lame  acquittal  the  poor  life* 
Which  ia  a  mask  without  it    Tie  moal  feha 
That  I  am  guilty  of  foul  parricide ; 
Although  I  must  ritjoico,  for  justest  canw. 
That  other  hands  have  sent  my  fiuhei's  aoal 
To  ask  the  mercy  he  denied  to  me. 
Now  leave  us  free :  stain  not  a  noble  home 
With  vague  surmises  of  rejected  crime; 
Add  to  our  sufferings  and  your  own  ne^set 
No  heavier  sum;  let  them  have  bean  enoii^: 
Leave  us  the  wTeck  we  have. 

BAVEXXA. 

I  dare  not,  lady. 
I  pny  that  you  prepare  younelvas  fir  Rome : 
There  the  Pope'a  further  pleasure  will  be  knowa 

LCCfEETIA. 

O^  not  to  Roma!  O,  take  us  not  toBoBB! 

BEATEICB. 

Why  not  to  Rome,  dear  mother?  There,  aa  here. 

Our  innocence  is  as  an  armed  heel 

To  trample  accusation.    God  is  there 

As  here,  and  with  his  shadow  ever  clothes 

The  innocent,  the  injured,  and  the  weak; 

And  such  are  we.    Cheer  up,  dear  lady,  lean 

On  me ;  collect  your  wandering  thoughts.   Iff  M 

As  soon  as  you  have  taken  some  refreshnwDt, 

And  had  all  such  examinations  made 

Upon  the  spot,  as  may  he  necessary 

To  the  full  understanding  of  this  matter. 

Wo  shall  be  ready.    Mother ;  will  you  c<me  ? 

LUCRXTIA. 

Ha !  they  will  bind  us  to  the  rack,  and  wrest 
Self-accusation  from  our  agony  ! 
Will  Giacomo  he  there  ?  OrRino  ?  Manio  ? 
All  present ;  all  confronted ;  all  demanding 
Each  from  the  other  s  countenance  the  thing 
Which  is  in  every  heart !    O.  misery ! 

[She  faints,  and  u  horwe  (^ 

SAVELLA. 

She  feints :  an  ill  appearance  this. 

BEATRICE. 

My  lord. 
She  knows  not  yet  the  uses  of  the  world. 
She  fears  that  power  is  as  a  beast  which  grasps 
And  loosens  not :  a  snake  whose  look  trenamntes 
All  things  to  guilt  which  is  its  nutriment 
She  cannot  know  how  well  the  supine  slaves 
Of  blind  authority  read  the  truth  of  things 
When  wTitten  on  a  brow  of  guileleasness : 
She  sees  not  yet  triumphant  Innocence 
Stand  at  the  judgment-seat  of  mortal  man, 
A  judge  and  an  accuaer  of  the  wrong 
Which  drags  it  there.    Prepare  yourself,  my  hud ; 
Oux  sniie  will  join  yours  in  the  court  below. 

[£Bns 
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ACT  V. 

SCENE  X. 

ilit  Apartment  in  0k8IN0*8  Palaee, 

Enter  Qrsino  and  Giacoho. 

GIACOMO. 

deeds  dun  quickly  come  to  end  t 

die  vun  remone  which  mutt  churtiM 

done,  had  bat  as  loud  a  voice  to  warn 

een  atiiig  is  mortal  to  avenge ! 

the  hour  when  preaent  had  cast  off 

intle  of  ita  myitery,  and  shown 

BBtly  fcrm  with  which  it  now  retuma 

la  acared  game  ia  rouaed,  cheering  the  hounda 

aenoe  to  their  prey !  Alaa !  alaa! 

I  wicked  diought,  a  piteoua  deed, 

an  oki  and  hoary-headed  fiither. 

oaaiNO. 
nm'd  oat  unluckily,  in  truth. 

OIAOOMO. 

lie  die  aacred  doon  of  sleep; 

It  kind  Nature  of  the  placid  death 

ihe  preparea  fcr  0Ter>wearicd  age ; 

:  fiom  Heaven  an  unrepentant  aoul, 

might  have  quendiM  in  reconciling  prayen 

f  burning 


OBmio. 

Ton  cannot  tay 
yon  to  die  deed. 

GIAOOMO. 

O,  had  I  never 
h  diy  amooch  and  ready  countenance 
rror  of  my  darkeat  thoughts ;  hadst  thou 
vith  hints  and  questions  made  me  look 
«  monster  of  my  thought,  until 
iamiliar  to  desire — 

0E8IN0. 

Tisdius 
It  die  Uame  of  their  unprosperous  acts 
e  abettois  of  their  own  resolve, 
diing  but  their  weak,  guilty  selves. 
;  confess  the  truth,  it  is  the  peril 
h  you  stand  that  gives  you  this  pale 
tance ;  confess,  'tis  fear  disguised 
I  own  shame  that  takes  the  mande  now 
What  if  we  yet  were  sale  t 


GIACOHO. 

Q  that  be  7  Already  Beatrice, 
w  and  the  murderer,  are  in  prison, 
not  officers  are,  whilst  we  speak, 
urest  us. 

OEIINO. 

I  have  all  prepared 
mt  flight    We  can  escape  even  now, 
ika  fleet  occasion  by  the  hair. 

GIACOHO. 

opira  in  tortures,  as  I  may. 

ivill  yoo  caat  by  self-accusing  flight 

conviction  upon  Beatrice  T 

0  akme  in  this  unnatural  work, 
ike  God's  angel  minister'd  upon 

b;  avenging  such  a  nameless  wnag 

1  hiaeir  perriade  to  piety ; 


Whilst  we  fcr  baaest  ends— I  fear,  Onino^ 
While  I  consider  all  your  words  and  looks. 
Comparing  them  with  your  proposal  now. 
That  ypu  must  be  a  vilkin.    For  what  end 
Could  you  engage  in  such  a  perilous  crime. 
Training  me  on  with  hints,  and  signs,  and  smilflik 
Even  to  diis  gulf  f  Thou  art  no  liar :  No^ 
Thou  art  a  lie !  traitor  and  muidever ! 
Coward  and  slave !  But,  no— delend  thyself;  [l>neimg. 
Let  die  aword  speak  what  die  inHigntit  toi^iie 
Disdains  to  bnod  thee  widL 

OBfllfO. 

Put  up  year  weapon. 
Is  it  the  desperation  of  your  fear 
Blakes  you  thus  rash  arid  sudden  with  3^oor  firieiid. 
Now  ruin'd  for  your  sake  ?  If  honest  anger 
Have  moved  you,  know,  that  what  I  just  proposed 
Was  but  to  try  you.    As  for  me,  I  diink. 
Thankless  aflbction  led  me  to  this  point, 
From  which,  if  my  firm  temper  could  repent, 
I  cannot  now  recede.    Even  whilst  we  qpeak, 
The  minislen  of  justice  wait  below : 
They  grant  me  these  brief  moments.    Now,  if  yoa 
Have  any  word  of  melancholy  oomfort 
To  speak  to  your  pale  wife,  'twere  best  to  pass 
Out  at  the  postern,  and  avoid  them  so. 

GIACOMO. 

Oh,  generous  fiiend !  How  canst  thou  pardon  me  f 
Would  that  my  life  could  purchase  thine ! 


OKUNO. 


That 


Now  comes  a  day  too  lato.   Haste ;  fere  diee  well ! 
Hear'st  thou  not  steps  along  the  oofridorf 

{EeU  GxACOMO. 
I'm  sorry  for  it ;  but  the  guards  are  waiting 
At  his  own  gate,  and  such  was  my  contrivance 
That  I  might  rid  me  both  of  him  and  them. 
I  thought  to  act  a  solemn  comedy 
Upon  the  painted  scene  of  this  new  world, 
And  to  attain  my  own  peculiar  enda 
By  some  sudi  plot  of  mingled  good  and  ill 
As  others  weave ;  but  there  arose  a  Power 
Which  grasp'd  and  snapp'd  the  threads  of  my  device. 
And  tum'd  it  to  a  net  of  ruin— Ha! 

[A  ahout  is  heard. 
Is  that  my  name  I  hear  proclaim'd  abroad  ? 
But  I  will  pass,  wrapt  in  a  vile  disguise ; 
Rags  on  my  back,  and  a  felse  iimocence 
Upon  my  fece,  through  the  misdeeming  crowd 
Which  jiudges  by  what  seems.   'T  is  easy  then 
For  a  new  name  and  for  a  country  new. 
And  a  new  life,  feshkni'd  on  old  desires. 
To  change  the  honors  of  abandon'd  Rome. 
And  these  must  be  the  masks  of  that  within. 
Which  must  remain  unalter'dd — Oh,  I  fear 
That  what  is  pass'd  will  never  let  me  rest ! 
Why,  when  none  else  is  conscious,  but  myself. 
Of  my  misdeeds,  should  my  own  heart's  contempt 
IVouble  me  f  Have  I  not  the  power  to  fly 
My  own  reproaches  I  Shall  I  be  the  slave 
Ol^whatf  A  word  f  which  dwse  of  diis  felse  worM 
Employ  against  each  other,  not  themselves ; 
As  men  wear  daggeia  not  for  aelfofience. 
But  if  I  am  miataken,  where  shall  I 
Find  die  diagniae  U>  Yndfi  IDA  fKMaisqv^ 
As  now  I  akidk  ftom  ev«rf  fA»ii  v}%\  \3£jn^ 


tt 


SHELLEY*B  POETiGAL  WORKS. 


8CEN£It 

murr  judqe. 
AenMd*  do  yon  pmdrt  fai  your  denial  f 
t  Mk  yao.  an  jrou  iimoeent,  or  guilty  f 
I  damnd  who  nere  die  peitidpaton 
IhyiNiroAnoet  Speek  tradi,  and  the  wlMile  traOk 


Poorwnlcii!  Ipi^theet  jpvt Mgr  sffUa. 


Gnaida,  Iead.ldm  not  mwtj. 


BIyOod!  I  did  not  kill  him ;  I  know  nodiiiig ; 
OuBpio  wld  die  robe  to  me  fiam  whieh 
¥oa  woaU  inftr  my  gnilt 

■BCOirP  JODOB. 

Away  widi  him! 

FIRST  JUOOK. 

Dare  yoou  widi  Upi  yet  white  from  die  lackli 
Speak  ftbef  b  it  to  aoA  a  qneitioiier, 
Hiat  yoa  would  bandy  kiver*e  talk  widi  it, 
Till  it  wind  oat  your  lift  and  aool?  Awiy! 

M4BZI0. 

Sparame!  0,ipare!  I  will  conftm. 

ynsT  JUDOK. 

Ulan  apeak. 

MAmBO. 

I  alniii^  him  in  hit  ileepi 

nUT  JUDGB. 

Whouigedyoatoitf 

MAUIO. 

Hm  own  ion  Giacomo,  and  die  young  prelate 
Onino  aent  me  to  PMreUa ;  diera 
The  ladies  Beatrice  and  Lucretia 
IVmpled  me  with  a  thousand  crowns,  and  I 
And  my  companion  forthwith  murder'd  him. 
Now  let  me  die. 

FIRST  JUDGK. 

This  sounds  as  bad  as  truth.    Guards,  there, 
Lead  forth  the  prisoners ! 

Enter  Lucretia,  Bratrice,  and  Giaoomo,  gmrded. 

Look  upon  this  man ; 
When  did  you  see  him  lastf 

BEATRICE. 

We  never  saw  him. 

MARZIO. 

You  know  me  too  well,  Lady  Beatrice. 

BEATRICE. 

I  know  thee !  How  f  where  f  when  f 

MARZIO. 

Tou  know  *twas  I 
Whom  you  did  urge  with  menaces  and  bribes 
To  kill  your  father.    When  the  thing  was  done. 
You  clothed  me  in  a  robe  of  woven  gold 
And  bade  me  thrive :  how  I  have  thriven,  you  see. 
You,  my  lord  Giacomo,  Lady  Lucretia, 
You  know  that  what  I  speak  is  true. 

[Beatrice  advaitces  touxarU  him ;  he  contrt  his 
face,  and  shrinks  back. 

Oh,  dart 
The  terrible  resentment  of  those  eyes 
On  the  dread  earth !  Turn  them  aviny  from  me ! 
TTiey  woand:  *twtu  torture  forced  the  truth.  My  lords, 
Having  asid  this.  Jet  me  be  led  to  death. 


bssfi. 


Ton  have  a  good  rapnta  for  ganrtaw 

And  wiadom:  can  it  be  that  yon  sit  hare 

To  coontenanee  a  wicked  ftm  like  ttiit 

When  aome  obacnre  and  trembling  slava  fa  < 

FVom  anfftrings  which  might  sliaka  the  i 

And  faada  to  answer,  not  as  be  briieres^ 

Bnt  as  those  may  suspect  or  do  desire, 

Whose  qoeaifona  thence  soggeat  their  onm  nftfi 

And  that  in  peril  of  such  hideoaa  tonas* 

As  mereifid  God  spares  even  the  dunU  fl^saknow 

The  thing  yon  surely  know,  which  fa  Atf  yaa. 

If  your  &ie  fiame  were  stnCeh*d  npoB  Atf  wheel. 

And  you  were  told,  Conftas  that  you  did  pofan 

Your  little  nephew :  diat  foir  blne-eyad  cliU 

Who  was  the  loadstar  of  your  fife ;  and  ikaa^ 

All  see,  since  hfa  most  swift  and  pilMl■dead^ 

That  day  and  night,  and  heaTen  and  eaorth.  aadte^ 

And  all  things  hoped  for  or  done  ihMn 

Are  changed  to  you,  duough  yow  oeaading  gifaC 

Yet  you  woold  say,  I  ooniissB  aiw  Afaf^ 

And  beg  finm  your  tormenton,  fika  dflldav*. 

The  mfoge  of  didumonble  deadi. 

I  prey  thee,  Cardinal,  thatthoa 

My  innocence. 


CAMILLO  C 

What  shall  we  dunk,  n^  kidif 
Shame  on  these  teaia !  I  thought  die  heart  was 
Which  fa  their  fountam.    I  vroaU  pledge  ay  soal 
That  she  fa  guUdeas. 

jinx>E. 

Yet  she  must  be  tortnrsd. 

CAMILLO. 

I  would  as  soon  have  tortured  mine  own  nephew 
(If  he  now  lived,  he  would  be  just  her  age; 
His  hair,  too,  was  her  color,  and  his  eyes 
Like  hen  in  shape,  but  blue,  and  not  so  deep)' 
As  that  most  perfect  image  of  God*s  tore 
That  ever  came  sorrowing  upon  the  eaidi. 
She  u  as  pure  as  speechless  infancy ! 

JunoE. 
Well,  be  her  purity  on  your  head,  my  lord. 
If  you  forbid  the  rack.    His  Hdineas 
Ei\)oin'd  us  to  punue  this  monstrous  crime 
By  the  severest  forms  of  law ;  nay  even 
TV>  stretch  a  point  against  the  criminals. 
The  prisoners  stand  accused  of  parricide. 
Upon  such  evidence  as  justifies 
Torture. 

BEATRICE. 

What  evidence  ?  !%»  man's  f 


JUDGE. 
BEATRICE  (to  MaRZIO). 

Come  near.    And  who  ait  thou,  thua 
Out  of  the  multitude  of  living  meo 
To  kill  the  iiuiocent  f 


EvsD>^ 
chosBBftftk 


\TViY  CBiAi«T'%  NwsaL 


MARZia 

EaraBlanno, 


^SV^ 


THE  OENCL 


7S 


BKATRICS. 

Fix  thine  eyee  on  mine ; 
bat  I  uA.  [Turning  to  the  Judgea. 

I  prithee  mark 
nee :  unlike  bold  cahimny 
imes  dares  not  apeak  the  thing  it  looka, 
kx>k  the  thing  he  speaks,  but  bends 
he  blind  earth. 

(To  Majlzio.)  What!  wilt  thou  say 
urder  my  own  father  f 


MAUXO. 


Oh! 


y  brain  swims  round — ^I  cannot  speak — 
orrid  torture  forced  the  truth, 
ly !  Let  her  not  look  on  me ! 
miaefable  wretch; 
U I  know ;  now,  let  me  die ! 


BEATRICE. 

by  n^  nature  I  had  been 

>  have  plann'd  Uie  crime  alleged, 

mspidoos  dictate  to  this  slave, 

:  makes  him  utter,  do  you  think 

I  left  this  two^ged  instrument 

ed ;  this  man,  this  bloody  knife 

1  name  engraven  on  the  heft, 

ithed  anud  a  world  of  foes, 

death  t   That  with  such  horrible  need 

dlence,  I  should  have  neglected 

irecaution,  as  dia  making 

t  keeper  of  a  secrat  written 

memory  f  What  is  his  poor  life  7 

rhouind  lives?  A  parricide 

d  diem  Wbb  dat;  and  see,  he  lives! 

[Turning  to  Ma&zio. 

MAEZia 

Oh,  spare  me !  Speak  to  me  no  more ! 
)t  piteous  look,  those  solemn  tones, 
e  than  torture. 

the  Judge*).   I  have  told  it  all ; 
i»,  lead  me  away  to  death. 

CAMIIXO. 

him  nearer  th6  lady  Beatrice : 
nm  her  regard  like  autumn's  leaf 
en  breath  of  the  serenest  north. 

BBATUCE. 

J  tremblest  on  the  giddy  verge 

leath,  pause  ere  thou  answerest  me ; 

ou  answer  God  with  less  dismay : 

ive  we  done  thee  ?  1,  alas ! 

Nit  on  this  earth  a  few  sad  years, 

n  was  order'd  that  a  father 

he  moments  of  awakening  life 

h  poisoning  youth's  sweet  hope ;  and  then 

one  blow  my  everlasting  soul ; 
UDted  fiune ;  and  even  that  peace 
I  within  the  core  of  the  heart's  heart 
nd  was  not  mortal ;  so  my  hate 
only  woiship  1  could  lift 

Father,  whio  in  pity  and  love, 
as  thou  dost  say,  to  cut  him  off; 

wrong  becomes  my  accusation : 

the  accuser  f   If  thou  hopest 
aven,  show  justice  upon  earth  : 
I  bloody  bond  is  a  hard  heart 
done  Buuden,  made  thy  Ufe'B  path         ( 
2Q 


Over  the  trampled  lawa  of  Ciod  and  man, 

Rush  not  before  thy  Judge,  and  say :  «*  Aty  Maker, 

1  have  done  this  and  more ;  for  there  was  one 

Who  was  BKMt  pure  and  innocent  on  earth ; 

And  because  she  endured  what  never  any 

Guilty  or  innocent  endured  before ; 

Because  her  wrongs  ooukl  not  be  lold,  nor  thought. 

Because  diy  hand  at  length  did  rescue  her; 

I  with  my  wofds  kill'd  her  and  all  her  kin." 

Think,  I  acyuie  you,  wiiat  it  is  to  slay 

The  reverence  living  in  the  minds  of  mea 

Towards  our  ancient  house,  and  stainless  fame ! 

Think  what  it  is  to  strangle  inftnt  pity, 

Cradled  in  the  belief  of  guileless  looks. 

Till  it  become  a  crime  to  suflbr.   Think 

What  'tis  to  blot  with  infiuny  and  blood 

All  that  which  shows  like  innocoice,  and  it. 

Hear  me,  great  God !  I  swear,  most  innocent. 

So  that  the  world  lose  all  discrimination 

Between  the  sly,  fierce,  wild  regard  of  guilt. 

And  that  which  now  compels  thee  to  reply 

To  what  I  ask :  Am  I,  or  am  I  not 

A  parricide  f 

MAEZIO. 

Thou  art  not! 


JITDOB. 


What  is  this? 

MAEZIO. 

I  here  declare  those  whom  I  did  accuse 
Are  innocent    *Tis  I  alone  am  guilty. 

JUDGE. 

Drag  him  away  to  tonnenis;  let  them  be 
Subtle  and  long  drawn  oat,  to  tear  the  fokls 
Of  the  heart's  inmost  oeU.    Unbind  him  nst 
Tin  he  confoai. 

MAMIO. 

Torture  me  as  ye  will : 
A  keener  pain  has  wrung  a  higher  truth 
From  my  last  breath.    She  is  most  innocent ! 
Bloodhounds,  not  men,  glut  yoorsdves  weO  widi  ma! 
I  will  not  give  you  that  fine  piece  of  natnio 
To  rend  and  ruin. 

[Etk  Mabzio,  guarded, 

OAMILLO. 

What  say  ye  now,  my  lords? 

JUDGE. 

Let  tortures  stiain  the  truth  till  it  be  white 
As  snow  thrice«fted  by  the  frozen  wind. 

CAMILLO. 

Yet  stain'd  with  blood. 

JUDGE  (to  BeATEICE). 

Know  you  this  paper,  lady  ? 

BEATEICE. 

Entrap  me  not  with  questkms.    Who  stands  here 
As  my  accuser  ?   Ha !  wilt  thou  be  he. 
Who  art  my  judge  ?  Accuser,  witness,  judge. 
What,  all  in  one  f  Here  is  Orsino's  name ; 
Where  ia  Orsino  f  Let  his  eye  meet  mine. 
What  means  this  scrawl  ?   Alas !  ye  know  not  what, 
And  therefore  on  the  chance  that  it  may  be 
Some  evil*  vrill  ye  kill  us  ? 

Enter  an  Qfctr, 

OfflCIB. 


74 


gHELLErS  PQBIICAL  WORKR 


iUMK. 

What  did  he  «7t 

OFFIGEl* 

Nothing.    As  looii  •■  we 
Hid  boand  him  on  the  wfaed,  hrmiled  oo  ui^ 
Ai  one  who  bafflei  a  daep  advoMiy; 
And  holdiaf  h»  bnftth.  diad. 

JUDOB. 

Bat  to  apply  Ae  qvflirtioii  to  thoM  prinnen^ 
Who  yat  lanain  ttiibbora. 

OAMILLO. 

1 0¥aiTiila 
Fiudiar  proeaadingi,  and  in  die  behalf 
Of  dien  moit  innocent  and  noble  penoof 
Win  we  mf  hilerat  with  the  Holy  Father. 

XUDOB. 

Let  the  Pope*e  pleaanie  then  be  done.    Meanwhile^ 
Condact  dien  culpriti  each  to  leparate  cella; 
And  be  die  enginea  ready :  ibr  this  nig^t, 
If  the  Pope't  ranlatioD  be  ae  pave, 
Pioni  and  just  ae  once.  111  wring  the  tradi 
Out  of  those  nerves  and  sinews,  groan  by  groan. 

[ExewU. 


SCENE  m. 


TkeCtUqfa  Primm. 

BiATUCi  if  di$co9end  admp  on  a  cmtdL 

Enter  Bmmiumdo, 

■UMAtDO. 

How  gendy  dumber  reata  upon  her  fiioa! 

lilke  dm  last  dioaghti  of  some  day  sweedy  qwnt 

domg  in  nic^t  and  dreams,  and  so  prolong**!. 

After  such  tonnents  as  she  bore  last  night. 

How  light  and  soft  her  breathing  comes !  Ah,  me ! 

Methinks  that  I  shall  never  sleep  again. 

But  I  must  shake  the  heavenly  dew  of  rest 

From  diis  sweet  folded  flower,  dios—wake !  awake! 

What,  sister,  canst  dioa  sleep? 

BKATMCC  ( ttwaJdng). 

I  was  just  dreaming 
That  we  were  all  in  Paradise.    Thou  knowest 
This  cell  seems  like  a  kind  of  Paradise 
After  our  father's  presence. 

BERNARDO. 

Dear,  dear  rister, 
Would  that  thy  dream  were  not  a  dream !  O,  God! 
How  shall  I  tell  f 

BKATRICE. 

^  What  wouldst  thou  tell,  sweet  brother  f 

BERNARDO. 

Look  not  so  calm  and  happy,  or,  even  whilst 
1  stand  considering  what  I  have  to  say. 
My  heart  will  br^k. 

BEATRICE. 

See  now,  thou  makest  me  weep : 
How  very  firiendleos  thou  wouldst  be,  dear  child, 
If  I  were  dead !  Say  what  thou  hast  to  say. 

BERNARDO. 

They  have  confess'd ;  diey  could  endure  no  more 
The  torture*— 

BEATRICE. 

Ha!  What  waa  there  to  coofesi! 
TTtey  mutt  have  told  some  weak  and  wicked  ^ 


To  flatter  diair  tafmantaBL    Have  thay  said 
That  thiy  wen  gnil^f  O  iifaiia  Inaoeanoa! 
That  dam  shooldat  wear  dia  BMk  of  pnlt  to  kida 
Thine  awftd  and  aaranert  <*"'"'*''n*u^ 


From  dioaa  who  know  tfaaa  boC! 

Emw  JimaB  wiA  hocurru  ami  GiAotnng 

IgmdilahsBili! 
For  aoma  briaf  tpmam  of  pain,  whksh  an  at  Isart 
Aa  mortal  as  Aa  limba  duoof^  whieli  diay  pM^ 
Are  centmiaB  of  high  aplendor  laki  in  dmHf 
And  that  etenial  honor  which  should  fiva 
Sonlika,  above  the  reek  of  mortal  lama^ 
Changed  to  a  mockery  and  a  bywoidf  What! 
Will  you  give  up  theae  bodiaa  to;  be  diagg^ 
At  honeo'  heda,  so  that  oor  hair  should  simsp 
llie  footsteps  of  the  vain  and  aensakss  laaad. 
Who,  that  they  may  make  oor  calanito 
Their  worship  and  their  spectacle,  ww  Ima 
The  chorchea  and  the  theatres  aa  void 
As  tfieir  own  heartaf  fihall  the  light  nrahilade 
Fling,  at  their  choice,  cmnes  or  filded  pi^, 
Sad  funeral  flowers  to  deck  a  livipg  corpse. 
Upon  us  aa  we  pass  to  pass  away, 
And  leave— what  memory  of  ovr  haviqg  baenF 
Infomy,  Uood,  terror,  despairf  O  thou. 
Who  wait  a  mother  to  the  parendam^ 
Kill  not  diydiiki!  Let  not  her  wroBgi  kill  thee ! 
Brother,  lie  down  with  me  upon  the  ladi, 
And  let  na  eadi  be  silent  aa  a  oorpn; 
It  soon  will  be  aa  soft  aa  any  gravau 
Tie  but  die  fidsehood  it 
Makea  die  rack  cruel. 


OIAOOIIO. 

They  will  tear  Iha  tmA 
Even  fimn  diae  at  last,  those  cmal  paina: 
For  pity  'a  sake,  say  thon  art  guilty  now. 


LUCRETIA. 


O,  speak  the  truth !  Let  us  all  quickly  die ; 
And  after  death,  God  is  our  judge,  not  they; 
He  will  have  mercy  on  us. 

BERNARDO. 

If  indeed 
It  can  be  true,  say  so,  dear  sister  mine ; 
And  then  the  Pope  will  surely  pardon  yoo. 
And  all  be  well. 

JUDGE. 

Confess,  or  I  will  warp 
Tour  limbs  with  such  keen  tortures— 

BEATRICE. 

Tortures!  Tom 
The  rack  henceforth  into  a  spinning-wheel! 
Toraue  your  dog.  that  he  may  tell  when  last 
He  lapp*d  the  blood  his  master  shed — not  ma ! 
My  pangs  are  of  the  mind,  and  of  the  heart. 
And  of  the  soul ;  ay,  of  the  inmost  soul. 
Which  weeps  within  tears  as  of  burning  gall  • 
To  see,  in  this  ill  world  where  none  are  true. 
My  kindred  fitlse  to  their  deserted  selves. 
And  with  considering  all  the  wretched  life 
Which  I  have  lived,  and  its  now  wretched  end. 
And  the  small  justice  shown  by  Heaven  and  Eiilh 
To  me  or  mine ;  and  what  a  tyrant  thou  art. 
And  what  slaves  these;  and  what  a  world  wo  nake' 
The  oppressor  and  the  oppress*d— such  pangs  eompil 
XM."}  imm^t.  HlYaXmiiLthoa  wouldst  with  mat 
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JUDGE. 

guilty  of  thy  fiither*8  death  ? 

BEATRICE. 

rather  tax  high-judging  God 

oitted  such  an  act  as  that 

e  fuffer'd,  and  which  he  beheld ; 

tterable,  and  took  from  it 

11  revenge,  all  consequence, 

ich  thou  hast  call'd  my  fiither'a  death  f  . 

18  not  what  men  call  a  crime, 

r  I  have  done,  or  have  not  done ; 

I  will    I  shall  deny  no  more. 

it  thus,  thus  let  it  be, 

nd  of  aU.    Now  do  your  will ; 

in  ■h'^ll  force  another  word. 

JUDGE. 

icted,  but  has  not  confessed. 

b.    Until  their  final  sentence 

ve  coQverBe  with  them.  You,  yoong  lord, 

lere! 

BEATRICE. 

O,  tear  him  not  away ! 

JUDGE. 

your  duty. 

CRNARDO  {emiraeing  Beatrice). 

Oh!  would  ye  divide 
nult 

offionu 
Hiat »  ttie  headsman's  busineak 

U  Imi  hocuTik,  Beatrice  and  GucoMO. 

auooMO. 
iftsi'df  b  It  aU  over  now  f 
No  refiige !  O^  weak,  wicked  tongue 
t  deatro/d  me,  would  that  thou  hadst  been 
id  thrown  to  dogs  first!   To  have  killed 
first,  and  then  betray'd  my  sister ; 
the  one  thing  innocent  and  pure 
ck  guilty  world,  to  that  which  I 
iserve !   My  wife !  my  little  ones ! 
belpless ;  and  I— Father !  God ! 
I  ibigive  even  the  unforgiving, 
ir  full  hearts  break  thus,  thus  I — 

[Covers  hi$  face  and  weept. 

LUCRETIA. 

O,  my  child ! 
i  dreadful  end  are  we  all  come ! 
[  yield  r  Why  did  I  not  sustain 
nents  7  Oh  !  that  I  were  all  dissolved 
fast  and  unavailing  tears, 
w  and  feel  not ! 

BEATRICE. 

What  'twas  weak  to  do, 
cer  to  lament,  once  being  done ;        « 
er!   The  God  who  knew  my  wrong,  and 
ade 

iy  act  the  angel  of  his  wrath, 
id  but  seems  to  have  abandon'd  us. 
t  thmk  that  we  shall  die  for  this. 
it  near  me ;  give  me  your  firm  hand, 
a  manly  heart    Bear  up!  bear  up! 
est  Lady,  put  your  gentle  head 
lap,  and  try  to  sleep  awhilm 
a  look  pale,  hollow,  and  overworn, 
ivinesi  of  watching  and  slow  grief 
ivill  sing  you  some  low,  sleepy  tune, 
rfiil,  nor  yet  sad ;  Home  dull  oJd  thing, 
(nwn  and  uauacd  old  aonoUmy, 


I  Such  as  our  country  gossips  sing  and  spin. 
Till  they  almoat  forget  they  live :  lie  down  I 
So,  that  will  da    Have  I  forgot  the  words  f 
Faith !  they  are  sadder  than  I  thought  they  were. 


SONG. 

False  fiiend,  wilt  thou  smile  or  weep 
When  my  life  is  laid  asleep  f 
little  cares  for  a  smile  or  a  tear. 
The  clay-cold  corpse  upon  the  bier ! 

Farewell !  Heigh  ho ! 

What  is  this  whisper  low  7 
There  is  a  snake  in  thy  smile,  my  dear ; 
And  bitter  poison  within  thy  tear. 

Sweet  Sleep !  were  Death  kke  to  thee, 
Qr  if  thou  couldst  mortal  be, 
I  would  close  these  eyes  of  pain ; 
When  to  wake  ?    Never  again. 

O  World!  forewell! 

listen  to  the  passing  bell ! 
It  says,  thou  and  I  must  part, 
With  a  light  and  a  heavy  heart 

[ThiKtMBClM 


SCENE  IV. 


AlkMofihBPnmM. 
Enter  Cakillo  and  Bkrmardo. 

CAMILLO. 

The  Pope  is  stem;  not  to  be  moved  or  bent 
He  look'd  as  cahn  and  keen  as  is  the  engine 
Which  tortures  and  which  kills,  exempt  itself 
From  aught  that  it  inflicts;  a  marble  form, 
A  rite,  a  law,  a  custom :  not  a  man. 
He  irown*d,  as  if  to  frown  had  been  the  trick 
Of  his  machinery,  on  the  advocates 
Presenting  the  defences,  which  he  tore 
And  threw  behind,  muttering  with  boarw,haiih  vo 
**  Which  i^nong  ye  defended  their  old  fiuher 
Kill'd  in  his  sleep  T**    Then  to  another :  **  Thou 
Dost  this  in  virtue  of  thy  place ;  'tis  well." 
He  tum'd  to  me  then,  looking  deprecation. 
And  said  these  three  vrords,  cdklly :  **They  mustd 

BERNARDO. 

And  yet  you  left  him  not  ? 

CAMILLO. 

I  urged  him  still ; 
Pleading,  as  I  could  guess,  the  devilish  wrong 
Which  prompted  your  unnatural  parent's  death: 
And  he  replied,  **  Paolo  Santa  Croce 
Murder'd  his  mother  yester-evening. 
And  he  is  fled.    Parricide  grows  so  rife 
That  soon,  for  some  just  cause  no  doubt,  the  yoi 
Will  strangle  us  all,  doxmg  in  our  chaiis. 
Authority,  and  power,  and  hoary  hair 
Are  grown  crimes  capital.    You  are  my  nephev 
You  come  to  ask  their  pardon ;  stay  a  moment ; 
Here  is  their  sentence ;  never  see  me  more 
TiU,  to  the  letter,  it  be  aU  fulfill'd." 

BERNARDO. 

O,  God,  not  so!  I  did  believe  indeed 
That  all  you  said  was  YwxX  ssA  \TO^«x^^^ffnv 
For  happy  news.    O,  Vi«w  aw  vitssd*  «xA V» 
To  bend  the  itemeiil  wutoseX  Onwi \Va»"V 
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How  I  flNlBl  dm  at  mj  dMraliMd. 
Wlwt  tkink  foa  if  I  nek  him  out,  tnd  Iwtlie 
Hii  fbet  tad  lolw  widi  IwC  tnd  bitter  tMuit 
lapwliUK  him  widi  ptKfBta,  ^mnag  hit  bnin 
Widi  iBjr  perpetul  criei,  imdl  in  nge 
Bb  HiikiB  wm  widi  hit  pmonl  cnm,  and  tnmpto 
Vpon  aj  pnMlmte  head,  ao  diat  my  blood 
Alar  alain  die  lenaeleai  di»t  on  which  he  tnadi^ 
And  ramone  waken  merojt  I  wiUdoit! 
awaitdUIretnm!  [RmIwomI. 

OAMILLO. 

AhM!  poor  boy! 
A  wrack-dawned  teaman  dina  might  pray 
!r9  dw  deaf  tea. 

&ttr  LooaxiiA,  BiAimici  ami  Giacomo,  gwardei. 

nAlWOB. 

I  haidly  dare  to  fisar 

That  tbon  brings  odier  mwi  dian  a  jwt  paidon. 

CAMILLO. 

Blay  God  in  heaven  be  leai  inenxrable 

To  the  Pope's  prajreia,  dian  he  haa  been  to  mine. 

Hare  it  the  aentsnce  and  the  wamnL 


I  am  eat  off  torn  dw  only  woiU  I  know, 
Fkom  lighl^  and  Hfi^  and  Im.  hi  ^0001%  an 
Ton  do  wdD  idBnc  me  to  tnat  m  God. 
Ibopeldotnwtinhim.    Inwhemelia 
Ctoanytnnlt  And yat my baait ia eoU. 
[Dmv^Hmhikr  ^mekm  OtAComo km 


Guooiio 

aiAOOMa 
Kitow  yM  not,  hiodier--Sidar,  kmiw  ymi  aolt 
Bemudo  ef«n  now  hat  gone  to  impkvt 
The  Pope  to  grant  our  pardon. 


BKATBICX  (lotZtSy). 


Oh, 


My  God!  Cto  it  be  ponUe  I  have 

To  die  io  aoddenly !  So  young  to  go 

Under  die  obacure,  cold,  rotting,  wormy  ground! 

To  be  nail'd  down  into  a  narrow  place ; 

To  aae  no  more  aweet  iunhine ;  hear  no  more 

Btidie  Toica  of  Hnng  thing;  moae  not  again 

Upon  fiimiliar  tfaooghia,  md,  yet  thoa  loaL 

How  ftarful !  to  be  nothing!  or  to  be— 

Whatf  Oi  where  am  It  Let  me  not  go  mad ! 

Sweet  Heaven,  IbigiTe  weak  diou|^!   if  diara 

■honklbe 
No  God,  no  Heaven,  no  Earth  in  the  void  world ; 
The  wide,  gray,  lamplen,  deep  unpeopled  worid ! 
If  all  thing!  then  should  be — my  father's  spirit 
Id  eyt,  his  voice,  his  touch  surrounding  me ; 
The  atmosphere  and  breath  of  my  dead  life ! 
If  sometimes,  as  a  diape  more  Uke  himself. 
Even  the  form  which  tortured  me  on  earth, 
Bfask'd  in  gray  hairs  and  wrinkles,  he  should  come 
And  wind  me  in  his  hellish  arms,  and  fix 
Id  eyes  on  mine,  and  drag  mo  down,  down,  down ! 
Tot  was  he  not  alone  omnipotent 
On  Earth,  and  ever  present  7  even  though  dead, 
Does  not  his  spirit  live  in  all  that  breathe. 
And  work  for  me  and  mine  still  the  same  ruin. 
Scorn,  pain,  despair  7  Who  ever  yet  retum*d 
To  teach  the  laws  of  death's  untrodden  realm  T 
Unjust  perhaps  as  those  which  drive  us  now, 
O,  whither,  whither?   • 

LUORETIA. 

Trust  in  God's  sweet  love, 
The  tender  promises  of  Christ :  ere  night 
Think  we  s^  be  in  Paradise. 

BKATRICX. 

Tispast! 
Whatever  comes  my  heart  shall  sink  no  more. 
And  yet,  I  know  not  why,  your  words  strike  chill : 
How  tedious,  fidse  and  cold  seem  all  things.    I 
Have  met  with  much  injustice  in  this  worid ; 
JVo  diflerence  has  been  made  by  God  or  man, 

Or  any  power  moalding  my  wretched  kit, 

Twixtgood  or  myU,  aa  regarded  me. 


CUU, 
It  will  be  granted.    Wa  may  all  dmii  livt 
IVi  mtke  dieot  woaa  a  tela  for  diatont  ymmt 
CwhataduQght!  It  goahaa  la  my  haait 
lika  the  warm  bkiod. 

BEATRICE. 

Yet  bodi  will  aooD  ha  cold. 
O,  trample  oat  diat  thought!  Wont  than  deapair. 
Worse  dian  the  bittemem  of  deadi,  is  liopa : 
It  18  the  only  ill  which  can  find  piM 
Upon  the  giddy,  ahaip  and  nairaw  ~ 
TDtleriBi  beneadi  m.    Plead  widi  the  awift  frost 
That  it  shouM  spare  the  eldest  flower  of  apmg : 
Plead  with  awakenmg  Earthqiake,  o'er  wfaoae  conch 
Even  now  a  ci^  aiaiids,  strong,  ftfar,  and  fima ; 
Now  standi  and  Uackoem  yawnsb  Kkia  death.  0^ 

plead 
With  fiadne,  or  wind-walking  Peadkneev 
B&ud  lii^lmng,  or  the  deaf  aea,  not  wddk  mui ! 
Cmel,  eoM,  temal  man ;  lighteoaa  in  worii^ 
bdeedaaOiiii.    No.modier,  wemmtdia: 
Smce  andi  li  die  reward  of  innocent  Uvw; 
Such  the  alleviation  of  worrt  wrongs. 
And  whilst  our  murderen  live,  and  hard,  cold  meiw 
Smiling  and  slow,  walk  through  a  worid  of  team 
To  de^  as  to  life's  sleep ;  'twere  just  the  gimve 
Were  some  strange  joy  for  us.  Come,  obscure  DsaA, 
And  wind  me  in  thine  all-embracing  arma ! 
like  a  fond  mother  hide  me  in  diy  boaom. 
And  rock  me  to  the  sleep  from  which  none  wake, 
live  ye,  who  live,  sulgect  to  one  another 
As  we  were  once,  who  now— 

Bebxaeoo  ruahei  it. 

BE&NARDO. 

Oh,  horrible! 
That  tean,  that  looks,  that  hope  pour'd  forth  in  pnfff» 
Even  till  the  heart  is  vacant  and  despaiia, 
Should  all  be  vain !  The  ministers  of  deaA 
Are  waiting  round  the  doors.    I  thooght  I  mw 
Blood  on  the  foce  of  one — what  if  'twere  ftnef  ( 
Soon  the  heart's  blood  of  all  I  love  on  earth 
Will  sprinkle  him,  and  he  will  wipe  it  off 
As  if  'twere  only  rain.    O,  life !  O,  worid! 
Cover  me !  let  me  be  no  more !  To  see 
That  perfect  mirror  of  purO  innocence 
Wherein  I  gazed,  and  grew  happy  and  good, 
Shiver'd  to  dust!  To  see  thee.  Beatrice, 
Who  made  all  lovely  thou  did^  look  upon — 
Thee,  light  of  life— <lead,  dark!  while  I  say. 
To  hear  I  have  no  sister;  and  diou,  modier, 
WhtMe  k)ve  was  as  a  bond  to  all  oar  loves— 


V 


PROMETHEUS  UNBOUND. 


rr 


Enter  Camillo  and  Ouards. 

Tbey  oome !  Let  me 
Kki  thote  warm  lipa  before  their  cnmson  leavee 
Are  Uighted — white— -cold.    Say  fareweU,  before 
Dealh  chokea  that  gentle  voice !  O  let  me  hear 
Toa  apeak! 

BEATRICE. 

Farewelli  my  tender  brother.    Think 
Of  oar  Bad  fote  with  gontlenea,  ai  now : 
And  let  mild,  pitying  thought!  lighten  for  thee 
Thy  aorrow's  load.    Err  not  in  harsh  deipair, 
Bat  tean  and  patience.    One  thing  more,  my  child. 
For  thine  own  sake  be  constant  to  the  love 
Tlwa  bearett  m ;  and  to  the  fidth  that  I, 
Tbovif^  wrapt  in  a  itrange  cloud  of  crime  and 

■haine, 
lived  ev«r  holy  and  unstain'd.    And  though 
HI  tonguea  ihall  wound  me,  and  our  annmcHi  name 
Be  aa  a  mark  itamp'd  <m  thine  innocent  brow 


For  men  to  point  at  aa  they  pas,  do  thoa 
Forbear,  and  never  think  a  thought  unkind 
Of  thoee  who  perhaps  love  thee  in  their  graves. 
So  mayest  thou  die  as  I  do ;  fear  and  pain 
Being  subdued.    Farewell!  Farewell!  Farewell! 

BEENAEnO. 

I  cannot  say  forewell ! 

CAMILLO. 

O,  Lady  Beatrice ! 

BEATRICE. 

Give  3rourBe]f  no  unnecesBary  pain, 
My  dear  Lord  Cardinal.    Here,  modier,  tie 
My  girdle  for  me,  and  bind  up  this  hair 
In  any  simple  knot ;  ay,  that  does  welL 
And  youTB  I  see  is  coming  down.    How  ofian 
Have  we  done  this  for  one  another !  now 
We  shall  not  do  it  any  more.    My  Loid, 
We  are  quite  ready.    Well,  *tis  very  welL 


iPtrontetfirttfii  C9n<Hmn)i; 

A  LYRICAL  DRAMA,  IN  FOUR  ACTS. 


Audisne  bse,  Ampiiiarae,  sab  terram  abdite  1 


PREF.ICE 


The  Greek  tragic  writers,  in  selecting  as  their  sul^ect 
any  poition  of  their  national  history  or  mythology, 
employed  in  their  treatment  of  it  a  certain  arbitrary 
diaeretion.  They  by  no  means  conceived  themselves 
boand  to  adhere  to  the  common  interpretation*  or  to 
imitato  in  story  as  in  title  their  rivals  and  predeces- 
lOfB.  Sack  R  system  would  have  amounted  to  a 
resignation  of  those  claims  to  preference  over  their 
competitors  which  incited  the  composition.  The 
Agamemnonian  story  was  exhibited  on  the  Athenian 
Uieatre  with  as  many  variations  as  dramas. 

I  have  presumed  to  employ  a  similar  license.  The 
"  Prometheus  Unbound**  of  iEschylus  supposed  the 
reconciliation  of  Jupiter  with  his  victim  as  the  price 
o£  die  disclosure  of  the  danger  threatened  to  his 
by  the  consummation  of  his  marriage  with 
Thetis,  according  to  this  view  of  the  subject, 
given  in  marriage  to  Peleus,  and  Prometheus, 
by  die  permission  of  Jupiter,  delivered  frera  his  cap* 
tivity  Iqf  Hercules.  Had  I  framed  my  story  on  this 
VBodel,  I  should  have  done  no  more  than  have  at- 
*0>Qpied  to  restore  the  lost  drama  of  iEschylus ;  an 
•^hition,  which,  if  my  preference  to  this  mode  of 
^'^•ting  the  subject  had  incited  mo  to  cherish,  the 
"Boollection  of  the  high  comparison  such  an  attempt 
'VvoQld  challenge  might  well  abate.  But,  in  truth,  I 
^*^  aveise  from  a  catastrophe  so  feeble  as  that  of 
r?|^^|Qciltng  the  Champion  with  the  Oppressor  of  man< 
*^^  The  moral  interest  of  the  foble,  which  is  so 
^l^^rfolly  sustained  by  the  sufierings  and  endurance 
^Prometheus,  would  be  annihilated  if  we  could 
r'^'ceive  of  biio  m  mmaying  hm  lugh  hngOBge  and 
^'^^ihaig  btim  bu  ncceaaful  and  perUdknu  adver- 


sary. The  only  imaginary  being  reaemb]nig''in  any 
degree  Prometheus,  is  Satan ;  and  Prometheus  is,  in 
my  judgment,  a  more  poetical  character  dian  Satan, 
because,  in  addition  to  courage,  and  majesty,  and  firm 
and  patient  opposition  to  omnipotent  fivce,  he  is  sui^ 
ceptible  of  being  described  as  exempt  fiom  the  taints 
of  ambition,  envy,  revenge,  and  a  desire  for  personal 
aggrandizement,  which,  in  the  Hero  of  Pandise  Lost, 
interfere  with  the  interest  The  character  of  Satan 
engenders  in  the  mind  a  pernicious  casuistry,  which 
leads  us  to  weigh  his  foidts  with  his  wrongs,  and  to 
excuse  the  former  because  the  latter  exceed  all  mea- 
sure. In  the  minds  of  those  who  consider  that  mag- 
nificent fiction  with  a  religious  feeling,  it  engenders 
something  worse.  But  Prometheus  is,  as  it  were, 
the  type  of  the  highest  perfection  of  moral  and  intel- 
lectual nature,  impelled  by  the  purest  and  the  truest 
motives  to  the  best  and  noblest  ends. 

This  Poem  was  chiefly  written  upon  the  mountain 
ous  ruins  of  the  Baths  of  Caracalla,  among  Uie 
flowery  glades,  and  thickets  of  odoriferous  blossom- 
ing trees,  which  are  extended  in  ever-winding  laby- 
rinths upon  its  immense  platforms  and  dizzy  arches 
suspended  in  the  air.  The  bright  blue  sky  of  Rome, 
and  the  efiect  of  the  vigorous  awakening  spring  in 
that  divinest  climate,  and  the  new  life  with  which  it 
drenches  the  spirits  even  to  intoxication,  were  the 
inspiration  of  this  drama. 

The  imagery  which  I   have  employed  will  be 
found,  in  many  instances,  to  have  been  drawn  from 
the  operations  of  the  human  mind,  or  fiom  those  ex- 
ternal actions  by  which  they  are  expressed.    This  is 
unusual  in  modem  poetry,  slthou%h  DaxkV^  asA^tio^- 
speare  are  full  of  instances  ot  ii)d«  «usA\asA\  \y!isv\» 
indeed  more  than  any  oihei  \o«V  ixA  "wC^  ^p«^^ 
succeaa.  But  the  GteeV  v^^e^  «•  vmxjwa  Vi^w"^*^ 
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iMoniM  of  swaksning  the  wfmfa^  of  tteir  ood- 
HBpomtei  wot  mkiiowii,  ivon  in  die  hobitaalvn 
of  Ikb  pMw;  and  it  li  tiio  Midir  of  thoir  worin 
Criaee  a  kighar  norit  would  probably  be  denied  ■<), 
to  «Aidi  I  am  wiUing  that  ny  nadeiariioald  uipala 
fldi  iingnkii^. 

One  wofd  it  doe  ui  candor  to  the  degree  hi  ^MA 
Are  emdy  of  oontemporaiy  writingi  may  have  tinged 
BV  oomixMitian,  tor  mek  haa  been  a  topic  of  eeneoie 
witti  ropod  to  poeme  &r  more  popular,  and  indeed 
man  deeervedly  popular,  dian  mine.  It  ii  impoHibl 
Aat  any  one  who  inhafaiti  the  aame  age  wifli  audi 
writen  m  dme  who  aland  in  the  ftramoat  lanki  of 
cor  own,  can  conadentkHiily  aamra  himeelf  that  hie 
langnage  and  tone  of  Ihou^  mi^  not  have  been 
modified  fay  the  atody  of  the  prodoctioaa  of  dioae  es- 
tmocdinaiy  imellectL  It  ia  true,  that,  not  the  apiiit 
of  dieir  geniua,  but  the  fame  in  which  it  haa  mani- 
ftaled  itid£  are  doe  lam  to  the  pecnliaritiea  of  their 
own  miade  dian  to  the  peeuliarity  of  the  moral  and 
inteUectual  conditioo  of  the  minda  among  which  Aey 
haTO  been  produced.  Thua  a  number  of  writam 
pomeai  the  fctm,  whiht  tficy  want  the  qaiitof  flwee 
whom,  it  iiallaged,  they  imitato;  becavm  the  ftrmer 
ia  the  endowment  of  the  age  in  which  they  live,  and 
the  lattef  nraet  be  the  flff^^n«nin^nM*atiH  hgfatning  of 
their  own  mind* 

The  peculiar  atyle  of  intonae  and  oomprebeoaive 
imageiy  which  dietinguiihee  the  modem  litemture 
of  Kw^and,  haa  not  been,  aa  a  general  power,  the 
product  of  dw  imitation  of  any  paiticolar  writer. 
TIm  mam  of  capabflitjea  remaina  at  e^rtKy  period 
materially  the  mme;  the  ciwmnetanffeewhidi  awaken 
it  to  action  perpecnally  dianga.  If  Kngland  wero 
divided  into  SUtty  repuUice,  each  equal  in  population 
and  eitent  to  Athena,  diere  ii  no  reaeon  to  anppoee 
but  that,  under  institutionB  not  more  perfect  than 
thoee  of  Athena,  each  would  produce  pbiloaophen 
and  poetB  equal  to  those  who  (if  we  except  Shak- 
apeare)  have  never  been  aurpodNed.  We  owe  the 
great  writen  of  the  golden  ago  of  our  literature  to 
that  fervid  awakening  of  the  public  mind  which 
shook  to  dost  the  oldest  and  most  oppressive  form  of 
the  ChristiBn  religion.  We  owe  A^lton  to  the  pro- 
gress and  development  of  the  same  spirit :  the  sacred 
Afilton  was,let  it  ever  be  remembered,  a  republican, 
and  a  bold  inquirer  into  morals  and  religion.  The 
great  writers  of  our  own  ago  are,  we  have  reason 
to  suppose,  the  companions  and  fbrorunners  of  some 
unimagined  change  in  our  social  condition  or  the 
opinions  which  cement  it  The  cloud  of  mind  is 
discharging  its  collected  lightning,  and  the  equilib- 
rium between  institutions  and  opinions  is  now  re- 
storing, or  is  about  to  be  restored. 

As  to  imitation,  poetry  is  a  mimetic  art  It  createa, 
but  it  creates  by  combination  and  representation. 
Poetical  abstractions  are  beautiful  and  new,  not  be- 
cause the  portions  of  which  they  are  composed  had 
no  previous  existence  in  the  mind  of  man  or  in  nature, 
but  because  the  whole  produced  by  their  combination 
has  some  intelligible  and  beautiful  analogy  with  thoee 
sources  of  emotion  and  thought,  and  with  the  con- 
temporary condition  of  them :  one  great  poet  is  a 
masterpiece  of  nature,  which  another  not  only  ought 
to  smdy  but  must  study.  He  might  as  wisely  and  as 
easily  determine  that  his  mind  should  no  longer  be 


tha  mimr  of  nD  Oat  k  knrely  in  tho  Tkdfalo 
w  aidndo  fioni  hie  oontea|ilaiioa  the  batsiifiil  wladi 
eiimi  in  dw  wriifa^  of  a  gnat  contBMporaiy.  TW 
prataneo of  doiqg it  woaM  be m proeimiptioB  mmf 
bat  the  graatast;  dw  eAe^  oven  in  him,  wonld  be 
ammad,  imnatnial,  mJ  iaeflbotuaL  A  poat  is  fte 
iMHiiiMiifii  prouma  01  aocn  mmnm  powen  aa  meonj 
thaantoroofodwri;  andofaoch«EienalmiacBMB 
aa  oKdto  mod  aoalain  theae  powen;  Iwianot  ane^ 
bat  bodk  Evaiy  man*ii  mhid  ii^  in  due  laspaei, 
modified  by  all  the  olvecti  of  naton  ud  ait;  bf 
ovaiy  word  and  eveiy  anggeaiioa  wiiidi  ho  ovarn^ 
mitted  to  aot  upon  hie  cenachwanam;  it  ia  dm  ainQr 
upon  which  aU  fame  are  wfleoted,  and  in  winch 
Aejr  oompoee  one  ftnn.  Poets^  not  odMnrimhsn 
phiiOBopbem,  painten,  eenlpton,  and  mnriciin^  am, 
in  one  aenaa,  the  creaton^  and  in  nnntkm,  the  ere- 
atioomofdieirage.  fVom  dn  anhieetkn  the  kdiHt 
donoteaeapa.  There  is  a  aimikrily  botwean  Homer 
and  Hesiod,  between  iEechylna  nd  EaripUai^  be- 
tween ^^rgil  and  Horace,  betwoan  Dante  and  Fe- 
tnrdi,  between  Shakspeare  and  Fletcher,  between 
Diydenand  Pope;  each  haaaganerie  neemblance 
ladar  wluoh  dieir  apedfic  dietiiMitioBa  are  amoged. 
If  diii  rimikri^be  dm  reaultof  imilaliQn,  I  am  will- 
ing  to  oonfem  dtet  I  have  imitoted. 

Let  diia  opportunity  bo  coooedad  to  ma  of  ac^ 
knowledgnig  that  I  have,  what  m  Seotck  phSoaopher 
charaeteriadoaDy  terme,  <*  a  paarion  Arnftcming  d» 
woild  :**  what  paarinn  incited  him  to  write  and  pah> 
Ush  hie  boo^  he  omiti  to  exphdik  For  my  pait,  I 
had  ndier  bo  damned  with  Plato  and  Lord  Bteo^ 
dmn  09  to  Heaven  widi  Fkley  and  IfallfaniL  Bttit 
ki  a  mirtako  to  aappoae  that  I  dedlooto  my  poetial 
oomporitkma  aolely  to  the  diredt  anfiveanaent  of  m- 
ftnn.or  thatlconrider  dmm  in  any  degree  i 
taining  a  reaaoned  eystem  on  dm  theory  of 
life.  Didactic  poetry  is  my  abhorrence ;  noihmg  csa 
be  equally  well  expressed  in  proee  that  is  not  tediom 
and  supererogatoiy  in  verre.  My  purpose  has  faithefio 
been  simply  to  femiliariae  the  highly  refined  imsgi- 
nation  of  the  more  select  dassee  of  poetical  readen 
with  beautiful  idealisms  of  moral  excellence ;  awaie 
that  until  the  mind  can  love,  and  admire,  and  trart, 
and  hope,  and  endure,  reasoned  principles  of  moral 
conduct  are  eeeds  cast  upon  the  highway  of  Uft^ 
which  the  unconscious  pessenger  tramplea  into  dm^ 
although  they  would  bear  the  harvest  of  hie  htppt 
nees.  Should  I  live  to  accomplish  what  I  purposei 
diat  is,  produce  a  systematical  history  of  what  ap> 
pear  to  me  to  be  the  genuine  elementi  of  human  so- 
ciety, let  not  die  advocates  of  ii\justice  and  siqiei^ 
stition  flatter  themselves  that  I  should  take  iEacfaylaB 
rather  than  Plato  as  ray  model 

The  having  spoken  of  myaelf  with  unaflected  fiee- 
dom  will  need  little  apology  with  the  candid ;  and 
let  the  uncandid  consider  that  they  injure  me  km 
than  their  own  hearts  and  minds  by  miarepreeente- 
tion.  Whatever  talents  a  pemn  may  pomem  to 
amuse  and  instruct  othen,  be  they  ever  so  inconBide^ 
able,  he  is  yet  bound  to  exert  them :  if  his  attempt 
be  inefl^tual,  let  the  punishment  of  an  mrnrffff 
plished  purpose  have  been  sufficient;  let  none  trouble 
themselves  to  heap  the  duet  of  oblivion  upon  his 
eflbrls;  the  pile  they  raise  will  betray  his  gmvflb 
which  might  otherwise  have  been  unknown. 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


FROJaBTBXU& 

Demoookoon. 

JUPITXft. 

TIeEAETU. 

OCKAN. 

Apolxx). 
Mkkcurt. 
hxrculks. 
Asia,         i 
Panthea,  >  Oceomdes. 

lONE,  ) 

Tke  Phantasm  of  JunrmK. 
The  Spirit  or  tux  Earth. 
Spirits  of  the  Hours. 
Spirits.    Echoes.    Fawns. 

FiTRIES. 


PROMETHEUS  UNBOUND. 


ACT  L 

Scene,  a  Ravine  tf  ley  Rocftt  in  the  Indian  Cauea" 
sus,    Prometheus  i9-di$amered  bound  to  the  Preci- 
pice.   Panthea  and  Ionb  are  teated  at  ku  feeL 
Tune^  Ni^   Jhnring  lAs  Scene,  Morning  dcnUy 
breake. 

FI0IIBTBZD8. 

MoNAACH  of  Cioda  and  Demons,  and  all  Spirit! 
Bat  One,  who  tfarong  thoee  bright  and  rolling  worlds 
Which  Thou  and  I  akme  of  living  things 
Behold  with  sleeplea  eyes !  regard  this  Earth, 
Bifade  nniltitadinoas  with  thy  ikves,  whom  thou 
Beqintatt  f>r  knee-wonhip,  prajrer,  and  praise, 
And  toil,  and  hecatombs  of  broken  hearta. 
With  lear  and  selfcootempt  and  barren  hope. 
Whilst  me,  who  am  thy  foe,  eyelen  in  hate. 
Hast  dura  made  reign  and  triumph,  to  thy  soom, 
O^er  mine  own  miaery  and  thy  vain  revenge. 
Iliree  thouaiid  jrears  of  ■leep'mMhelter'd  hoius. 
And  momenls  aye  divided  by  keen  panga 
IfSL  they  leem'd  yean,  torture  and  aolitude, 
Scorn  and  despair^ — ^Ihese  are  mine  empire, 
Hore  glorions  fiir  than  that  which  thou  surveyest 
•l*iom  thine  unenvied  throne,  0,  Mighty  God ! 
Almi^ity,  had  I  deign*d  to  share  the  shame 
Of  tlune  ill  tjrranny,  and  hung  not  here 
i^afl'd  to  this  wall  of  eagle-baffling  mountain, 
^^lack,  wintry,  dead,  unmeasured ;  without  herb, 
Xsisect,  or  bMst,  or  shape  or  sound  of  life. 
■^h  ne,  alas .'  pain,  pain  ever,  for  ever ! 

^Vb  change,  no  pause,  no  hope !    Yet  I  endure. 
1   ask  the  Earth,  have  not  the  mountains  felt? 
^  ssk  yoQ  Heaven,  tho  all-boholding  Sun, 

it  not  seen  f   The  Sea,  in  storm  or  calm, 
iven*s  ever-changing  Shadow,  spread  below, 
ive  its  deaf  waves  not  heard  my  agony  ? 
Ak  me!  alas,  pain,  pain  ever,  for  ever! 

J^  crawling  glaciers  piorrc  me  with  the  speais 
^  thsir  mooa-freexing  crywtab;  the  bright  cbaum 


Eat  with  their  burning  cold  into  my  bones. 
Heaven's  winged  hound,  polluting  fiom  thy  Ups 
His  beak  in  poison  not  his  own,  tears  up 
My  heart;  and  shapeless  sights  come  wandering  by. 
The  ghastly  people  of  the  realm  of  dream. 
Mocking  me:  and  the  Earthquake-fiends  are  charged 
To  wrench  the  rivets  from  my  quivering  wounda 
When  the  rocks  split  and  close  again  behind : 
While  from  their  loud  al^rsses  howling  thxong 
The  genii  of  the  storm,  urging  the  rage 
Of  whirlwind,  and  afflict  me  with  keen  haiL 
And  yet  to  me  welcome  is  day  and  night. 
Whether  one  breaks  the  hoar  frost  of  the  mom. 
Or  starry,  dim,  and  slow,  the  other  climbs 
The  leaden-color'd  east ;  for  then  they  lead 
The  wingless,  crawling  hours,  one  among  whom 
— As  some  dark  Priest  hales  the  reluctant  victim—. 
Shall  drag  thee,  cruel  King,  to  fcbs  the  blood 
From  these  pale  feet,  which  then  might  trample  thee 
If  they  disdain'd  not  such  a  prostrate  slave. 
Disdain!  Ah  no!  I  pity  thee.     What  ruin 
Will  hunt  thee  undefended  through  the  wide  Heaven! 
How  will  thy  soul,  cloven  to  its  depth  with  tenor, 
Gape  Uke  a  hell  within !  I  speak  in  grie^ 
Not  exultation,  for  I  hate  no  more 
As  then,  ere  misery  made  me  wise.    Hie  emse 
Once  breathed  on  thee  I  would  recall  Ye  Afomitains, 
Whose  many-voiced  Echoes,  through  the  mist 
Of  cataracts,  flung  the  thunder  of  that  spell ! 
Ye  icy  Springs,  stagnant  with  wrinkling  frost, 
Which  vibrated  to  hear  me,  and  then  crept 
Shuddering  through  India!  Thou  serenest  Air, 
Through  which  the  Sun  walks  burning  without  beams! 
And  ye  swift  Whirlwinds,  who  on  poised  wingi 
Hung  mute  and  moveless  o*er  3ron  hosh*d  abyss, 
As  thunder,  louder  than  your  own,  made  rock 
The  orbed  world  !  If  then  my  words  had  power, 
Though  I  am  changed  so  that  aught  evil  wish 
Is  dead  uithin ;  although  no  memory  be 
Of  what  is  hate,  let  them  not  lose  it  now ! 
What  was  that  curse?  for  ye  all  heard  me  speak. 

first  voice  :   FROM  THE  M0I7NTAIN8. 

Thrice  three  hundred  thousand  years 
O'er  the  Earthquake's  couch  we  stood : 

Oft,'  as  men  convulsed  with  fears. 
We  trembled  in  our  multitude. 

SECONO  voice  :  FROM  THE  SPRINQS. 

Thunderbolts  had  parch'd  our  water. 
We  had  been  stain'd  with  Utter  blood. 

And  had  run  mute,  'mid  shrieks  of  slaughter. 
Through  a  city  and  a  solitude. 

THIRD  VOICE  :  FROM  THE  AIR. 

I  had  clothed,  since  Earth  uprose, 
Its  wastes  in  colors  not  their  own ; 

And  oft  had  my  serene  repose 
Been  cloven  by  many  a  rending  groan. 

FOURTH  VOICE :   FROM  THE  WHIRLWINDS. 

We  had  soar'd  beneath  these  mountains 
Unresting  ages ;  nor  had  thunder. 

Nor  yon  volcano's  flaming  fountains. 
Nor  any  vtower  «bo\e  ot  \un\«t 
Ever  made  us  mule  vaVkv  viooi^Qi. 
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FnfT  VOICfS. 

Bat  never  bow*d  our  mowy  creit 
Ab  at  the  voice  of  thine  unraet 

ncoND  voicx. 

Never  rach  a  ■oond  before 

To  the  Indian  waves  we  bore. 

A  pilot  aalccp  on  the  bowling  lea 

Leap*d  up  from  the  deck  in  agony, 

And  heard,  and  cried,  **  Ah,  woe  is  me  !** 

And  died  as  mad  ai  the  wild  waves  be. 

THIRD  VOICE. 

By  rach  dread  words  from  Earth  to  Heaven 
My  still  realm  was  never  riven : 
When  ifii  womid  was  closed,  there  stood 
Darkness  o'er  the  day  like  blood. 

FOURTH  VOICE. 

And  we  shrank  back :  for  dreams  of  ruin 
To  fioien  caves  our  flight  pursuing 
Made  us  keep  silence — thus — and  thn^~ 
Though  ailence  is  a  hell  to  us. 

THE  EARTH. 

The  tongueless  Caverns  of  the  craggy  hills 
Cried,  **  Misery !"  then ;  the  hollow  Heaven  replied, 
''Miseiy!*'  And  the  Ocean's  purple  waves. 
Climbing  the  land,  howl'd  to  the  lashing  winds, 
And  the  pale  nations  heard  it,  **  Misery!" 

PROMETHEUS. 

I  hear  a  sound  of  voices :  not  the  voico 
Which  I  gave  forth.    Mother,  thy  sons  and  thou 
Scorn  him,  without  whoNo  all-enduring  will 
Beneath  tlm  fierce  omniiiotcnco  of  Juvo, 
Both  they  nnd  thuu  had  vaniali'd,  like  thin  mist 
Unrolled  un  ilic  morning  wind.     Know  ye  nut  me. 
The  Titan  ?    He  who  matio  his  ngony 
The  barrier  to  your  else  all-confiucring  fJw*  ? 
Oh,  rock-emhoHomM  lawTis,  and  anow-frd  ntreoms, 
Now  seen  athwart  froro  vai>ora,  deep  l)clow, 
Through  whose  o'oriiihaduwing  woimIr  I  wuuder'd  once 
With  Asia,  drinking  life  fnmi  hor  luved  eyes ; 
Why  flconiB  the  spirit  which  inltirnui  ye,  now 
To  commune  with  me  ?  me  alone,  wlio  check'd, 
As  one  who  checks  a  ficnd-dmwn  charioteer, 
The  falsehood  and  the  foree  of  him  who  reigns 
Supreme,  and  with  the  gnuinB  of  pining  slaves 
Fills  your  dim  gleuM  and  liquid  wildernesses: 
Why  answer  ye  not,  still  f  Brethren ! 

THE  EARTH. 

Tliey  dare  not 

PROMETHEUS. 

Wlio  dares  ?  for  I  would  hear  thot  curse  again. 

Ha !  what  an  awful  whisper  rises  up ! 

Tis  Pcarce  like  sound  ;  it  tingles  through  the  frame 

Am  lightning  tingles,  hovering  ere  it  strike. 

Speak,  Spirit !  from  thine  inoi^anic  voice 

I  only  know  that  thou  art  moving  near 

And  love.     How  cursed  I  him  ? 

THE  EARTH. 

How  canst  thou  hoar. 
Who  knowest  not  the  language  of  the  dead  ? 

PROMETHEUS. 

77jou  art  a  living  spirit ;  speak  as  thry. 


THE  EARTH. 

I  dare  not  apeak  Uke  life,  lest  Heaven's  fUI  Kaf 
Should  hear,  and  link  me  to  some  wheel  of  pain 
More  torturing  than  the  one  whereon  1  rolL 
Subtle  thou  art  and  good ;  and  though  die  Gocb 
Hear  not  this  voice,  yet  thou  art  more  than  God, 
Being  wise  and  kind :  earnestly  beoilbao  now. 

PROMETHBUB. 

Obacnrely  through  my  brain,  like  shadcnn  doa. 
Sweep  awful  thoughts,  rapid  and  thick.    I  feel 
Faint,  like  one  mingled  in  entwining  love ; 
Yet  'tis  not  pleasure. 

THE  EARTH. 

No,  thou  canst  not  hear: 
Thou  art  immortal,  and  this  tongue  ia  known 
Only  to  those  who  die. 

PROMETHEUS. 

And  what  art  thou, 
O,  melancholy  Voice  7 

THE  EARTH. 

I  am  the  Earth, 
Thy  mother :  she  within  whose  stony  veins. 
To  the  last  fibre  of  the  loftiest  tive 
Whose  thin  leaves  trembled  in  the  froien  air, 
Joy  ran,  as  blood  within  a  living  frame. 
When  thou  didst  from  her  boeom.  like  a  doud 
Of  glory,  arise,  a  spirit  of  keen  joy ! 
And  at  thy  voice  her  pining  sons  upUfVcd 
Their  prostrate  brows  from  the  polluting  dust. 
And  our  ahnighty  Tyrant  with  fierce  dread 
Grow  pale,  until  his  thunder  chain'd  thee  here. 
Then,  see  those  milUon  worlds  which  bum  and  roD 
Around  us :  their  inhabitants  beheld 
My  sphered  light  wane  in  wide  Heaven ;  the  sea 
Was  lilted  .by  strange  tempest,  and  new  fire 
From  earthquake-rifted  mountains  of  bright  snow 
Shot)k  its  portentous  hair  beneath  Heaven's  frown 
Lightning  and  Inundation  vex'd  the  plains  ; 
Blue  thistles  bloom'd  in  ciiio« ;  fJxxlless  toails 
Witliin  voluptuous  ehurabt^rs  jMinting  crawl'd  ; 
When  Plaguo  had  fiiUen  on  man, and  l>east,and  worm. 
And  Famine ;  and  black  blight  on  herb  and  tr^e ; 
And  in  the  com,  and  vines,  and  meadow-grass, 
Teem'd  ineradicable  iwisonutiH  weeds 
Draining  their  growtli,  fi)r  my  wan  bn.'ost  was  dry 
With  grief;  and  the  thin  air,  my  breath,  was  utamd 
With  the  contagion  of  n  mother's  hato 
Breathed  on  her  c^iild's  destroyer ;  aye,  I  heaid 
Thy  curse,  the  which,  if  tliou  rememl)crest  not. 
Yet  my  innumerable  seas  and  streaniM, 
Mountains,  and  caves,  and  winds,  and  yon  wide  air. 
And  the  inarticulate  people  of  the  dead. 
Preserve,  a  treasured  sp<'ll.     We  me<litate 
Tn  secret  joy  and  hopo  those  dreadful  woids. 
But  dare  not  speak  them. 

PROMETHEUS. 

Venerable  mother f 
All  else  who  live  and  softer  take  from  thee 
Some  comfort ;  flowers,  and  fruits,  and  huppy  wunJ*!. 
And  love,  though  fleeting ;  these  may  not  be  mine 
But  mine  own  words,  I  pray,  deny  me  not. 

THE  EARTH. 

They  shall  Iw  told.     Kre  Babylon  was  dust, 
Tlie  MagiiH  Zoroas'ter,  my  dead  child. 
MclY\\A  owuwwsi^c  walking  in  the  garden. 


\ 
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f  then  ve  two  worldfl  of  life  and  death : 
which  tfaoa  beholdett;  bat  the  other 
lealh  the  g^ve,  where  do  inhabit 
lowB  of  all  forma  that  think  and  live 
h  unite  them  and  they  part  no  more ; 
ind  the  light  imaginingi  of  men. 
that  faith  creates  or  love  detires, 
,  itrange,  sublime  and  beauteous  shapes, 
lou  art,  and  dost  hang,  a  writhing  shade, 
iilwind-peopled  mountains ;  all  the  gods 
e,  and  all  the  powers  of  nameless  worlds, 
$ptred  phantoms;  heroes,  men,  and  beasts; 
nogorgon,  a  tremendous  gloom ; 
the  supreme  Tyrant,  on  his  throne 
tnf  gold.    Son,  one  of  these  shall  utter 
se  which  all  remember.    Coll  at  will 
vni  ghost,  or  the  ghost  of  Jupiter, 
r  Typhon,  or  what  mightier  Gods 
i-proJifie  Evil,  since  thy  ruin 
•rung,  and  trampled  on  my  prostrate  sons. 
1  diey  must  reply :  so  the  revenge 
Supreme  may  sweep  through  vacant  shades, 
r  wind  through  the  abandpa'd  gate 
len  palace. 

PR01IETHSI78. 

Mother,  let  not  aught 
which  may  be  evil,  paa  again 
or  those  of  anght  reaembhng  me. 
m  of  Jupitar,  arise,  appear! 

lONXi 

My  wing!  are  ftlded  o'er  mine  ears ; 

My  wing^  are  crossed  o'er  mine  eyes : 
Yet  thioui^  their  silver  shade  appears. 

And  thimigh  their  lulling  plumes  arise, 
A  Shape,  a  duong  of  sounds ; 

May  it  be  DO  iU  to  thee, 
0  flMNi  of  nany  wounds ! 
•r  whom,  fcr  our  sweet  sister's  sake, 
er  tbiQM  we  watch  and  wake. 


PAMTHXA. 

Hie  sound  is  of  whirlwind  underground, 
EarUiquake,  and  fire,  and  mountains  cloven ; 

Hie  shape  is  awful  like  the  sound, 
Clothed  in  dark  purple,  star4nwoven. 

A  sceptre  of  pale  gold 
To  stay  steps  proud,  o'er  the  slow  cloud 

Wm  vnned  hand  doth  hold. 

nel  he  looks,  but  calm  and  strong, 

ke  one  who  does,  not  sufieis  wrong. 

PHANTASM   OF  JXTPrm. 

ire  the  secret  powers  of  this  strange  world 
me,  a  fiail  and  empty  phantom,  hither 
St  storms  ?  What  unaccustom'd  sounds 
vering  on  my  lips,  unlike  the  voice 
rhich  our  pallid  race  hold  ghastly  talk 
I  f  And,  proud  suflerer,  who  art  thou  f 


Gray  mountains,  and  old  woods,  and  haunted  springi, 
Prophetic  caves,  and  isle-surrounding  streams. 
Rejoice  to  hear  what  jtl  ye  cannot  speak. 

PHANTASM. 

A  spirit  seizes  me  and  speaks  within : 
It  tears  me  as  fire  tears  a  thundercloud. 

PANTHEA. 

See,  how  he  liAs  his  mighty  looks,  the  Heaven 
Darkens  above. 

lONX. 

He  speaks !  O  shelter  me ! 

PR0METHZU8. 

I  see  the  cmse  on  gestures  proud  and  cold, 
And  looks  of  firm  defiance,  and  calm  hate. 
And  such  despair  as  mocks  itself  with  smiles. 
Written  as  on  a  scroll:  yet  speak:  Oh,  speak! 

PHANTASM. 

Fiend,  I  defy  thee!  with  a  calm,  fix'd  mind. 
All  that  thou  canst  inflict  I  bid  thee  do ; 

Foul  Tyrant  both  of  Gods  and  Human-kiiid, 
One  only  being  shalt  thou  not  subdue. 

Rain  then  thy  plagues  upon  me  here. 

Ghastly  disease,  and  fi«nzying  fear ; 

And  let  alternate  frost  and  fire 

Eat  into  me,  and  be  thine  ire 
Lightning,  and  cutting  hail,  and  legion'd  forma 
Of  furies,  driving  by  upon  the  wounding  storms. 

Ay,  do  thy  worst   Thou  art  omnipotent 
O'er  all  thmgs  but  thyself  I  gave  thee  power. 

And  my  own  wilL    Be  thy  swift  mischiflii  sent 
To  blast  mankind,  fitun  yon  ethereal  tower. 

Let  thy  malignant  spirit  move 

In  darkness  over  those  I  love : 

On  me  and  mine  I  imprecate 

The  utmost  torture  of  thy  hate ; 
And  thus  devote  to  sleepless  agony. 
This  undeclining  head  while  thou  must  rdgn  on  high. 


paoMrrnsus. 
idoos  Image !  as  thou  art  must  be 
om  Ihon  shadowest  fbrth.    I  am  his  Ibe, 
tan.    Speak  the  words  which  I  would  hear, 
Sh  no  thought  inform  thine  empty  voice. 

THE  KAKTU. 

And  Ihaagh  yoarecboet  mutt  be  mute. 


But  thou,  who  art  the  God  and  Lord :  O,  thou. 
Who  fillest  with  thy  soul  this  world  of  woe. 

To  whom  all  things  of  Earth  and  Heaven  do  bow 
In  fear  and  worship :  all-prevailing  Ibe ! 

I  curse  thee !  let  a  suflerer's  curw 

Clasp  thee,  his  torturer,  like  remorre; 

Till  thine  Infinity  shall  be 

A  robe  of  envenom'd  agony ; 
And  thine  Omnipotence  a  crown  of  pain. 
To  cling  Uke  burning  gold  round  thy  dissolving  brain. 

Heap  on  thy  soul,  by  virtue  of  this  Curse, 

ni  deeds,  then  be  thou  damn'd,  beholding  good ; 
Both  infinite  ais  is  die  univenw, 

And  thou,  and  thy  self-torturing  solitude. 
An  awful  image  of  calm  power 
Though  now  thou  sittost,  let  the  hour 
Come,  when  thou  must  appear  to  be 
That  which  thou  art  internally. 
And  after  many  a  &lse  and  fruitless  crime. 
Scorn  track  thy  lagging  ftll  through  boundless  space 
and  time. 


TiioiKrtKt.\s%. 
Were  these  my  wm^  O  V«x«ta  \ 


^^^ 


SHELLEY'S  POEnCAii  WOBKa 


TImj  wan  AioA. 


It  dodi  repent  me :  iwonb  are  qnidL  end 
Grief  fcr  KwtiHe  ii  blind,  and  lo  was  mine. 
I  wkh  no  living  thing  to  lafier  pain. 

THE  KAMTB. 

Miiery,  Oh  miaeiy  to  me, 
lliat  Jove  at  length  ihoald  vanqoiih  dMMb 
Wail  howl  aloud,  Land  and  Sea, 
The  Eaidi'i  rent  heart  ehall  amwer  ye. 
Howl  SpirilB  of  the  living  and  die  dead. 
Your  refuge,  your  defence  lies  fidloi  and 
quiihed. 

mar  Kcna 
liea  ftllen  and  vanquished ! 

axooNn  ECHO. 
Fallen  and  vanquished ! 

lONI. 

Fear  not:  'tis  but  some  peming  span. 

The  Titan  is  unvanquish'd  ^L 
But  see,  where  through  the  aiure  diam 

Of  yon  fbrk'd  and  snowy  hill 
Trampling  the  slant  winds  on  high 

With  golden-sandall'd  feet,  that  glow 
Under  plumes  of  purple  dye, 
like  raae-ensanguined  ivoiy, 

A  Shape  conies  now, 
Stretdiing  on  high  fiom  his  n^  hand 
A  serpent^dnctuied  wand. 

PAITTBSA. 

Tis  Jove's  worid-wandering  herald,  Mereoiy. 

lONX. 

And  who  are  those  with  h3rdni  trecaes 
And  iron  wings  that  climb  the  wind,- 

Whom  the  frowTiing  God  represses 
Like  vapors  steaming  up  behind. 

Clanging  loud,  an  endless  crowd — 


PANTHEA. 

These  ore  Jove's  tempestrwalking  hounds. 
Whom  he  gluts  with  groans  and  blood, 
When  charioted  on  sulphurous  cloud 

lie  bursts  Heaven's  bounds. 

lONE. 

Are  they  now  led,  from  the  thin  dead 
On  new  pangs  to  be  fed  f 

PANTHKA. 

The  l^tan  looks  as  ever,  firm,  not  proud. 

FIRST  FUKT. 

Ha !  I  scent  life !   . 

SKCONn  FURY. 

Let  me  but  look  into  his  eyes ! 

THIRD  FURT. 

The  hope  of  torturing  him  smells  like  a  heap 
or  corpses,  to  a  death-biitl  after  battle. 

FIRST  FI7RY. 

Lktrmt  thou  Jelay,  O  Herald!  take  cheer. HounAi 


or  Hail:  what  if  die  Son  oT  Main  aoon 
Sboold  ndw  na  fcod  and  qnrl— who  en  fiaoikil 
ThaOmnipoleiitff 


Back  to  your  loivaB  of 
And  gnvh  beside  the  atoeama  of  fira,  and  ml 
Tour  ftodlesB  teedk   Geiyan,  arise !  and  Goifiik 
ChiiMBni»aiid  thon  Sphinx,  aobdast  of  fiaadik 
Who  ninisler^d  to  Thebes  Heaven's  poiion'd 
Unoalnial  love,  and  more  tmnaUual  bila: 
Tbew  ihaU  peribim  yoartask. 

FUST  ItTST* 

We  die  with  our  desire:  drive  na  not  bock! 

MIBOUKT. 

Cnrach  dien  in  silenee. 

Awful 
To  diee  unvrilling,  most  xm\ 
I  come,  by  the  great  Fatfaer^a  vrill  driven  dowi. 
To  execnto  a  doom  of  new  revenge. 
Alas !  I  pity  thee,  and  hato  myaelf 
That  I  can  do  no  dx>re :  aye  fium  tbj  s^hl 
Returning,  fix  a  season.  Heaven  aaens  heU, 
So  thy  worn  fimn  pursues  me  ni^  and  day. 
Smiling  reproach.    Wise  art  thou,  fiim  and  good. 
But  vi^y  wooldst  stand  forth  alone  in  sHife 
Against  the  Omnipotent ;  aa  yon  dear  lampa 
That  measure  and  divide  the  weoiy  yean 
From  ^diich  there  is  no  refuge,  kxi^  have  tia|^ 
And  kng  must  teach.   Even  now  diy  Tortmar  sn 
Widi  die  stnnge  might  of  mrimagined  paioi 
Hie  powers  who  scheme  slow  agooieB  in  Hell 
And  my  commission  is  to  lead  diem  bera^ 
Or  what  more  subde,  ibul,  or  savago  fiends 
People  the  abyss,  and  leave  them  to  their  tssk. 
Be  it  not  so !  there  is  a  secret  knovmn 
To  thee,  and  to  none  else  of  living  things. 
Which  may  transfer  the  sceptre  of  wide  Heaven, 
The  fear  of  which  perplexes  the  Supreme : 
Clothe  it  in  words,  and  bid  it  clasp  bis  throne 
In  intercession ;  bond  thy  soul  in  prayer. 
And  like  a  suppliant  in  some  gorgeous  fime. 
Let  the  will  kneel  within  thy  haughty  heart : 
For  benefits  and  meek  submission  tame 
The  fiercest  and  the  mightiest 


PROMTTHEUS. 

Evil  minds 
Change  good  to  their  own  nature.    I  gave  all 
He  has ;  and  in  return  he  chains  me  here 
Years,  ages,  night  and  day :  whether  the  Sun 
Split  my  parch*d  skin,  or  in  the  moony  night 
liie  crystal-winged  snow  cling  round  my  hair: 
Whilst  my  beloved  race  is  trampled  down 
By  his  thought^executing  ministers. 
Such  is  the  Qrrant's  recompense:  'tis  just: 
He  who  b  evil  can  receive  no  good ; 
And  for  a  world  bcstow'd,  or  a  fiiend  lost. 
He  can  feel  hate,  fear,  shame;  not  gratitude: 
He  but  requites  me  for  his  own  misdeed. 
Kindness  to  such  is  keen  reproach,  which  hresb 
With  bitter  stings  the  light  sleep  of  Revenge. 
Submission,  thou  dost  know  I  cannot  try  : 
For  what  submbnion  but  that  fiUal  word. 
The  death^eal  of  mankind's  captivity, 
likA  \V\e  Sicilian's  hairsospended  swonl, 
>N\C\c\i  \x«ToX^«a  ^  «t  \aa  c»s«rc^  -^vrauSd  be  accept* 
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I  yield  ?   Which  yet  I  will  not  yield. 
I  flatter  Crime,  where  it  nis  throned 
)iiimpoCence :  secure  are  they  : 
se,  when  triumphant,  will  weep  down 
Hmidmient,  on  her  own  wrongs, 
1  avenged  by  those  who  err.    I  vniU 

Ihua,  the  retributive  hour 
Dce  we  spake  is  even  nearer  now. 

the  hell-hounds  clamor :  fear  delay  : 
Beaven  lowers  under  thy  Father's  frown. 

MERCUItT. 

we  might  be  spared.    I  to  inflict, 
.  to  snfier    Once  more  answer  me : 
>west  not  the  period  of  Jove's  power? 

raoMXTHXus. 
at  this,  that  it  must  come. 

MiactniT. 

Alas! 
Mt  not  oooDt  thy  years  to  oome  of  pain  ? 

PEOnTHEDS. 

t  while  Jove  most  reign :  nor  more  nor  lei 
leor  iear. 

MXRCiniT. 

Yet  pause,  and  plunge 
nity,  where  recorded  time, 
that  we  imagine,  age  on  age, 
If  a  point,  and  the  reluctant  mind 
Aiily  in  its  onending  flight, 
ik,  dizzy,  blind,  kit,  sbdleilen; 
ye  it  has  not  nomber'd  the  slow  years 
tion  must  spend  in  loitnre,  nnreprieved  ? 

FlOMRBKUfl. 

oe  no  dmiglit  cm  coont  them,  yet  they  pass. 

lUCRCuar. 
nigfat'sC  dwell  among  the  Gods  the  while, 
D  voluptuoua  joy  ? 

rmoiiiTRBUs. 

I  would  not  quit 
sk  ravine,  these  unrepentant  pains. 

MKEcuar. 
wonder  at,  yet  pity  thee. 

PROHETHJCUS. 

selfdespising  slaves  of  Heaven, 
within  whose  mind  sits  peace  serene, 
in  the  sun,  throned :   how  vain  is  talk ! 
the  fiends. 

lONE. 

O,  sister,  look !   White  fire 
ren  to  the  roots  yon  huge  snow-loaded  cedar; 
irfiilly  God's  thunder  howls  behind ! 

MmcuRY. 
bey  his  words  and  thine :  alas ! 
ivUy  remorse  hangs  at  my  heart ! 

PANTHEA. 

ne  the  child  of  Heaven,  with  winged  feet, 
wn  the  slanted  sunlight  of  the  dawn. 

lONZ. 

tar,  close  thy  plumes  over  thine  eyes, 
n  behold  aiid  die :  they  come :  they  come, 
ing  the  birth  of  day  virith  countless  wings, 
low  imdemeath,  like  death. 


THUIDFURT. 

Champion  of  He 


iven's  slaves ! 


ilTitm.' 


PIRST  FURY. 


SECOND  FURT. 


Prometheus ! 


PROMETHEUS. 

He  whcxn  some  dreadful  voice  invokes  is  here, 
Prometheus,  the  chain'd  l^tan.    Horrible  iwms, 
What  and  who  are  ye  7  Never  yet  there  came 
Phantasms  so  foul  through  monster-teeming  Hell 
From  the  all-miscreative  brain  of  Jove ; 
Whilst  I  behold  such  execrable  shapes, 
Methinks  I  grow  like  what  I  contemplate. 
And  laugh  and  stare  in  lotheeome  sympattiy. 

FIRST  FURT. 

We  are  the  ministers  of  pain  and  fear, 
And  disappointment,  and  mistrust,  and  hate, 
And  clinging  crime ;  and  as  lean  dogs  pursue 
Through  wood  and  lake  some  struck  and  sobbing  &wn. 
We  track  all  things  that  weep,  and  bleed,  and  hve, 
When  the  great  King  betrajrs  them  to  our  will. 

PROMETHEUS. 

Oh !  many  fearful  natures  in  one  name, 
I  know  ye ;  and  these  lakes  and  echoes  know 
The  darkness  and  the  clangor  of  your  wings. 
But  why  more  hideous  than  your  lothed  selves 
Gather  ye  up  in  legions  from  the  deep  t 

SECOND  FURY. 

We  knew  not  that:  Sisters,  rejoice,  rcgoioel 

PROMETHEUS. 

Can  aught  exult  in  its  deformity  f 

SECOND  FURY. 

The  beauty  of  delight  makes  loveis  glad, 

Gazing  on  one  another :  so  are  we. 

As  fiom  the  rose  which  the  pale  priestess  kneeb 

To  gather  for  her  festal  crown  of  flowers 

The  aerial  crimson  fiills,  flushing  her  cheek. 

So  fiom  our  victims'  destined  agony 

The  shade  which  is  our  form  invests  ns  ronnd» 

Else  we  are  shapeless  as  our  mother  Night 

PROMETHEUS. 

I  laugh  yowr  power,  and  his  who  sent  you  here, 
To  lowest  scorn-    Pour  forth  the  cup  of  pain. 

FIRST  FURY. 

Thou  thinkest  we  will  rend  thee  bone  fiom  bone 
And  nerve  fiom  nerve,  working  like  fire  within  f 

PROMETHEUS. 

Pain  is  my  element,  as  hate  is  thine ; 
Ye  rend  me  now :  I  care  not 

SECOND  FURY. 

Dost  imagine 
We  will  but  kugh  into  thy  lidless  eyes  f 

PROMETHEUS. 

I  Weigh  not  what  ye  do,  but  what  ye  sufler. 
Being  evil    Cruel  was  the  power  which  call'd 
You,  or  aught  else  so  wretched,  into  light, 

THIRD  FURY. 

Thou  think'st  we  will  live  through  thee,  one  by  one. 
Like  animal  life,  and  though  we  can  obscure  not 
The  soul  which  bums  within,  that  we  will  dwell 
Beside  it,  like  a  vain  loud  multitude 
Vexing  the  selfcontent  of  wisest  men  : 
That  we  virill  be  dread  thought  beneath  thy  brain. 
And  foul  desire  round  thine  astonish'd  heart. 
And  blood  within  thy  labyrinthine  veins. 
Crawling  like  agony. 

PROMETHEUS. 

W^iy  7a  axe  ^\tt  TAN)  \ 
Yet  am  I  king  over  myaciVf,  aiuii  tu\« 


sHELunra  poetical  wobkb. 


Fmn  the  endi  of  Iho  oarth.  fnin  Ihs  enila  or  lli 

Wben  llw  nighl  bu  in  gnve  aod  lbs  momiag  i 

Come,  come,  omne! 
Oh.  yo  who  •bake  hilbi  wilh  the  icieuQ  of  jour  mirt 
When  citiiMBiiik  howling  in  inin;  and  jro 
Who  Kiih  »ingle«  rooDlep*  tmraplo  Iho  sei. 
And  rlraip  ujnn  Shipwreck  uitl  Famine's  Irack. 
BilcbaUcriiig  wilh  joyon  the  Ibodlem  wreck ; 
Como.  come,  come ! 
Lnve  Ihe  bed.  low,  cold,  and  red< 
SlKw'd  Lwiimih  a  ODtiun  deiu]  i 


Fir 


i^lenib 


n  bloodier  Oaihei 
Wbon  je  ilii  il,  non  letuming: 

Leave  ibe  scir-cvntGiDpl  impbmlod 

In  young  iiHrila,  wnwMincluuUed. 
MJBery'i  yel  iiokiadled  Tub]  : 

Leave  Iloll'i  aecrela  half  UQchonled. 
To  Iho  manioc  drruner ,'  cruet 

More  Ihnn  ye  «ui  bo  with  hate 


up  from  Heir,  wid 

And  we  hunh 

a  Iho  blaxtt  of  Ibo 

Bui  viun!y  we 

iml  Dll  ye  come  hoi 

Bmi.  I  hear  ibe  Ibundei  of  new  mngi. 

Thne  mlid  mounlaina  quiver  with  the  wund 
Even  at  the  iremulaua  air:  ihtir  iliadowa  make 
"nie  ipnee  within  my  plumu  mora  black  lh«n  nigi 

YouT  cntl  wu  ai  a  winged  cnr. 
Driven  on  whirlwindi  flui  and  lar : 
Il  wrapl  ua  from  r&!  gulft  of  war- 

Fram  wide  citie*,  Biraino-waslcd ; 

Groom  half  heonl.  and  bloud  untuUd ; 


Sponk  nol ;  tvhiipei  not ; 
I  know  all  that  ye  would  loll. 
But  tn  apeak  might  break  Ihe  ipoll, 
Wliich  muni  bend  ibc  Invincible, 

Theuemor  Ihoilghl; 
He  yel  defie*  the  decpeU  power  oT  Hell. 


The  pale  Hoa  Of 
Shine  on  a  miMry  to  be  bome. 
Doalihau Taint. DughlyTilanl  Welaoghlhe 
DoM  Ibou  booti  Ihe  clear  knowledge  Iboik  ■ 

for  raiuil 
Then  wai  kindled  within  him  a  (hint  «1ii< 
Thoae  periahing  wnlers ;  a  IhinI  of  6erc9  1 
Hope.  love,  doabl.  deitre,  which  cDonune  hii 
One  came  (bnh  of  genila  worth. 
Stniliiig  on  Ihe  onguioe  mnh ; 
Ibi  woKla  outbved  him.  like  iwin  poi 
Withering  up  tralh,  peace,  ajid  ply 
Look!  whe»  round  ihc  wide  holism 

Many  a  millkm-peopled  cily 
Vomili  amoke  in  ibe  briehl  oir. 
Mark  thnl  oulcij  oC  deepair! 
Til  hli  mild  and  gentle  gheat 

Wailing  for  ihe  fiiith  be  kindled ; 
I^nk  again '.  the  Haiiie*  nlniDM 

To  a  glow-worm'i  lamp  htva  dwinr 
The  Hirvivoni  round  the  cobsn 
Gather  in  dread. 


PoMai 


Joy,  joy.  joy ! 


Dropa  of  bloody  agony  Qow 

Fruin  hia  white  und  i|mT«ring  bi 

Gnni  a  little  rcgpiie  now  ; 


And  FrocJuni  leads  it  fonh.  her  male 
A  legiun'd  bond  of  linked  brothera. 
Whom  Love  colls  children- 


See  how  kindred  murder  kin  I 

Tu  the  vinlnge-lime  for  dealh  and  lis 

Blood,  Uko  new  uHne,  bubblei  nilbia: 

Till  dcapoir  iimolhen 

Tha  «tniggling  wurld.  which  alavca  and  lyn 

[AS  Ihe  FuKjja  msiiiJk.  e 

Hork.  aafer !  whal  n  low  yet  dreadful  gnai 

DiunippiTsiy  it  tearing  up  the  bean 
Of  the  go<«l  Titan,  oa  .lonna  lent  Ihe  deep. 

Darest  thou  ohaervo  how  Ihe  Geoda  ioKotb  . 
Alu '.  I  look'd  forth  twice,  bul  will  no  mon 
What  didal  ihou  aee  I 
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PANTHKA. 

Hm  heaven  around,  the  earth  below 
jled  with  thick  shapes  of  human  death, 
t>le,  and  wrought  by  human  hands, 
B  appear'd  the  work  of  human  hearts, 
weie  stowly  kill'd  by  fiowns  and  smiles : 
9  agfalB  too  Ibul  to  speak  and  hve 
mdeiing  by.    Let  us  not  tempt  worse  fear 
If  ftrtfa :  those  groans  are  grief  enough. 

FuaY. 
n  emUem :  those  who  do  endure 
ODgs  ibr  man,  and  scorn,  and  chains,  but 
hMp 
]£>ld  torment  on  themselves  and  him. 

PROMXTHEUS. 

B  anguish  of  that  lighted  stare ; 

■0  wan  lips;  let  that  thorn-wounded  brow 

ot  with  blood ;  it  mingles  with  thy  tears ! 

tioae  tortured  orbs  in  peace  and  death, 

ck  throes  shake  not  that  crucifix, 

pale  fingers  play  not  with  thy  gore. 

Lb  !  TI9  name  I  will  not  speak, 

eoome  a  curse.    I  see,  I  see 

),  the  mild,  the  lofty,  and  the  just, 

ly  slaves  hate  for  being  like  to  thee, 

nted  by  ibul  lies  from  their  heart's  home, 

•chosen,  late-lamented  home ; 

sd  ounces  ding  to  the  driven  hind ; 

k*d  to  corpses  in  unwholesome  cells : 

[ear  I  not  the  multitade  kngh  loud  t — 

in  lingering  fire :  and  nugh^  realms 

my  feet,  like  sea-uprooted  isles, 

ons  are  kneaded  down  in  common  blood 

ed  light  of  their  own  burning  homes. 

FUKT. 

m  canst  see,  and  fire ;  and  canst  hear  groans : 
lings  unheard,  unseen,  remain  behind. 

PEOIOETBXUS. 
FUKT. 

n  each  human  heart  tenor  survives 

I  it  has  gorged :  the  loftiest  fisar 

they  would  disdain  to  think  were  true : 

y  and  custom  make  their  minds 

ss  of  many  a  worship,  now  outworn. 

m  not  devise  good  ibr  man*s  estate, 

they  know  not  that  they  do  not  dare. 

d  want  power,  but  to  weep  barren  tears. 

reriul  goodness  want :  worse  need  ibr  them. 

le  vrant  love;  and  those  who  love,  want 

wisdom; 
best  things  are  thus  confused  to  iU. 
e  strong  and  rich,  and  would  be  just, 
among  their  sufiering  fellow-men 
OB  felt :  they  know  not  what  they  da 

PROMXTHEUS. 

ds  are  like  a  cloud  of  winged  snakes ; 
I  pity  those  they  torture  not 

FURY. 

iest  them f  I  speak  no  more !        [Vanithes, 

PROMKTHXUS. 

Ah  woe! 
!  Alas!  pain,  pain  ever,  for  ever! 
ly  tearless  eyes,  but  see  more  clear 
im  widuo  my  woe-illumined  mind* 
btle  tyiant!  Peace  is  in  the  grave, 
re  hides  all  diings  beantifu]  and  good : 
)ad,  and  eumoS  Sod  it  then, 


Nor  would  I  seek  it;  for.  though  dread  revenge. 
This  is  defeat,  fierce  king !  not  victory. 
The  sights  with  which  thou  torturest,  gird  my  soul 
With  new  endurance,  till  the  hour  arrives 
When  they  shall  be  no  types  of  things  which  are. 

PAlfTHXA. 

Alas!  what  sawest  thou? 


PROMKTHKm. 

There  are  two  woes; 
To  speak  and  to  behold ;  thou  spare  me  one. 
Names  are  there.  Nature's  sacred  watch-woid^  diay 
Were  borne  aloft  in  bright  emblaisonry ; 
The  nations  throng'd  around,  and  cried  aloud. 
As  with  one  voice.  Truth,  liberty,  and  love! 
Suddenly  fierce  confusion  fell  from  heaven 
Among  them :  there  was  strife,  deceit,  and  fear : 
Tyrants  rush'd  in,  and  did  divide  the  spoiL 
This  was  the  shadow  of  the  truth  I  saw. 

THE  EARTB. 

I  felt  thy  torture,  son,  widi  such  miz'd  joy 
As  pain  and  virtue  give.    To  cheer  tiiy  state 
I  bid  ascend  those  subtle  and  feir  spirits. 
Whose  homes  are  the  dim  caves  of  human  tfioaght. 
And  who  inhabit,  as  birds  wing  the  wind. 
Its  world-surrounding  ether :  they  behold 
Beyond  that  twilight  realm,  as  in  a  i^lass, 
The  future :  may  they  speak  comfort  to  diee! 

PAirmxA. 
Look,  sister,  where  a  troop  of  spirits  gather. 
Like  flocks  of  clouds  in  spring's  deli^itful  weather. 
Thronging  in  the  blue  air! 

lONX. 

And  see !  more  oome. 
Like  fountain  vapors  when  the  winds  are  damlH 
That  climb  op  the  ravine  in  scattered  lines. 
And,  hark !  is  it  the  music  of  the  pines  \ 
Is  it  the  lake  t  Is  it  the  waterfell  t 

PANTHEA. 

Tis  something  sadder,  sweeter  fiir  than  all. 

CHORUS  OF  spiurra. 

From  unremember'd  ages  we 
Gentle  guides  and  guardians  be 
Of  heavenK>ppre8s'd  mortality; 
And  we  breaUie,  and  sicken  not. 
The  atmosphere  of  human  thought : 
Be  it  dim,  and  dank,  and  gray. 
Like  a  storm-extinguish'd  day, 
Travell'd  o'er  by  dying  gleams ; 

Be  it  bright  as  all  between 
Cloudless  skies  and  windless  streams, 

Silent,  liquid,  and  serene ; 
As  the  birds  within  the  wind. 

As  the  fish  within  the  wave 
As  the  thoughts  of  man's  own  mind 

Float  through  all  above  the  grave ; 
We  make  these  our  liquid  lair, 
Vo3ragmg  cloudlike  and  unpent 
Through  the  boundless  element : 
Thence  we  bear  the  prophecy 
Which  begins  and  ends  in  thee ! 

IONS. 

More  yet  come,  one  by  one  *.  tbn  «as  axQ<asii.^QDmik. 
(Lookf  radiani  as  thn  ux  axousii  VkfAas. 
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Od  a  btltlMnimpef I  falMt 
I  fed  hither,  fiirt,  ftit,  fiurt, 
"Mid  the  duknoi  ii|>wud 
fVom  the  dol  of  cnedi  omwonw 
From  the  tynnf  t  banner  ton. 
Gathering  round  roe,  onward  borne* 
There  waa  mingled  many  a  ciy — 
Freedom!  Hope!  Death!  Victoiy! 
Tin  fliey  ftded  throof^  the  akjr; 
And  one  aouid  aboTO,  aromid. 
One  aouid  beotath,  aromid,  above. 
Was  moving;  twaa  the  aonl  of  knre ; 
Twaa  the  hope,  the  prophecy, 
WUeh  begina  and  enda  in  thee. 

flBOOlfD  anRiT* 

A  rainbow'k  arch  alood  on  the  aea» 
Which  rock'd  beneath,  immovably; 
And  the  triumphant  norm  did  flee. 
Like  a  cooqoeror,  iwift  and  proud. 
Between  with  many  a  captive  cUmmI 
A  ahapdem,  dark  and  rapid  crowd. 
Each  fay  lightning  riven  in  half  i 
I  heard  the  thunder  hOaiaely  kuf^ : 
Migh^  fleelB  weie  atrewn  like  chaff 
And  aptead  beneath  a  hell  of  death 
aer  the  white  waters    I  alit 
Od  a  great  diip  lightnmg-apltt, 
And  apeeded  hither  on  the  m^^ 
Of  one  who  gave  an  enemy 
Hii  plank,  thao  phmged  aade  to  dfta. 

THUD  tPIBIT* 

I  aat  baaide  a  Mge*ii  bed. 
And  the  lamp  was  burning  red 
Near  the  book  where  he  had  fed, 
When  a  Dream  with  plumea  of  flame. 
To  hit  pillow  hovering  came, 
And  I  knew  it  waa  the  same 
Which  had  kindled  long  ago 
Pity,  eloquence,  and  woe ; 
And  the  world,  awhile  below 
Wore  the  shade  its  lustre  made. 
It  has  borne  me  here  as  fleet 
As  Desire's  lightning  feet : 
I  must  ride  it  back  ere  morrow. 
Or  the  sage  vrill  wake  in  sorrow. 

FOURTH  SPIRIT. 

On  a  poet's  lipa  I  slept, 

Dreaming  like  a  love-adept 

In  the  sound  his  breathing  kept ; 

Nor  seeks  nor  finds  he  mortal  blisses, 

But  feeds  on  the  aerial  kisses 

Of  shapes  that  haunt  thought's  wildernesses. 

He  will  watch  fiom  dawn  to  gloom 

The  lake-reflected  sun  illume 

The  yellow  bees  in  the  ivy-bloom, 

Nor  heed  nor  see,  what  things  they  be  ,* 

But  from  these  create  he  can 

Forms  more  real  than  living  man. 

Nurslings  of  immortality ! 

One  of  these  awaken'd  me. 

And  I  sped  to  succor  thee. 


BeliDWIitteQiiottwo 
CoHM,  aa  two  dofCB  to  ona 
Twin  minimp  of  Iha 
Od  swift  atiO  wii«i  gjUe 
And,  haik!  Iheir  swael,  sad 
ACnc^  with  lof  and  then 


!*liid8a 
dissohvd  la  aoa 


PAirnnA. 
Canal  thou  speak,  aistert  allmy  woidi 

ION& 

TlMir  beanly  givea  me  voice.    See  how  dM; 
On  their  sustaining  wings  of  i&iey  gnin^ 
Orange  and  azure  deepeniiv  into  gold ; 
Their  aoft  amflea  light  the  air  like  a  aiarls  fin 

CHORUS  OF  arauTi. 

Hast  tbon  beheld  the  ftm  of  Law  r 

FIFTH  SnRXT. 

As  over  wide  <***-»H'nr 
I  sped,  like  some  swift  ckwd  Aat  wingi  tt 

air'k  wildemeasea. 
That  planet<ffested  shape  awapt  fa^  or  III 

braided  pinions* 

the  liquid  joy  of  lifii  fion  lia  m 


His  ftolsteps  paved  the  woitd  witti  Hght;  1 

pMs'd'tWBs&dii«, 
And  hoUow  Ruin  yavm'd  beUiid:  (mt  aapi 

in  madness. 
And  haidlesB  patriots,  and  ptia  yo«dai  win ; 

unupbraiding, 
Gleam'd  in  the  night.    I  vrandai^d  t^m,  till 

Sjng  of  sadness^ 
Tam'd  by  tfiy  amile  the  wont  I  mw  to  nc 

gladness. 

|y,>,  8IZTH  fPIRIT. 

Ah,  sister !  Desolation  is  a^elicato  tiling: 
It  walks  not  on  the  earth,  it  floats  not  on  die 
But  treads  with  silent  footstep,  and  &na  wit 

wing 
The  tender  hopes  which  in  their  heaita  dm  1 

gentlest  bear; 
Who,  soothed  to  &]se  repose  by  the  femttng 

above. 
And  the  music^tirring  motion  of  its  soft  and  b 
Dream  visions  of  aerial  joy,  and  call  the  monstc 
And  wake  and  find  the  shadow  Fain,  m  h* 
1^  now  we  greet 

CHORUS. 

'.Though  Ruin  now  Love's  shadow  be, 
:  Following  him,  de8tro]ringly. 

On  Death's  white  and  winged  steed. 
Which  the  fleetest  cannot  flee. 

Trampling  down  both  flovror  and  wei 
Man  and  beast,  and  foul  and  fiur. 
Like  a  tempest  through  the  air ; 
Thou  shalt  quell  this  horseman  grim, 
Woundless  though  in  heart  or  limb. 


PROMKTnXUS. 

Spirits !  how  know  ye  this  shall  be ! 

CHORUS. 

In  the  atmosphere  we  breathe. 
As  buds  grow  red  when  the  snow-atom 
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fVom  tpring  gatfaeiing  up  beneath, 
/bow  mild  winds  shake  the  elder  breke^ 
ad  the  wandering  herdsmen  know 
Imt  the  white-thorn  loon  will  blow : 
i^iadom.  Justice,  Love,  and  Peace, 
krhfln  they  struggle  to  Increase, 

Are  to  us  as  soft  winds  be 

To  shepherd  boys,  the  prophecy 

Which  begins  and  ends  in  thee. 

lONE. 

Vhgm  are  the  spirits  fled  ? 

PANTHEA. 

Only  a  sense 
temains  of  them,  like  the  omnipotence 
If  music,  when  the  inspired  voice  and  lata 
angnish,  ere  yet  the  responses  are  mute, 
Hiicfa  through  the  deep  and  labyrinthine  soul, 
ike  echoes  through  long  caverns,  wind  and  roU. 

P10MKTHKU8. 

kir  these  air-borne  shapes !  and  yet  I  feel 
rain  all  hope  but  love ;  and  thou  art  far, 
iHio,  when  my  being  overilow'd, 
like  a  golden  chalice  to  bright  wine 
I  else  had  sunk  into  the  thirsty  dust 
ngs  are  still:  alas!  how  heavily 
met  morning  weig^  upon  my  heart ; 
h  I  should  dream  I  oould  even  sleep  with  grieC 
nber  were  denied  not    I  would  &in 
lat  it  is  my  destiny  to  be, 
kvior  and  the  strength  of  suffering  man, 
k  into  the  original  gulf  of  things : 
is  no  agony,  and  no  solace  lef\ ; 
can  ooosole.  Heaven  can  torment  no  more. 

rANTHXA. 

boa  forgotten  one  who  watches  thee 

lU  dark  night,  and  never  sleeps  but  when 

Imdow  of  thy  spirit  fidls  on  her? 

,  raOKXTHKUS. 

an  hope  was  vain  but  love :  thou  lovest 

PANTHXA. 

f,  in  truth ;  but  the  eastern  star  looks  white, 
una  waits  in  that  far  Indian  vale 
sene  of  her  sad  exile  ;  rugged  once 
eaolate  and  frozen,  like  this  ravine ;  •. 
vw  invested  with  &ir  flowers  and  herbs,* .  ^ 
aunted  by  sweet  airs  and  sounds,  which  Sow. 
I  the  woods  and  waten,  from  the  ethrr  '* 
r  tnnsfbrming  presence,  which  would  f2de 
rare  mingled  not  with  thine.    Farewell ! 


ACT  n. 

SCENE  I. 
ting,    A  londy  Vale  in  the  Indian  Cauoants. 
Asia,  alone. 

ASIA. 

ill  the  blasts  of  heaven  thou  hast  descended : 
ke  a  spirit,  Uke  a  diought  which  makes 
ated  tears  throng  to  the  homy  eyet, 
AMBoqgv  Jmuat  the  detoJated  heart. 


Which  should  have  learnt  repose :  thou  hast  descend- 
ed 
Cradled  in  tempests ;  thou  dost  vrake,  O  Spring ! 
O  child  of  many  vrinds !  As  suddenly 
Thou  comest  as  the  memory  of  a  dream. 
Which  now  is  sad  because  it  hath  been  sweet! 
Like  genius,  or  like  joy  which  liseth  up 
As  from  the  earth,  clothing  with  golden  clouds 
The  desert  of  our  life. 
This  is  the  season,  this  the  day,  the  hour ; 
At  sunrise  thou  shouldst  come,  sweet  sister  mine. 
Too  bug  desired,  too  long  delaying,  come ! 
How  like  death-worms  the  winglen  momenta  cnwl ! 
The  point  of  one  white  star  is  quivering  still 
Deep  in  the  orange  li^t  of  widening  mom 
Beyond  the  purple  mountains :  through  a  chasm 
Of  wind-divided  mist  the  darker  lake 
Reflects  it :  now  it  wanes :  it  gleams  again 
As  the  waves  &de,  and  as  the  burning  threads 
Of  woven  cloud  unravel  in  pale  air : 
Tis  lost !  and  through  yon  peaks  of  cloudlike  snow 
The  roseate  sunlight  quivers :  hear  I  not 
The  iEoIian  music  of  her  sea-green  plumes 
Winnowing  the  crimson  dawn? 

Pantbxa  enlsri. 

I  feel,  I  see 
Those  eyes  which  bum  through  smiles  that  fiule  in 

tears. 
Like  stars  half  quench'd  in  mists  of  silver  dew. 
Beloved  and  most  beautiful,  who  wearest 
The  shadow  of  that  soul  by  which  I  live, 
How  late  thou  art !  the  sphered  sun  had  climb'd 
The  sea;  my  heart  was  sick  with  hope,  before 
The  printless  air  felt  thy  belated  plumes. 

PANTBKA. 

Pardon,  great  Sister!  but  my  wings  were  fiunt 
With  the  delight  of  a  remembered  dream. 
As  are  the  noontide  plumes  of  summer  winds 
Satiate  with  sweet  flowenk    I  was  wont  to  sleep 
Peacefully,  and  awake  refreshed  and  calm 
Before  the  sacred  Titan's  fiill,  and  thy 
Unhappy  love,  had  made,  through  use  and  pity. 
Both  love  and  woe  fiuniliar  to  my  heart 
As  they  had  grown  to  thine :  erewhile  I  slept 
Under  the  glaucous  caverns  of  old  Ocean 
Within  dim  bowers  of  green  and  purple  moss. 
Our  young  Ione*8  sof\  and  milky  arms 
Lock'd  then,  as  now,  behind  my  dark,  moist  hair. 
While  my  shut  eyes  and  cheek  were  pressed  within 
The  folded  depth  of  her  life-breathing  bosom ; 
But  not  as  now,  since  I  am  made  the  wind 
Which  fails  beneath  tlA  music  that  I  bear 
Of  thy  most  wordless  converse ;  since  dissolved 
Into  die  sense  with  which  love  talks,  my  rest 
Was  troubled  and  yet  sweet ;  my  waking  hours 
Too  full  of  care  and  pain. 

ASIA. 

Lift  up  thine  eyes. 
And  let  me  read  thy  dream. 

PANTHEA. 

As  I  have  said 
With  our  sea-sister  at  his  feet  I  slept 
The  mountain  mists,  condensing  at  our  voice 
Under  the  moon,  had  ipread  their  snowy  flakes. 
From  the  keen  ice  dueVdint^  eras  \xcAl«^  ^«!(i> 
Then  two  dreams  camo.    Oqa,  \  icsi&eisiXxct  xiju 
I  But  in  the  other  \m  ipaVe  'wwaA-vrarcvAasfiiaa 
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Nl  floB  Flnnwdieai,  tnd  dM  unre  night 

Giew  ndiant  with  the  gbry  of  that  Ibrm 

Whtoh  Utw  uncbniged  within,  and  hb  voice  fell 

like  miuic  which  Baeket  giddy  the  dim  bnin. 

Faint  with  intoncatkm  of  keen  J07: 

•  Buttur  of  her  wboie  feotatepi  pave  the  worid 

Widi  tovelineai    mnre  fidr  than  anght  hot  her, 

WhoM  ilMdow  tfaoa  ait^-4ift  diine  efiB  OB  na.** 

I  Ufied  them :  the  overpowering  light 

Of  tlMt  immortal  ihape  was  ■hadow'd  o'er 

Bjr  hnre;  which,  fiom  hia  aoA  and  ikiwing  limbic 

And  pamfan-paited  lip^  and  keen,  feint  eye», 

Btoam'd  ferth  like  vaporous  fee;  an  atmosphera 

Whidi  wrapt  me  in  its  alUlimolving  power. 

As  the  waim  ether  of  the  moniing  son 

Wrapa  ere  it  drinks  some  cknid  of  wandering  dem 

I  saw  not,  heard  not,  moved  not,  00I7  felt 

Hm  presenoe  flow  and  mingle  through  my  blood 

TVl  it  became  his  life,  and  his  grew  mine, 

And  I  was  thus  absorb*d,  until  it  past, 

And  like  the  vapon  when  the  son  sinks  down. 

Gathering  again  in  drops  upon  the  pines, 

And  tremuloQB  as  tfaey,  in  the  deep  night 

My  being  was  condensod ;  and  as  the  n^ 

Of  diongfat  were  slowly  gather'd,  I  could  hear 

His  voice,  whose  acoenti  linger*d  ere  they  died 

like  feoisteps  of  weak  melody :  thy  name 

Among  the  many  sounds  alone  I  heard 

Of  what  might  be  articulate ;  though  still 

I  Uslen'd  tfaiongh  the  night  when  sound  was  none. 

lone  waken'd  &en,  and  said  to  me : 

"  Canst  thou  divine  what  troubles  me  iMUI^t 

I  alwaya  knew  what  I  desired  beftte, 

Nor  ever  feund  delight  to  wish  ift  vaiik 

But  now  I  cannol  tell  thee  what  I  seek; 

I  know  not;  something  sweet,  anoe  it  is  aweeC 

Even  to  derire;  it  is  thy  sport,  felse  sister; 

Thou  hast  discovered  some  enchantment  old. 

Whose  spells  have  stolen  my  spirit  as  I  slept 

And  mingled  it  with  thine :  for  when  just  now 

We  kiss*d,  I  felt  within  thy  parted  lips 

The  sweet  air  that  lustain'd  me,  and  the  warmth 

Of  the  life-blood,  for  loss  of  which  I  feint, 

Quiver'd  between  our  intertwining  arms." 

I  answer'd  not,  for  the  Eastern  star  grew  pole, 

But  fled  10  thee. 

ASIA. 

Thou  speakest,  but  thy  words 
Are  as  the  air :  I  feel  them  not :  Oh,  lift 
Thine  eyes,  that  I  may  read  his  written  soul ! 

PANTHEA. 

I  lift  them,  though  they  drop  beneath  the  load 
Of  that  they  would  express  :.what  canst  thou  see 
But  thine  own  fairest  shadow  imaged  there  ? 

ASIA. 

Thine  eyes  are  like  the  deep-blue,  boundless  heaven 
Contracted  to  two  circles  underneath 
Their  long,  fine  lashes ;  dark,  fer,  measureless. 
Orb  within  orb,  and  line  through  line  inwoven. 

PANTIIEA. 


Why  lookest  thou  as  if  a  spirit  past  ? 


ASIA. 


There  ia  a  change :  beyond  their  inmost  depth 
I  see  a  shade,  a  shape :  'tis  Ue,  array*d 
Id  the  so/1  light  of  his  own  smiles,  which  spread 
Like  ndiaace  (torn  the  doud-funoQodBd  tsmd^ 


Pronedieuii,itiafliine!  depart Botyst! 
Say  not  dMae  smOes  that  we  shall  aaaC 
Within  that  bright  pavilkm  whidi  llieir 
Shall  bnild  on  the  waste  woild  t  The  dieam 
What  shape  is  that  between  naf  Itsnidehs 
Rooghansdie  vrind  that  lifb  it,  its  regard 
b  vrild  and  quick,  yet  *tis  a  thing  of  air. 
For  throni^  its  gmy  rdbe  gioams  the  goldeB 
Whose  Stan  Ihe  noon  has  qoench'd  not 

Follow!  FoUow! 

PAlfTUBA. 

It  is  mine  other  dreanu 


Itdi 


PANTHEA. 

It  passes  now  into  my  mind.    Metboaght 
As  we  sate  here,  the  flower4nfelding  bods 
Burst  on  yon  lightning-blasted  almoml-tree, 
When  swift  from  the  white  Scsrthian  vrilden 
A  wind  swept  forth  wrinkling  the  Earth  wit 
I  look'd,  and  all  the  blossoms  were  hlown  dc 
But  on  each  leaf  was  stamp*d,  as  the  Uae  b 
Of  Hyacinth  tell  ApoUo's  written  giieC 
O,  foUow,  feDow! 

ASIA. 

As  you  speak,  your  woidi 
Fin,  panse  by  pause,  my  own  fotgotten  sleep 
With  shapes.   Methought  among  the  lawna  1 
We  wander*d,  underneath  the  yoong  gray  di 
And  multitudes  of  dense  white  fleecy  doodi 
Were  wandering  in  thick  fbeks  ahmg  the  mc 
Shepherded  by  the  slow,  unwilling  wind ; 
And  the  vidiite  dew  on  the  new-Uadad  grass 
Just  piercing  the  dark  earth,  hung  silently ; 
And  there  was  more  which  I  remember  not : 
But  on  the  shadows  of  the  mining  cloods. 
Athwart  the  purple  mountain  slope,  was  writ 
FoUow,  O,  follow  !    As  they  vanMi*d  by. 
And  on  each  herb,  from  which  Heaven*s  dc 

fallen, 
The  like  was  stamp'd,  as  with  a  withering  d 
A  wind  arose  among  the  pines :  it  shook 
The  clinging  music  from  their  boughs,  and  tl 
Low,  sweet,  faint  sounds,  like  the  ferewell  ol 
Were  ^eard :  Oh,  follow,  follow,  follow  me ! 
And  tl^  I  said  ;  "  Panthea,  look  on  me." 
But  in  the  deptli  of  those  beloved  eyes 
Still  I  saw,  follow,  follow ! 

ECHO. 

Follow,  follow ! 

PANTHEA. 

The  crags,  this  clear  spring  morning,  nxx 

voices. 
As  they  were  spirit-tongued. 

ASIA. 

It  KB  some  bein 
Around  the  crags.    What  fine  clear  sounda ! 

ECHOES  (imsseii). 
Echoes  we :  listen ! 
We  cannot  slqr: 
As  dew^rtars  glislsii 
Then  fade  awajr— 
\  OaSAt^Qoean! 
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ASIA. 

■peak.   The  liquid  respooMs 
toognet  yet  ■ound. 


PAMTHBA. 


KCHOEB. 


I  hear. 


O;  fi^low,  follow, 

As  our  voice  recedeth 

Through  the  cayems  hollow. 
Where  the  ibrest  spreadeth ; 

(Mere  diitanL) 

O,  follow,  follow ! 

Through  the  caveniB  hollow, 
Ai  the  fong  floats  thou  pursue, 
"Where  the  wild  bee  never  flew, 
Through  the  noontide  darkness  deep, 
Bjr  the  odor>breathing  sleep 
Of  ftint  night-flowen,  and  the  waves 
At  the  fountain-lighted  caves, 
While  our  music,  wild  and  sweet, 
Mocks  thy  gently  foiling  foet. 
Child  of  Ocean ! 

ASIA. 

n  we  poisue  the  sound  ?  It  grows  more  foint 
1  distant 

PANTHBA. 

liit!  die  strain  float!  nearer  now 

xcHon. 

In  the  worid  unknown 
Sleeps  a  voice  unspoken ; 

By  thy  step  abne 
Gm  its  rest  be  broken; 
ChiM  of  Ocean! 

ASU. 

w  die  notes  sink  lipon  the  ebbing  wind ! 

BCH0E8. 

O,  follow,  follow ! 

Through  the  caverns  hollow. 
As  the  song  floats  thou  pursue, 
By  the  woodland  noontide  dew; 
By  the  forests,  lakes,  and  fountains. 
Through  the  many-folded  mountains ;    • 
To  the  rents,  and  gulfs,  and  chosnil^ 
Where  the  Earth  reposed  from  spvinis, 
On  the  day  when  He  and  thou  •  "^ 
Parted,  to  commingle  now ; 
Child  of  Ocean! 

ABU. 

me,  sweet  Panthea,  link  thy  hand  in  mine, 
d  follow,  ere  the  voices  fode  away. 


SCENE  II. 


FbresI,  vdenmngkd  with  Rock*  and  Cavenu.  Asia 
tmd  Paiithea  pan  into  it  Two  young  Fauns  are 
fining  on  a  Rockj  Uitening. 

SBIf  ICU0KU8  I.  OF  8PUUTS. 

The  path  through  which  that  lovely  twain 
Have  past,  by  cedar,  pine,  and  yew. 
And  each  dark  tree  that  ever  grew. 
Is  eartun'd  oat  from  HeareD*9  wide  blue ; 
2S 


Nor  sun,  nor  moon,  nor  wind,  nor  rain. 
Can  pierce  its  interwoven  bowers. 

Nor  aught,  save  where  some  cloud  ckT  dew, 
Drifted  along  the  earth-creeping  hreeie. 
Between  the  trunks  of  the  hoar  trees. 

Hangs  each  a  pearl  in  the  pale  flowers 

Of  the  green  laurel,  blown  anew ; 
And  bends,  and  then  fiules  silently. 
One  frail  and  foir  anemone: 
Or  when  some  star  of  many  a  one 
That  climbs  and  wanders  through  steep  nig^ 
Has  found  the  cleft  through  which  alone 
Beams  foil  from  high  those  depths  upon 
Ere  it  is  borne  away,  away. 
By  the  swift  Heavens  that  cannot  stay. 
It  scatten  drops  of  golden  light, 
like  lines  of  rain  that  ne'er  unite : 
And  the  gloom  divine  is  all  around ; 
And  underneath  is  the  moasy  ground. 

SKBOCHOBUS  IL 

There  the  voluptuous  nightingales. 

Are  awake  through  all  the  broad  noonday. 

When  one  with  bliss  or  sadness  foils^ 

And  through  the  windless  ivy-bougbi. 
Sick  with  sweet  love,  droops  djring  away 

On  its  mate's  music-panting  bosom ; 

Another  from  the  swinging  blossom. 

Watching  to  catch  the  languid  dose 
Of  the  last  strain,  then  lifVi  on  hi^ 
The  wings  of  the  weak  melody. 

Till  some  new  strain  of  feeling  bear 
The  song,  and  all  the  woods  are  mute ; 

When  there  is  heard  through  the  dim  air 

The  rush  of  wings,  and  rising  diere 
Like  many  a  lake-surroimding  flute. 

Sounds  ovei^w  the  listener's  brain 

So  sweet,  that  joy  is  almost  pain. 

SSmCHOBUS  I. 

There  those  enchanted  eddies  play 
Of  echoes,  music-tongued,  which  draw, 
By  Demogorgon's  mighty  law. 
With  melting  rapture,  or  sweet  awe. 

All  spirits  on  that  secret  way; 
As  inland  boats  are  driven  to  Ocean 

Down  streams  made  strong  with  mountain-thaw; 
And  first  there  comes  a  gentle  sound 
To  those  in  talk  or  slumber  bound. 
And  wakes  the  destined  soft  emotion. 

Attracts,  impels  them :  those  who  saw 
Say  from  the  breathing  earth  behind 
There  streams  a  plume-uplifUng  wind 

Which  drives  them  on  their  path,  while  they 
Believe  their  own  swift  wings  and  foot 

The  sweet  desires  within  obey: 

And  so  they  float  upon  their  way. 

Until,  still  8\%'eet,  but  loud  and  strong. 

The  storm  of  sound  is  driven  along, 
Suck'd  up  and  hurrying  as  they  fleet 
Behind,  its  gathering  billows  meet. 

And  to  the  fatal  mountain  bear 

Like  clouds  amid  the  yielding  air. 

PIBflT  FAUN. 

Canit  thnu  imaipnia  viYieT^  libmia  «v\t\\%>i\% 


p 


SHELI^Y«  POBTICAI.  WtWira. 


Wlucb  make  curb  di^liCBle  munc  in  Ilie  woudi  ( 
W«  liDUni  wilhin  Ihe  Iruai  trcquenln]  1111m 
Aad  cloHit  vixeiV'.  tind  we  know  Uiew  oihli, 
Vol  never  mecl  Ihrin,  thnugli  wp  hear  Ihom  oft : 
^Iheta  my  they  liide  ihcniHlYDa  I 

Til  hon]  to  u: 
t  luve  tiHod  Ihrw  marc  tkill'd  in  ipiiiic  my, 
fhv  buhblea,  which  onohaiitnipnl  of  lbs  nut 
iooki  fiCHn  the  pale  Diinl  nalDi-ODWort  thai  pave 
tfcs  notf  faoaoiD  at  cleat  lakH  ami  poola. 
jin  Ibd  pncilion*  whore  meh  dwell  and  flost 
IFnder  Ihe  ^Han  and  loldoii  atmogphore 
Which  noonUdi'  hindk>  lhroii|;h  the  H^ovRn  leivo 
And  when  Ihotn  liiint.  and  iho  thin  tiery  air, 
Dm  which  Ihcy  Imotliol  within  Ihne  lacfnt  daato^ 
Kanonds  la  doiv  like  loelcon  t>iniuf;h  the  nighl, 
Hwy  ride  on  thorn,  and  rein  iheli  liredlong  ipeod. 
)M  bow  Ibvit  baming  cmn,  tod  glide  in  fin 
Dnder  the  wBten  of  the  ouih  again. 

If  nicb  live  thiu.  have  nihen  olher  lives. 
Dodar  pink  lilonma  or  wilhin  Ibe  belli 
Of  Buadow  Aowen.  or  Ibldcd  viotolB  deep, 
Or  OD  dieir  dying  oilura,  when  ihcy  die, 
Or  on  ibe  auiilight  of  the  iiihertHl  dew  t 

Ay,  nuiy  more  which  we  may  well  divine. 
Bol  ihouk]  we  lEBy  U>  ipeili.  noonthle  would  come 
And  Ihwul  Silenna  find  hia  gusM  undnwn. 
And  grudge  to  Hng  Ihoin  wnc  and  hively  w 


Of  Ik 


Aod  Lore,  nnd  ihe  dinin'il  Tliiiu'a  wuflil  duum. 

And  how  ha  nbtU  be  loneod,  and  make  Ihe  eordi 
Chie  brallierliDod  :  dclighlfiil  ittiiina  whuib  oboer 
Oiir  nlilary  twilighu,  nnd  nliii-h  Fhonn 
To  nlence  the  unenvying  itighllngalei. 


Hilber  tbe  lound  hai  honw  w — to  Ihe  realrn 

Of  DemoKnrgon.  and  the  niighly  jurlal. 

Like  a  Tolcana'i  ole1eo^bmlIhing  choam. 

Whence  Ihe  oracular  VDjior  ig  hurl'd  up 

Which  lonely  men  drinV  wonileriug  in  their  yuulh, 

And  coll  inith,  virtue,  love,  geniiti.  or  Jay. 

Thai  maddening  wiue  oTIiib,  wbuae  dregi  Ibry  diain 

■Rj  deep  iniojiicalioo ;  and  uplift, 

like  Mmada  who  cry  luiid.  Evoe!  Evoe! 

Tba  voice  which  'a  cuniogion  lo  the  woild. 

Fit  throw  Ibr  nich  a  Power '.  Magnificent '. 
now  gloriooi  art  than.  Earth '  And  if  ihou  be 
The  ibodow  of  borio  apirit  lovelier  utitl, 
ThuiLgh  evil  Uoin  il>  work,  and  it  ahould  bo 
like  iu  creBlion.  weuli  yet  beautiful, 
1  could  fall  down  and  worihip  Uiu  and  thee. 
Even  now  my  bean  adorelb :  Wondeifnl ! 
Unk.  tiater.  ore  [he  vipor  ilitn  ihy  brain : 
Beneath  ii  R  wide  plain  of  billowy  mist. 
A«  a  Is*o.  paring  in  ibe  momii^  aky, 
W/li  UDTD  waiei  tvhieh  bunt  in  silver  \i^\. 
Some  ladian  v^o    Behold  il.  rolUng  on 


r  tbe  nirdling  Hindi,  and  ielnnding 
The  peak  wheroou  wv  Hl&nd,  nuduay,  anmnd, 
Enciortured  by  the  dark  anil  hloomiag  Ibreaia, 
Dim  Iwibght-tawna.  nnd  atreanj- illumined  cave*. 
And  wind^nchautt^  ahapea  of  n'andering  miit ; 
And  fiu  on  high  the  kuen  aky^^lcaving  mnnniTTTr 
From  icy  apuu  of  ninlike  radiance  ^ng 
The  dawn,  aa  lifted  Ocean's  donling  apray. 
From  i»mc  Allnulic  ialel  Kslter'd  d|^ 
Spangles  tbe  wind  wilb  lamp-like  waler-dnifa. 
The  vale  ii  girdW  with  Iheir  walla,  a  bowl 

Saiiatea  the  bileatng  wind,  oonlinnona,  vaai, 
A  wful  0*  silence,    llark '.  Iho  mihing  mow ! 
'nie  oun^i waken 'd  avalanche!  wfaow  maa. 
Thticii  (ifled  by  Ibe  alarm,  had  gaiher'd  theia 
"'ako  after  [Inke.  in  Heaven-defying  minds 
I  thought  by  thuugbl  t>  pdvil,  lill  name  giieat  Iri 

Aken  to  Ibeir  mob.  as  do  Iho  anuouins  now- 


Look  how  tbe  gualy  mn  of  misl  is  bras 
In  crinwm  tbani.  even  at  our  leei!  ji  ri 
At  Oean  at  ifao  cnchnnunent  of  Ihe  m 
Round  foodleaa  man  wreck'd  on  inmE  0 


Th 

fragmenU  of  the  cloud  are  KmUcr'd  op ; 

Til 

lis  hJllowa  now  awccp  o'er  mine  eye.  ;  "my  bnun 

Gro 

HI  diz^  ^  I  aee  Ibin  aliapes  wiitain  tbe  nuiL 

ruiTHiu- 

Ac 

An 

aiuro  fire  within  iu  |aMon  locks' 

Ano 

Ihcr  and  another:  bork!  Ibey  apeak!   ' 

ao»a  OF  BPntiTO. 

To  Ibe  deep,  to  ihe  deep. 

Down,  down! 

Through  Iho  abode  of  aleep. 

Through  tlie  cloudy  alnfa 

Of  Death  Bad  of  Life; 

Tbuugh  Ihe  veil  and  iho  bar 

Of  things  which  seem  and  arc. 

Even  10  the  atepa  of  Uio  remoMt  Ihmne, 

DuHti,  down: 

While  the  sound  whirls  around. 

Rown,  down ! 

A«  the  fnmi  drawa  the  hound. 

Aa  the  lighining  the  vapor. 

Aa  u  weak  molh  Ihe  lai<er  ; 

Death,  dBipair;  love,  aorrow; 

Tune  Iwlh ;  lo^lay.  to-morrow ; 

Aa  steel  obeyi  tbe  spirit  of  the  slooe. 

Down,  down! 

Through  Che  gray.  wwJ  abyim, 

Down,  down! 

Where  Ihe  oir  i.  no  prism. 

And  ihfl  mum  and  atan  ue  nol, 
And  the  cavBin-cnigs  wear  not 
The  radiance  of  Heaven, 
tint  the  gloom  to  Eanh  given. 
Where  Iherc  is  one  pervading,  oite  at 
^a«u>dawn! 
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In  die  depth  of  tiie  deep 

Down,  down! 
like  Twl'd  lightning  asleep, 
like  the  ipark  nuned  in  embcn, 
The  last  look  Love  remembea, 
like  a  diamond,  which  ihinoa 
On  the  dark  wealth  of  mines, 
A  speU  is  treasured  but  for  thee  alone. 

Down,  down ! 

• 

We  have  bound  thee,  we  guide  thee  : 

Down,  down ! 
VTifh.  the  bright  form  beside  thee ; 
Resist  not  the  weakness. 
Such  strength  is  in  meekness 
T%at  the  Eternal,  the  Immortal, 
Most  unloose  through  life's  portal 
The  aiake-like  Doom  coil'd  undemea^  his 
throne 

By  that  alooe. 


SCENE  IV. 
The  Cave  of  Dkmogoroon,  Asu  and  Panthia. 

rANTHXA. 

What  veiled  form  lili  on  that  ebon  throne  f 

AHA. 
Tlie  veil  has  fallea 

rANTHXA. 

I  see  a  mighty  darkness 
Filling  the  seat  of  power,  and  rays  of  gloom 
Dart  ronnd,  as  light  from  the  meridian  sun, 
Vngazed  upon  and  shapeless ;  neither  limb, 
Nor  form,  nor  outline ;  yet  we  feel  it  is 
A  living  Spirit 

DXMOOOKGON. 

Ask  what  thou  wouldst  know. 

ASIA. 

What  canst  thou  toll  ? 

DKMOGOROON. 

All  things  thou  darest  demand. 

ASIA. 

Who  made  the  living  world  ? 

DDIOGOKGON. 

God. 

ASIA. 

Who  made  all 
That  it  contains  f  thought,  passion,  reason,  will. 
Imagination  T 

DEMOGORGON. 

God:  Almighty  Gud. 

ASIA. 

Who  made  that  sense  which,  when  the  winds  of  spring 

In  rarest  visitation,  or  the  voice 

Of  one  beloved  hoard  in  youth  alone, 

Fills  the  iaint  eyes  with  falling  tears  which  dim 

The  radiant  looks  of  unbewailing  flowen. 

And  leaves  this  peopled  earth  a  soUtude 

When  it  returns  no  more  ? 

DKMOGOROON. 

Merciful  God. 

ASIA. 

And  who  made  terror,  madness,  crime,  remorse. 
Which  from  the  links  of  the  great  chain  of  things. 
To  every  thot^ht  within  the  miod  of  man 


Sway  and  drag  heavily,  and  each  one  reels 
Under  the  load  towards  the  pit  of  death ; 
Abandon'd  hope,  and  love  that  turns  to  hate ; 
And  self-contempt,  bitterer  to  drink  than  blood ; 
Pain,  whose  unheeding  and  familiar  speech 
Is  howling,  and  keen  shrieks,  day  after  day ; 
And  Hell,  or  the  sharp  fear  of  Hell  f 

DKMOGOROON. 

He  nSgnsi 

ASIA. 

Utter  his  name :  a  world  pining  in  pain 

Asb  but  his  name :  curses  shs&  drag  him  down. 


He  reigns. 


DKMOGORGON. 
ASIA. 

I  foel,  I  know  it:  whot 

DKMOGOROON. 
ASIA. 


Ete  veigiMk 


Who  reigns  f  There  was  the  Heaven  and  Earth  at 

first. 
And  Light  and  Love ;  then  Saturn,  from  whose  duooa 
Time  fell,  an  envious  shadow :  such  die  state 
Of  the  earth's  primal  spirits  beneath  his  sway, 
As  the  calm  joy  of  flowers  and  living  leaves " 
Before  the  wind  or  sun  has  withered  them 
And  semi-vital  worms ;  but  he  refused 
The  birthright  of  their  being,  knowledge,  power. 
The  skill  which  wields  the  elements,  t^  tf^^^ighf 
Which  pierces  the  dim  universe  like  light, 
Selfempire,  and  the  nugesty  of  love ; 
For  thint  of  which  they  fiunted.   Then  FiOBneibimm 
Gave  wisdom,  which  is  strength,  to  Jupiter. 
And  with  this  law  alone,  **  Let  man  be  free," 
Clothed  him  with  the  dominion  of  wide  Heaven. 
To  know  nor  faith,  nor  love,  nor  law ;  to  be 
Omnipotent  but  friendless,  is  to  reign ; 
And  Jove  now  reign'd ;  for  on  the  race  of  man 
First  famine  and  then  toil,  and  then  disease. 
Strife,  wounds,  and  ghastly  death  unseen  befoie. 
Fell ;  and  the  unseasonable  seasons  drove^ 
With  alternating  shafts  of  frost  and  fire. 
Their  shelterless,  pale  tribes  to  mountain  caves : 
And  in  their  desert  hearts  fierce  wants  he  sent. 
And  mad  disquietudes,  and  shadows  idle 
Of  unreal  good,  which  levied  mutual  war. 
So  ruining  the  lair  wherein  they  raged. 
Prometheus  saw,  and  waked  the  legion*d  hopes 
Which  sleep  within  folded  Elysian  flowen. 
Nepenthe,  Moly,  Amaranth,  fadeless  blooms. 
That  they  might  hide  with  thin  and  rainbow  wings 
The  shape  of  Death ;  and  Love  he  sent  to  bind 
The  disunited  tendrils  of  that  vine 
Which  bears  the  wine  of  life,  the  human  heart ;      * 
And  he  tamed  fire,  which,  like  some  beast  of  prey. 
Most  terrible,  but  lovely,  play'd  beneath 
The  frown  of  man ;  and  tortured  to  his  will 
Iron  and  gold,  the  slaves  and  signs  of  power. 
And  gems  and  poisons,  and  all  subtlest  forms 
Hidden  beneath  the  mountains  and  the  waves. 
He  gave  man  speech,  and  speech  created  thought. 
Which  is  the  measure  of  the  univorM ; 
And  Science  struck  the  thrones  of  earth  and  heaven. 
Which  shook  but  fell  not;  and  die  harmonioaa  mind 
P6ur'd  itself  forth  in  all-prophetio  song ; 
And  music  lifted  up  the  listening  spirit 
Until  ii  waUCd,  eiam^  iraia  lomM^  «»». 


SnEIXEY^  POETICAL  WOB^. 


MUke,  o'et  Ihfl  clanr  billowt  of  iwepi  aaund  i 
UhI  hootta  bonda  liiKl  miiiiick'i]  nnil  i1i«u  mock 
VUh  iDOiilded  lini!»  more  loTcly  Ihim  JB  own, 
1h  hiuniui  lann,  till  marblo  grew  diving  j 
jid  iiiiMh*n.  gazing,  dnuik  Ihe  lev«  men  we 
IsSMled  in  iLeir  ruv.  bvtinld,  and  pciiah. 
la  told  Iho  bidden  power  of  bprba  and  ipringi. 
iDd  DiafMM  drank  and  tlapt  Dcolh  grew  tike  ilMp. 
(■  laugbl  Ihe  UnpUtalo]  orl' 
f  Ihe  Wpirie-mncli 


Kpsll 


tkPM  DnI  on  ttie  ioterlunor  lea : 
lb  iBiighl  la  nile.  ai  li<e  dlmn  du  limlH 
%«  UnnpMi-wiiiged  charioU  of  Ihe  Ocmn. 
nil  ibo  Cell  kiu-w  [he  ludian.    Ciiira  ih«i 
/en  buili.  and  ilmughilieirinow-LikcfnloinniaDW 
.he  WKnn  wind*,  aiid  ihc  uuie  ether  thoiw. 
Ind  Ihe  blue  tea  nnd  uliwlawy  hiUi  were  lecn. 
Smrh,  the  alluvialtunH  of  hia  >iile, 
Pnimeihem  gnve  m  tnan,  for  which  he  halloa 
Witheiing  in  dcitinol  [nin :  but  who  nun*  down 
tTil,  Iho  immedicabJo  plague,  which,  whild 
Man  loab  on  hia  rroalion  like  n  God 
Andicnlh 
Tho  wreck 


And  yet  1  aee  no  nhnpca  but  the  kcpn  aintu : 
Othera,  with  burning  cy».  lean  fimh.  and  drink 
With  eager  Mjk  Iho  wmd  of  their  o«ii  apecd, 
Aa  if  the  Ihing  Oiej  loved  fled  en  before. 
And  now.  eien  iww.  Ih^  cLup'd  iL    Ttarii  hng 

locka 
Stream  like  a  comct'a  flft*'img  hair ;  ibey  all 
Sweep  wiwnnl. 


fou.  Ibe  sbondou'd.  ihi;  nl 

e:  white  yet  hia  iiuwn  aiiook  I 

ta  Bdvenary  from  ndnmiuiliiio  chaina 


Tbou  knownat  if  Jupiter  bo  aucb  or  m 
Whom  called'al  thou  God  r 


For  Jove  ii  It 
Who  ia  Ilia  m 


If  Iho  dliyam 
Could  voniiL  tiinh  iia  socrets— Bui  a  voice 
la  wuiung,  the  deop  Inith  la  imugelow : 
For  what  would  ii  avail  to  bid  ihcc  gozo 
On  tho  revolving  world  (    What  Ui  bid  apeak 
Faio,  Time.  Orcnaion,  Chance  and  Change  t  To  thcfo 
All  (Iiingi  are  lulijetl  bul  cicmal  Love. 

So  much  I  oak'd  befiire,  and  ay  heart  gave 
The  reaponac  Ihuii  liaal  given ;  oud  of  mch  Crolha 
Each  ID  iDcIf  rauit  be  the  nmcle. 
One  more  demand  {  and  do  thou  anaiver  me 
A*  my  own  auu]  would  answer,  did  it  know 
That  which  I  auk.  t^mellieua  ahall  oriao 
Henceforth  Ihc  aun  of  ihis  rejoicing  world ; 
Wlivn  abal!  tho  di»lined  hour  arrive! 

Behold! 

The  mcka  ore  ctoven.  and  thnugh  the  purple  nighl 
I  »ee  cars  drown  by  rambow-wingod  itetMLi 
Which  tnunpl"  tho  dim  winda !  in  oach  lliere  alanda 
A  Hild-eyvd  chatioleeT  urging  tbair  tlighl. 
*wne  look  behind,  ae  fionda  punuisl  llwm  Uiere, 


These  are  ibo  immortal  Iloun, 
Of  wifflm  Ibon  didai  demsod.    One  wuU  lift  Ihee. 


ril  with  %  dreadful  countenance 

Checks  ila  dark  chwioi  by  ihe  craggy  pilC 

t'olike  thy  brethren,  ghoitly  charioieer. 

Wfauortthour  WhilhcrnauldatlboubBVnial 


I  am  the  <hadow  ol 
More  dread  ihan  ia 

llaatei.  ihe  dorkne 

Shall  wnp  iu  laiiiog  uighl  heaTaa'a  kinglea  ihione. 


aaperl :  ere  yon  pluul 


ITp  from  ila  Ihrnne.  v  may  ihe  lurid  ■moke 
Of  earlbquitke-ruin'd  ciiiea  o'er  Ihe  aea. 
Lu!  il  aeeenda  the  car;  Iho  counen  fly 
Terrified :  woi''h  iS  paili  among  iho  aUua 
Blackonine  Ihe  nighl! 

Thus  I  am  umver'd:  obvife' 

PAHTHH.  

Bee.  near  flie  verge,  nnolhcr  chiuiM  ataya  (  H 

An  ivory  ghell  inlaid  wiih  crimaon  fire,  ^ 

Which  comes  and  goea  wilhm  its  aculpiurtd  lim 
Of  deliealo  stnuige  Iroicry ;  the  young  spirii 
Thnl  guidee  il  boa  Ihe  duve-like  eye*  of  hope ; 
How  ita  sofl  smilea  allracl  tho  aoul  1  a.  liglii 
Luree  winged  iiiaceUi  ihiouEh  the  kmplca  air. 

My  foutien  are  fed  wiih  Iho  lighlning. 
They  diink  of  Ihn  whiilwuvl'a  atmm, 

And  when  ihe  red  morning  ia  hrighl'ning 
They  baihe  in  tlie  fnah  aunbeam  -, 
They  have  arengih  for  iheir  awilfaww  I  deem. 

Then  aaecml  wiih  me.  daughter  of  Ocvan. 

1  deaire :  and  iheii-  s)icod  ninkea  nighl  kindle ; 


:  they 


Kre  Ihe  t 
We  oncirc 
Weifaal!  I 

lliea  oBccitd 


.      leTjplaK    . 
piled  on  Allna  can  dwiodle 

"m  long  Isbon  at  noon  -. 
me.  daoghler  of  Oceui. 


8CE.\E  V. 
Tit:  Car  patun  uHhin  a  CImd  OH  At  Thpofa 
Mavniain.  Asi«,  Pintiiu,  and  ilu  SriajT  d: 

On  the  brink  of  the  uighl  and  the  inoniing 

But  ^e  l^lonb  baa  Jual  whiiper' 

Thm  thsir  Highl  moat  be  awi._,. 

TW!<t  ilaU&Di^'^^iAiQBnliirdeura 


ing 


PROMETHEUS  UNBOUND. 


M 


ASIA. 


Tham  tewdieil  on  tbmr  mxtrih,  but  my  hraadi 
Would  give  tbem  fwiiier  speed. 


sniiT. 


Alai!  iieouldnot 


rANTHBA. 

Oh  Bpuit !  pauee,  and  tell  whence  it  the  light 
Whick  filb  the  eload  ?  the  nin  ii  yet  unriien. 

SFnUT. 

The  nm  will  riie  not  until  noon.    Apollo 
Is  held  in  heaven  by  wonder;  and  the  light 
Which  fflli  thii  vapor»  as  the  aerial  hue 
Of  fountain-gazing  rosea  fills  the  water, 
Fkuwa  from  thy  mighty  sister. 

rAllTHIA. 

Yes,  I  feel^ 


What  is  it  with  thee,  sister  t  Thou  art  pale. 

rAMTHXA. 

How  dioa  art  changed!  I  dare  not  look  on  diee ; 

I  feel  hot  see  thee  not.    I  scarce  endure 

The  radiance  of  thy  beauty.    Some  good  change 

I»  working  in  the  elements,  which  sufier 

Tliy  presence  thus  unveil'd.    The  Nereids  tell 

TImt  on  the  day  when  the  clear  hyaline 

Was  cloven  at  thy  uprise,  and  thou  didst  stand 

Within  a  veined  shell,  which  floated  on 

Over  the  calm  floor  of  the  ciystal  sea. 

Among  the  Egean  isles,  and  by  the  shores 

Which  bear  thy  name ;  bve,  like  the  atmosphere 

Of  the  sun's  fire  filling  the  living  world. 

Bunt  from  thee,  and  illumined  earth  and  heaven 

And  the  deep  ocean  and  the  sunless  caves 

And  all  that  dwells  within  them ;  till  grief  cast 

Eclipse  upon  the  soul  from  which  it  came : 

Such  ait  thou  now ;  nor  is  it  I  alone. 

Thy  sister,  thy  companion,  thine  own  choien  one. 

But  the  whole  world  which  seelu  thy  sympathy. 

Hearest  dura  not  sounds  i*  the  air  which  speak  the  love 

Of  all  articulate  beings!  Feelest  thou  not 

The  inanimate  winds  enamor'd  of  thee  7  List! 

[Mudc 

ASIA. 

Tkf  words  are  sweeter  than  aught  else  but  his 
Whose  echoes  they  are ;  yet  all  love  is  sweet, 
Given  or  retum'd.    Common  as  light  is  love, 
And  its  fiimiliar  voice  wearies  not  ever. 
like  die  wide  heaven,  the  all-sustaining  air, 
It  makes  die  reptile  equal  to  the  God : 
They  who  inspire  it  most  are  fortunate. 
As  I  am  now ;  but  those  who  feel  it  most 
Are  happier  still,  after  long  sufllerings, 
Aa  I  duJl  soon  become. 

« 

rANTHXA. 

list !  spirits,  speak. 

VOICE  (in  the  edrt  tinging), 

life  of  life !  thy  lips  enkindle 
With  their  love  the  breath  between 

And  diy  smiles  before  th^  dwindle 
fifak0  the  odd  air  firs;  tbeo  aenen  Amn 


In  those  looks,  where  whoso  gaaes 
Fainti,  entangled  in  their 


Child  of  Light !  thy  lips  are  burning 
Through  the  vest  which  seems  to  hide  diem ; 

As  the  radiant  lines  of  morning 
Through  the  clouds  ere  they  divide  them ; 

And  this  atmosphere  divinest 

Shrouds  thee  wheresoe'er  thou  shineat. 

Fair  are  others ;  none  beholds  flie^ 

But  thy  voice  sounds  tow  and  tender  ' 

like  the  foirest,  for  it  folds  thee 

From  the  sight,  that  liquid  splendor. 
And  all  feel,  yet  see  thee  never. 
As  I  feel  now,  lost  for  ever! 

Lamp  of  Earth !  where'er  thou  moveat 

Its  dim  shapes  are  clad  with  hriflhtw. 
And  the  souls  of  whom  thou  lovest 

Walk  upon  the  winds  with 

Till  they  foil,  as  I  am  foiling,' 

Dizzy,  lost,  yet  unbewailing ! 


ASIA. 

My  soul  is  an  enchanted  boat. 

Which,  like  a  sleeping  swan,  doth  float 
Upon  the  silver  waves  of  thy  sweet  singing; 

And  thine  doth  like  an  angel  sit 

Beside  the  helm  conducting  it. 
Whilst  all  the  winds  with  melody  are  ringing. 

It  seems  to  float  ever,  for  ever. 

Upon  that  many-winding  river. 

Between  mountains,  woods,  abysses, 

A  paradise  of  wildernesses ! 
'nil,  like  one  in  slumber  bound. 
Borne  to  the  ocean,  I  float  down,  around, 
Into  a  sea  profound,  of  ever-epreadii^  sound : 

Meanwhile  thy  spirit  lifts  its  pinions 

In  munc's  most  serene  dominions ; 
Catching  the  winds  that  fon  that  happy  heaven. 

And  we  sail  on,  away,  afar. 

Without  a  course,  without  a  star. 
But,  by  the  instinct  of  sweet  music  driven ; 

Till  througH  Elysian  garden  isleto 

By  thee,  most  beautiful  of  pilots. 

Where  never  mortal  pinnace  glided. 

The  boat  of  my  desire  is  guided : 
Realms  whero  the  air  we  breadie  is  love. 
Which  in  the  winds  on  the  wavte  doth  move. 
Harmonizing  this  earth  with  what  we  feel  above. 

We  have  pass'd  Age's  icy  caves. 

And  Manhood's  dark  and  tossing  waves. 
And  Youth's  smooth  ocean,  smiling  to  betray  : 

Beyond  the  glassy  gulfs  we  flee 

Of  shadow-peopled  Infoncy, 
Through  Death  and  Birth,  to  a  diviner  day  : 

A  paradise  of  vaulted  bowers 

lit  by  downward-gazing  flowers. 

And  watery  paths  that  wind  between 

Wildernesses  calm  and  green, 
PMpled  by  shapes  too  bright  to  see. 
And  rest,  having  be\iQ\^  \  ioRi<eiw\aX\ia]b  ^Qeaa\ 
Which  ^ralk  upon  tbA  wssi,  vu\  ^^osifiLTBi^^s^^ 


BHKTiTiKya  voBnbivw 


«. 
< 


I  i  < 


niwk 


ACTin. 

SCENEL 
JoFm  m kU  Tknme;  TBXra 


fftt 


Te  cmyegited  pofwen  of  liMT«iip  ^rlip  ihan 
Hm  gloy  and  dw  itraiigtli  of  him  ye  mm, 
Rqfoioo!  hweofcrth  I  am  omnipotent 
AUflbohndboMftnbdMdtome;  akme 
TIm  nol  of  muii  liko  an  imeztingiiidi'd  lire. 
Tot  bmni  lowudi  heovn  with  fierce  repraeoh,  wad 

'    doubt, 
And  kmenletion,  end  relodant  pnjer, 
Hnrling  up  inromctionf  which  mipit  make  ^ 
Our  entiqae  empire  imecore,  though  built 
On  ddeit  fiuth,  and  heU*a  coeval,  fimr ; 
And  dKmgh  my  cones  duooi^  |he  pendokNia  air, 
like  now  on  herUeai  pedn,  fall  flake  by  flake. 
And  cling  to  it;  though  under  my  wiofli's  might 
It  climb  the  cragi  of  Ufe,  step  alter  atep, 
Which  woond  it, -at  ice  woondi  mmndaU'd  ftet. 
It  yet  remaina  aupreme  o'er  mitery, 
Aapiring,  nnrepraai^d,  yet  soon  to  fiill : 
Eren  now  have  I  begotten  a  strange  wonder, 
That  fttal  chiUl,  the  terror  of  the  earth. 
Who  waits  hot  till  the  distant  hoor  arrfre, 
BeaiiiV  fiom  Demogorgon's  vacant  throne 
Tlie  dreadlhl  mi^  of  ever4iYing  liraba 
Which  dodied  that  awlhl  spirit  unbeheU, 
To  wdeaeend,  and  trample  out  the  spaifc. 
Ponr  ftrdi  heavenls  wine,  Idvan  Ganymede, 
And  let  it  fill  the  Dssdal  cops  like  fiie^ 
And  fiom  Ae  flowarJnworen  soil  divine 
Te  all-trinmphant  harmonies  arise, 
As  dew  fiom  earth  under  the  twilight  stnrB : 
Drink !  be  the  nectar  circling  through  your  veins 
The  soul  of  joy,  ye  ovor-living  Gods, 
Till  exultation  burst  in  one  Hide  voice 
Like  music  from  Elysian  winds. 

•     And  thou 
Ascend  beside  me,  veiled  in  the  light 
Of  the  desire  which  makes  thee  one  with  mo, 
Hietis,  bright  imago  of  eternity ! 
When  thou  didst  cry,  "  Insuflcrtililc  might ! 
God !  Spare  roe !  I  sustain  not  the  quick  flames. 
The  penetrating  presence ;  all  my  l)eing, 
Liko  him  whom  Uie  Numidian  m>|i8  did  tliaw 
Into  a  dew  with  poimn.  ix  diM«olve<], 
Sinking  through  ila  foundations :"  even  then 
Two  mighty  spiriUi,  mingling,  mndo  a  third 
Mightier  than  cither,  whi<>h,  unlxxlicil  now. 
Between  us  floats,  felt,  although  unhchcld, 
Wsiting  the  incarnation,  whicli  ascends, 
(Hear  ye  the  thunder  of  the  fiery  wheels 
Gridii^  the  winds  T)  from  Demogorgon'ii  throne. 
Victory !  victory !  Feel'st  th«iu  not,  O  world ! 
The  earthquake  of  his  chariot  thundering  up 
Olympus  ? 

\Tke  Car  of  the  Hora  arriret.     Demogorgon  tJe- 
$cend$t  and  moors  toward$  the  Thnmr  ttf  Jupitkr. 
Awful  shape,  whol  art  thou?  Sj>eak  ' 

DfMOGORQON. 

'^tmrmty.     Demand  no  direr  name. 
^emcend,  and  ibUow  mo  down  the  abyss. 


IaB«7ddfl.«f 


t  and  we  iuM  dsvefl 
tadarioMM.    liftihy 
Qi  Mavm  BBiie  Bmy  rirtaug 

OF  BDHL  BflDDBBDIDK  ■— —  t 

wilt,aatiBAedaB&y 
warns  to  wridie  tai  thaj  wa 
fihy  aq^it. 


Deteatad  prodigy! 
Eran  ^raa  baoaadi  te  deep  TftaniBB 
Itraaplatee!  flualmganatf 

aMfav  • 
No  piftr*  no  iflaaaa,  no  respUe!  Oh. 
That  tiKNi  wooUrt  make  nuDe  anaaqr  ay  jodge, 
Evm  where  1m  hangs,  aeai^d  by  agr  loH  lavanta 
OttPaneaaaa!  he  wonld  not  dooM  aa  Ahl 
Gentle,  and  jnst,  and  dreadlaBB,  is  he  not 
Themooarahof  the  WQtldt  What  ait  fiMmt 
No  leltage!  no  appeal! 

Sink  wifli  ne  ten. 
We  two  win  sink  on  te  wide  wnvae  of  raia. 
Even  aa  a  ▼nltnie  and  a  snake  outyent 
Dropk  twisted  in  inextricable  flghl^ 
Into  a  shorelem  eea.    Let  hell  vdaek 
Its  mounded  oeeana  of  tempeslNMi  ■% 
And  wfaaha  on  them  into  the  bottOHl 

Thk  doaolaled  worid,  and  thee,  and  aib 
The  coMHiieMi  and  the  oonqnarV,  lafl  A 
Of  that  fi»  wUdi  they  oonbaaed. 

Ai!Ai! 
The  aleBMBli  obey  me  not    Irink 
Diinhr  down,  OTor,  ftr  ever,  down. 
And,  nke  a  elood,  mine  enemy  abovn 
Daikanimgrftnwidivictoiy!  Ai^Ail 


1= 


SCENE  IL 


The  ManA  of  a  gnat  rhoer  ta  As  UUmi  AdmU. 
OcCAif  is  discooend  redimmg  near  Ae  Skon; 
Apollo  siomfs  betide  him 

OCKAN. 

He  ftn,  then  sayest,  beneath  his  conqnerar^  frown ' 

▲POLLO. 

Aye,  when  te  strife  was  ended  which  made  dim 

The  orb  I  rule,  and  shook  the  solid  stars. 

The  tenors  of  his  eye  illumined  heaven 

With  sanguine  light,  through  te  thick  ragged  skirti 

Of  the  victorious  darkness,  as  he  lell : 

Like  the  last  glare  of  day*s  rod  agony. 

Which,  from  a  rent  among  the  fiery  clonds, 

Bums  fiur  along  the  terapeRt-i^-riidiled  deep. 

OCKAN. 

He  snnk  to  the  abyss  ?  To  the  dark  void  ? 

APOLf^. 

An  eagle  so  caught  in  some  hunting  clond 
On  Caucasus,  bin  thunder-bolHed  wingi 
Entangled  in  the  whirlwind,  and  his  eyes 
Which  gaaed  on  the  undanling  sun,  now  Minded 
By  the  white  lightning,  while  the  {mndenms  hail 
Beats  on  his  stniggling  form,  which  sinks  at  length 
Prone,  and  te  aerial  ice  clings  over  it. 

OCKAN. 

Hencefbrth  the  fields  of  Heaven-reflecting  sea 
Which  are  my  realm,  will  heave,  unstain'd  with 

BcfwaAi  ^  w^x^om^'fM^X^^  ^^sin«  <«f  com. 


PROMETHEUS  UNBOUND. 


W    SM|M¥f  dwnmiMr  air;  my  ■trMfiM  will  flow 
■     IbmI  wmKf  peopled  oontinenti,  and  round 
I     ArtBali  idea;  andfrom  their  glaay  thronea 
Iht  Prolaaa  and  hia  humid  nympha  ahall  mark 
IWihadow  of  iair  ahipa,  ai  mortals  eee 
IW  floating  bark  of  the  light-laden  moon 
With  that  while  star,  its  sightless  pilot's  crest, 
Bons  down  the  rapid  sunset's  ebhing  sea ; 
IVmUiv  their  path  no  more  by  Mood  and  groans. 
And  dflsolatioo.  and  the  mingled  voice 
or  davnry  and  command ;  but  by  the  light 
or  wave-reflected  flowers,  and  floating  odors, 
And  mnsic  soft,  and  mild,  free,  gentle  voices, 
Hh  sweetest  music,  such  as  spirits  love. 

APOLLO. 

And  I  shall  gaie  not  on  the  deeds  which  moke 
My  mind  obscure  with  sorrow,  as  eclipse 
Darkens  the  sphere  I  guide ;  but  list,  I  hear 
The  small,  clear,  silver  lute  of  the  jroung  Spirit 
That  aits  on  the  morning  star. 

OCBAN. 

Thou  must  away; 
Tliy  steeds  vnll  pause  at  eren,  till  when  &rewell : 
The  hmd  deep  odls  me  home  even  now  to  feed  it 
With  anie  calm  out  of  the  emerald  urns 
Which  stand  ibr  ever  full  beaide  my  throne. 
Behold  the  Nereida  under  the  green  sea, 
Tlieir  wavering  limtaa  borne  on  the  wind-like  stream, 
IMi  white  arms  lifted  o'er  their  streaming  hair 
With  garlands  pied  and  starry  sea-flower  crowns. 
Hastening  to  grace  their  mif^ly  sister's  joy. 

[A  tound  of  toaves  i$  heard. 
It  ia  the  unpastured  sea  hungering  for  cahn. 
Peace,  monster;  I  come  now.   Farewell 


APoixa 


Farewell. 


SCENE  m. 


GsaoBsiit.  PaoMiTHiiTS,  HcRcuLca,  loNE,  tAe  Earth, 
fltaKiTC,  Asia,  and  Panthka,  borne  in  the  Car  wUk 
tke  Smrr  or  the  Houk. 

Bmmojimm  mnbindit  PaoMRTHKim,  who  deecende. 

HZacULES. 

Biostf^orxHis  among  spirits!  thus  doth  strength 
To  wisdom,  courage,  sind  long-suflering  love. 
And  thee,  who  art  the  form  they  animate, 
Bfinialar  like  a  shive. 

rROMETHEUS. 

Thy  gentle  words 
Are  sweeter  even  than  freedom  long  desired 
And  kmg  delay'd. 

Asia,  thou  light  of  life. 
Shadow  of  beauty  unbeheld :  and  ye, 
Fair  aster  njrmphs,  who  made  long  years  of  pain 
Sweet  to  remember,  through  your  love  and  care  : 
Hencefordi  we  will  not  part   There  is  a  cave. 
All  overgrown  with  trailing  odorous  plants. 
Which  cmlain  out  the  day  with  leaves  and  flowers. 
And  paved  widi  veined  emerald,  and  a  fountain 
Leaps  in  the  midst  with  an  awakening  sound. 
Vwom  its  carved  roof  the  mountain's  fitnen  tears 
like  sDQfw,  or  silver,  or  long  diamond  spires. 
Hang  downward,  raining  forth  a  doubtful  light  : 
And  them  »  heard  the  ever-moving  air, 


Whispering  without  firom  tree  to  tree,  and  birds. 

And  bees;  and  all  around  are  mossy  seals. 

And  the  rough  walls  are  ckMhed  with  kmg  soft  grass; 

A  simple  dwelling,  which  diall  be  our  own ; 

Where  we  wUl  ait  and  talk  of  time  and  change. 

As  the  world  ebbs  and  flows,  ourselves  unchanged. 

What  con  hide  man  from  mutability  f 

And  if  ye  sigh,  then  I  will  smile;  and  thou, 

lone,  sholt  chant  fragments  of  aea-music 

Until  I  weep,  virhen  ye  shall  smile  away 

The  tears  she  brought,  which  yet  were  sweet  to  shed 

We  will  entangle  buds  and  flowers  and  beama 

Which  twinkle  on  the  fountain's  brim,  and  make 

Strange  combinations  out  of  common  things, 

Like  human  babes  in  their  brief  iimocence ; 

And  we  will  search,  with  looks  and  words  of  love 

For  hidden  thoughts,  each  lovelier  than  die  hsst. 

Our  unexhausted  spirits;  and  like  lutes 

Touch'd  by  the  skill  of  the  enamor'd  wind. 

Weave  harmonics  divine,  yet  ever  new. 

From  difference  sweet  where  discoid  canmC  be ; 

And  hither  come,  sped  on  the  charmed  winda. 

Which  meet  from  all  the  points  of  Heaven,  aa  beea 

From  every  flower  afc'rial  Enna  feeds^ 

At  their  known  island-homes  in  Uimera, 

The  echoes  of  the  human  ymrld,  which  tell 

Of  the  low  voice  of  love,  almost  unheard. 

And  dove-eyed  pity's  murmur'd  pain,  and  music. 

Itself  the  echo  of  the  heart,  and  all 

That  tempers  or  improves  man's  life,  now  free ; 

And  lovely  apparitions,  dim  at  first. 

Then  radiant,  os  the  mind,  arising  bright 

From  the  embrace  of  beauty,  whence  the  forms 

Of  which  these  are  the  phantoms,  casts  on  them 

The  gather'd  rays  which  are  reality, 

Shall  visit  us,  the  progeny  immortal 

Of  Painting,  Sculpture,  and  wmpt  Fbesy, 

And  arts,  though  unimagined,  yet  to  be. 

The  wandering  voices  and  the  shadows  these 

Of  all  that  man  becomes,  the  mediators 

Of  that  best  worship  love,  by  him  and  us 

Given  and  retum'd ;  swift  sliapes  and  sounds,  which 

grow 
More  fair  and  soft  as  man  grows  wise  and  kind. 
And  veil  by  veil,  evil  and  error  foil : 
Such  virtue  has  the  cave  and  place  around. 

[Turning  to  the  SriRiT  op  the  Hoitr. 
For  thee,  fair  Spirit,  one  toil  remains.    lone. 
Give  her  that  curved  shell,  which  Proteus  old 
Made  Asia's  nuptial  boon,  breathing  within  it 
A  voice  to  be  accomplish'd,  and  which  thou 
Didst  hide  in  gross  uiider  the  boUow  rock. 

IONS. 

Thou  most  desired  Hour,  more  loved  and  lovely 
Than  all  thy  sisters,  this  is  the  mystic  shell; 
See  the  pole  azure  fading  into  silver 
Lining  it  with  a  soft  yet  glowing  light : 
Looks  it  not  like  luU'd  music  sleeping  there  f 

SPIRIT. 

It  seems  in  truth  the  fairest  shell  of  Ocean : 

Its  sound  must  be  at  once  both  sweet  and  strange. 

PROMiniEua. 
Go,  borne  over  the  cities  of  mankind 
On  whiriwind-fboted  coursers :  once  again 
Onlspeed  the  sun  around  the  ori)ed  worid ; 
And  ta  ttiy  dianoil  c\«vica  iSm  Nqo^S^ior, 


SHELLBirS  POETICAT.  WtfflKB. 


ttnatti«  icHo  iIib  mBny^liiUnl  ■hall. 
ling  ia  night;  mmic ;  ii  iliall  be 
iiltondw  mingled  yn\h  clear  echoen :  Ihen 

tf  tbou,  O,  Mother  Earth!— 


^  lipa  us  «  me.  lod  Ihy  loucb  miu  ilown 

Cm  ihe  adBmuiliDe  cenlnl  gloom 
thov  marble  oervei;  'lii  life,  'lis  joy, 
^  Ihraogh  aij  wilhec'il.  M.  utd  icy  fnune 
hs  wanDth  or  ao  imniorlsl  youth  sbcwts  iliiwn 
Ming-    Ueocelonh  Ihe  many  rtuldreu  loii 
lUed  in  my  mstajning  smn ;  nil  planin, 
nd  cmcping  fomu,  »nd  uiwcu  rainhow-wing'd, 
od  bifdi.  nnd  betia,  nod  liiii.  nud  humnn  aliapca, 
'hich  drc<w  diHBie  ami  pun  Cium  my  wan  bo»m, 
i-raioing  the  poiBon  of  despair,  •hall  lake 
Anil  inleMhoJige  aweol  nuininani ;  to  rae 
Sholl  Ihey  becomo  liko  inmet-oiMelope* 
By  one  fiiir  dam.  mow-while  and  iwid  ta  wind, 
Nuned  Mnonj  hlio«  near  a  brimming  »lrBam. 
Tha  dDW-miaia  of  my  auulexi  aleep  iball  Auit 
t'nder  Ihe  itan  like  balm :  nighi-roliled  flowen 
Slali  mck  BtiwitUng  huw  ill  lh«ir  repom : 
And  men  and  licuti  in  liappy  dreama  (hall  gnlher 
BlronEih  for  tlic  eoniing  day,  and  all  iia  j»y : 
Arid  death  shall  be  Ihe  but  embrace  of  lier 
Who  lokta  the  U&  ahe  gave,  eicn  an  n  itiolher 
Folding  her  child,  aoyn.  ■'  Leave  mo  not  ogoin." 

Oh,  mother!  wherefore  >pook  Ihr  noma  of  dwlh  I 
CoaH  ^ey  10  lore,  and  move,  end  bnalhe,  and  ipeik. 
Who  die  I 

ll  wonld  avail  iu>t  10  reply: 
Thou  art  immortal,  and  this  longuo  i>  known 
Bui  to  the  uncommimicating  dead. 
Death  ii  the  veil  which  tboM  who  Uve  call  life  i 
Thoy  sleep,  and  it  ta  lifted :  and  meanwhile 
In  mild  variety  the  leoBOiia  mild 
With  rainbow-akirled  showeis.  and  o-loroua  winds. 
And  long  blue  melenni  cleoniiins  llie  dull  night. 
And  the  lifc-kindling  nhtilhi  of  the  kpen  aun's 
AU-piercing  bow,  nnd  Ihe  dew-mingled  rain 
Of  the  cnliD  moonbeamB,  a  kuH  InQuence  mild. 
Shall  rlolhe  Ihe  forialii  nnd  Ihc  liclda,  ay,  even 
Tha  crag'bnill  dcseru  of  the  Imrren  deep, 
With  evor-living  Inavrt,  and  ffuira,  nnd  llowore. 
And  thou  I  There  is  a  ntvcm  where  my  apiril 
Wu  panled  fbclh  in  anguish  whilst  Ihy  pnin 
Made  my  bean  mad,  and  lliow  thai  did  inhale  il 
Became  mad  too,  and  built  a  lemple  there. 
And  jpoke,  and 


And  tbrough  Iheir  vi 
Stand  ever  manthng  wit 


Thai 


And  fiiithlra  fa 


arruldev 


Dund. 


Like  tiio  aoR  waging  wingv  of  noonday  dreama, 
[B>|unn!i  culm  and  bsppy  IhoughD,  like  mine. 
Now  thou  an  Ihtu  restored.    TIvm  cava  ia  ihuw. 

[A  SriUT  tifei  in  lit  litrmcii  <f  a  vaged  dSi 

Thib  ia  ray  loTch-bearer; 
Who  let  hia  lamp  out  in  old  lime  with  gaxing 

yea  from  which  he  kindled  it  luievr 

I  lote.  which  is  as  lire,  sweet  dtngfater  niino. 

luch  is  thai  within  thine  own.    Rim.  wayward. 

guide  lliii  mmpony  beyond  Ihs  peak 
Of  Bacchic  Nyaa.  Ateniid-haunted  mountain. 
And  beyond  Indus  and  iia  inbuie  riven, 
~  id  gl*a*y  lakua 

With  feet  unwet.  unwearied,  undeloying, 
icrOH  Ihe  vale. 
Beside  the  nrndlmt  and  crysloltine  pool, 
Where  ever  lies,  on  unerasing  wavaa. 
The  imago  of  a  lemple,  built  aboTe, 
Diatinel  with  eolriimi,  arch,  and  arahilnve. 
And  palm-like  capilnl,  and  over-wronghl, 
Anil  papulooa  most  witb  living  inugciy- 
Pniiitelean  shapes,  whose  marble  •mile* 
Fill  the  hush'd  air  with  everlasting  knre. 
It  is  daaeiled  now.  hui  once  it  bore 
Thy  name,  Prometheus ;  ihero  the  nouloui  pC 
Bore  Ui  Ihy  honor  through  the  divine  glann 

Who  bear  ihe  unlnuumuttod  torch  of  hups 
Into  Ihe  grave,  acroaa  the  raght  of  life. 

As  ihou  hasl  bame  it  moat  triutopfaantl)'  

To  this  far  goal  of  Time.    Depart  farewell.  ^H 


I 


Beaido  that  le 


u,  the  dcisl 


A  ForoL    /■  lAc  haA-gTound  a  Oat.    PkoWRKK's. 
Asia,  FiNTUtui,  loNib  tmi  Hit  SrouT  or  the 


Sister,  it  is  not  earthly :  how  it  glides 
Under  the  leaves!  huw  on  iu  head  there  bi 


II  is  (he  dclicale  spirit 
Thai  guides  the  earth  ihraugh  Heaven.    Fmtn  afar 
The  poptiloua  consrellntiona  call  that  light 


Ih  thee ; 
Which  broatti  now  rises,  as  amongit  t&II  weeds 
A  violet's  eihalilion.  and  it  lills 
With  B  serener  tight  ami  crimson  air 
Intense,  yet  aofl,  the  rocks  and  woods  around ; 
Il  feeds  the  iiniek  growth  of  ihe  eerjient  vine. 
And  the  dnrk-link'd  ivy  tonglinij  wild. 
And  huddini;.  blown,  or  odor'fiided  lilnolM     . 
Which  alar  Ihe  winds  with  poinla  of  color'd  lighl. 
At  ihey  rain  Ihroiigh  Ihem.  nnd  bright  golden  globeal 
rtf  *  Ihiii.  muspeaded  ia  Ihcir  own  green  Heaven, 


Thel 


at  of  the 


It  floats  along  the  iprey  of  the  ult  s«. 

Or  mnlies  its  diarioi  of  ■  foggy  cloud. 
Or  walks  Ihmugh  (lelda  or  cities  while  men  1 
Or  o'er  iJio  moiuitoin-iopi,  or  dovin  the  riven 
Or  through  Ihe  green  wdbIb  ivildemew,  as  ru 
Wondering  at  all  it  sees.    Before  Jove  reign'< 
It  loved  our  eisrer  Asia,  and  it  came 
Eaeh  leisure  hour  to  drink  the  liquid  light 
1  of  her  eyes,  for  which 
mw  \nV  \rt  %  d\waa.  and 


PROMETHEUS  UNBOUND. 


«7 


il  k  htd  known  or  leen,  for  it  taw  much. 
Til idlf  nmaa*d  what  it  nw;  and  call'd  her, 
F«  wheooe  it  apniDg  it  knew  not,  nor  do  I, 
MtAu,  dear  mother. 

m  SmiT  OF  THE  EARTH  (niflfttfi;jr  tO  ASU). 

Mother,  dearest  mother ; 
Mi^  I  then  talk  with  thee  as  I  waa  wontf 
Mi^  I  then  hide  my  eyes  in  thy  soft  arms, 
Afltor  dqr  k)ok8  have  made  them  tired  of  joy ! 
liqr  I  l&en  play  beside  thee  the  long  noons. 
When  woik  la  none  in  the  bright  silent  air  ? 

ASIA. 

I  bft  thee,  gentlest  being !  and  henceforth 
Gu  cheriah  thee  unenvied :  speak,  I  prey : 
Ikf  mqile  talk  once  solaced,  now  delights. 

arUIT  OP  TBS  EARTH. 

llodier,  I  am  grown  wiser,  though  a  child 
Cionot  be  wise  like  thee,  within  this  day ; 
And  happier  too ;  happier  and  wiser  both. 
Tlion  biowest  that  toads,  and  snakes,  and  lothely 


And  Tenomous  and  malicious  beasts,  and  boughs 
Tliat  boro  ill  berries  in  the  woods,  were  ever 
A  hindrance  to  my  walks  o'er  the  green  world  : 
And  that,  among  the  haunts  of  human-kind. 
Bard-featured  men,  or  with  pioud,  angry  looks, 
Or  cold,  staid  gait,  or  fidse  and  hollow  smiles, 
Ot  the  dull  sneer  of  self-loved  ignorance. 
Or  other  such  foul  masks,  with  which  ill  thoughts 
ffide  that  fiur  being  whom  we  spirits  call  man ; 
And  women  too,  ugliest  of  all  things  evil 
^Though  fiiir,  even  in  a  world  where  thou  art  fiur. 
When  good  and  kind,  fiee  and  sincere  like  thee), 
When  &l8e  or  frowning  made  me  sick  at  heart 
To  pass  them,  though  they  slept,  and  I  unseen. 
Well,  my  path  lately  lay  through  a  great  city 
Into  the  woody  hills  surrounding  it : 
A  sentinel  was  sleeping  at  the  gate : 
When  there  was  heard  a  sound,  so  loud,  it  shook 
The  towen  amid  the  moonlight,  yet  more«sweet 
Ulan  any  voice  but  thine,  sweetest  of  all ; 
A  long,  kw^  sound,  as  it  would  never  end  : 
And  idl  the  inhabitants  leapt  suddenly 
Oat  of  dieir  rest,  and  gather'd  in  the  streets. 
Looking  in  wonder  up  to  Heaven,  while  yet 
'Hub  muaiG  peal'd  along.    I  hid  myself 
Widiin  a  fountain  in  the  public  square. 
Where  I  lay  like  the  reflex  of  the  moon 
Seen  in  a  wave  under  green  leaves :  and  soon 
Tboae  ugly  human  shapes  and  visages 
Of  which  I  spoke  as  having  wrought  me  pain, 
PhI  floating  through  the  air,  and  fading  still 
Into  the  wiSads  that  scatter'd  them ;  and  those 
From  whom  they  past  seem'd  mild  and  lovely  forms 
AAer  some  foul  disguise  had  fallen,  and  all 
Were  somewhat  changed,  and  afler  brief  surprise 
And  greetings  of  delighted  wonder,  all 
Went  to  their  sleep  again ;  and  when  the  dawn 
Came,  wouldst  thou  think  that  toads,  and  snakes,  and 

efk, 
Cdold  e*er  be  beautiful  7  yet  so  they  were. 
And  that  widi  little  change  of  shape  or  hue : 
All  things  had  put  their  evil  nature  off: 
f  cannot  tell  my  joy,  when  o'er  a  lake 
Upon  a  drooping  bough  with  nightshade  twined, 
I  anw  two  antra  halcyons  clinging  downward 

ST 


And  thinning  one  bric^t  boncfa  of  ■mhnf  beiriei^ 
With  quick  long  beaks,  and  in  die  deep  thera  lay 
Those  lovely  forms  imaged  as  in  a  Ay; 
So  with  my  thoughts  full  of  these  happy  changM^ 
We  meet  again,  the  happiest  change  of  alL 

ASU. 

And  never  will  we  part,  till  thy  chaste  sister 
Who  guides  the  frooen  and  inconstant  moon 
Will  look  on  thy  more  wann  and  equal  light 
Till  her  heart  thaw  like  flakes  of  April  snow 
And  love  diee. 

SPIRIT  OP  THE  EARTH. 

What!  as  Asia  loves  Prometheus f 

ASIA. 

Peace,  wanton :  thou  art  yet  not  old  enough 
Think  ye  by  gazing  on  each  other's  eyes 
To  multiply  your  lovely  selves,  and  fill 
With  sphered  fires  the  interlunar  air  I 

SPIRIT  OF  THE  EARTH. 

Nay,  mother,  while  my  sister  trims  her  lamp^ 
Tis  hard  I  should  go  darkling. 

ASIA. 

Listen;  k)dk! 
The  Spirit  op  the  Hoitr  enters. 

PROMETHEUS. 

We  feel  what  thou  hast  heard  and  seen:  yet  speak. 

SPIRIT  OP  THE  HOUR. 

Soon  as  the  sound  had  ceased  whose  thunder  filVd 

The  abysses  of  the  sky  and  the  wide  earth, 

There  was  a  change :  the  impalpable  thin  air 

And  the  all-circling  sunlight  were  transfbrm'd, 

As  if  the  sense  of  love  dissolved  in  them 

Had  folded  itself  round  the  sphered  worid. 

My  vision  then  grew  clear,  and  I  could  see 

Into  die  mysteries  of  the  universe : 

Dizzy  as  with  delight  I  floated  down. 

Winnowing  the  lightsome  air  with  languid  plumes 

My  coursers  sought  their  Irirth-place  in  the  sun, 

Wliere  they  henceforth  will  live  exempt  from  tofl 

Pasturing  flowers  of  vegetable  fire. 

And  where  my  inoonlike  car  will  stand  within 

A  temple,  gazed  upon  by  Phidian  forms 

Of  thee,  and  Asia,  and  Uie  Earth,  and  me, 

And  you  fair  nymphs  looking  the  love  we  feel ; 

In  memory  of  the  tidings  it  has  borne ; 

Beneath  a  dome  fretted  with  graven  flowers, 

Poised  on  twelve  columns  of  resplendent  stone, 

And  open  to  the  bright  and  liquid  sky. 

Yoked  to  it  by  an  amphisbenic  snake, 

The  likeness  of  those  winged  steeds  will  mock 

The  light  from  which  they  find  repose.     Alas, 

Whither  has  wander'd  now  my  partial  tongue 

When  all  remains  untold  which  ye  would  hear  ? 

As  I  have  said,  I  floated  to  the  earth : 

It  was,  as  it  is  stUl,  the  pain  of  Uiss 

To  move,  to  breathe,  to  be ;  I  wandering  went 

Among  the  haunts  and  dwellings  of  masJdnd, 

And  first  was  disappointed  not  to  see 

Such  mighty  change  as  I  had  felt  within 

Express'd  in  outward  things ;  but  soon  I  Iook*d, 

Anid  behold,  thrones  were  kingless,  and  men  w:alk*d 

One  with  the  other  even  as  spirits  da 

None  fiiwn'd,  mme  trampled ;  hate,  disdain,  or  fear, 

Sel^love  or  self-contempt,  on  human  browa 

No  mote  inacribed,  «s  o'<^t  th&  ^\&  ^  VaVl^ 


I 


I 
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*'A<W>ilMniinny>who«HerbBw;*' 
NoM  flowB*!!,  none  tramblad,  none  wilh 
G|Md  on  MMttiat^a  eye  of  cold  f—MMmd, 
UbA  dw  mI|^  of  •  lymif ■  will 
BoMMOb  wono  ftio»  tho  ataoot  of  Ui  oiiii» 
WbMi  wpan'd  him,  lilw  an  (mtKpua  hotm,  to  deodk 
NoiM  mom^  hit  hpi  in  trutb-cntuil^ing  lineo 
Which  aDukd  the  ho  hit  toogne  diacfaiiii'd  to  ipeok ; 
None,  with  llim  neer,  trad  out  in  hii  own  heiurC 
Tho  aporiB  of  loro  oiid  hope  till  diore  ranoin'd 
llMoe  hitter  oi^  •  oool  oeltoiimnBodi 
And  Ae  wiotch  cfopt  a  vampira  aoMik  man, 
Inftotiiig  all  with  hit  own  hidoooi  in ; 
None  lalk*d  diat  commoD,  ftbe,  ogU,  hollow  talk 
Whidi  maket  the  heart  deny  the  yet  it  bfeatfaea» 
Tot  qmation  diat  onmeant  hypocny 
*  WUi  aoch  a  aalfiaittniat  at  hat  no  name. 
And  women,  too,  flank,  beaotiial,  and  kind 
At  tte  tn9  heaven  which  mint  fieth  Ii|^t  and  dew 
On  tte  wide  earth,  peat;  gentle,  mdiant  ftrnt^ 
FhNB  cnttom't  evil  taint  exempt  and  poie ; 

Speaking  the  witdom  once  diey  coaM  not  think* 
Looking  emotionB  once  they  feared  to  ftdl. 

And  dianged  to  all  which  once  they  dated  not  be, 
Yet  heing  now,  made  earth  like  heaven ;  nor  piide, 
Nor  jealoaay,  nor  envy,  nor  ill  diame, 
•Tilt  faittereat  of  dioae  dropi  of  tieerarad  gdl,    * 
Spoilt  the  aweet  taato  of  the  nepenthe  kive. 

Thwnai,  altm^  judgment  eeati,  and  priwna;  wherani. 
And  betide  whksh,  by  wretohed  man  wart  hone 
Soeptrea,  tiasat,  tvroffdi,  and  chaint,  and  tomea 
Of  reaaon'd  wm^  gknad  on  by  ignoianoa, 
Were  like  thoae  monatnoa  and  barbane  drnpea^ 
Tlie  ghoala  of  a  no  more  rgmamber'd  ftmOi 
Whkh,  fimn  their  unworn  obeliakB,  knk  iK± 
In  triumph  o'er  the  palaoea  and  tomba 
Of  dioae  who  were  their  conqueroia :  mouldering 

round 
Thoae  imaged  to  the  prido  of  kinga  and  prietti^ 
A  daik  yet  mighty  &ith,  a  power  as  wide 
At  ii  the  wwld  it  waited,  and  are  now 
But  an  attoniahment  {  even  so  the  toola 
And  emblems  of  its  lost  captivi^, 
Amid  the  dwellingi  of  the  peopled  earth, 
Stand,  not  o'erthrown,  but  unregarded  now. 
And  those  fi>ul  shapes,  abhorr'd  by  god  and  man, 
MThich,  under  many  a  name  and  many  a  form 
Strange,  lavage,  ghastly,  dork,  and  execrable, 
Were  Jupiter,  the  tyrant  of  the  world  ; 
And  which  the  nations,  panic<«tricken,  served 
With  blood,  and  hearts  broken  by  long  hope,  and  love 
Dragg'd  to  hit  idtan  soil'd  and  garlandleai. 
And  slain  among  men's  unreclaiming  tears. 
Flattering  the  thing  they  feor'd,  which  fear  was  hate, 
Froi^-n,  mouldering  fiut,  o'er  their  abandon'd  shrines : 
The  painted  veil,  by  those  who  were,  call'd  life, 
Which  mimick'd,  as  wilh  colors  idly  spread. 
All  men  believed  and  hoped,  is  torn  aside ; 
The  lotheaome  mask  has  fallen,  the  man  remains 
SceptrelesB.  free,  uncircunucribed,  but  man 
Rqiial,  unclasa'd,  tribeloss,  and  nationless. 
Exempt  from  awe,  worship,  degree,  the  king 
Over  himself;  just,  gentle,  wise :  but  man 
PaasionlesB ;  not  yet  Iree  from  guilt  or  pain. 
Which  were,  ibr  his  will  made  or  sufler'd  them, 
Nor  yet  exempt,  though  ruling  them  like  slaves. 


anddealh* 
The  dogi  of  dmt  whiiA 
The  kAieat  alar  of  mmaoeiided 
Cianadad  dhn  m  the  hiteiHn 


muwflilwF, 


ACTIV. 

Bcmn-A  pan  t^  Ae  Forul  near  ^  Cnt  q 
MMTHgtm,  Panthba  and  Ions  an  Atfu^ 
tatooimgrtamUif  during  the  JbrttSm^. 

voici  OF  tTMsnir  wnura. 

Tim  pale  atan  are  gone ! 
For  the  aon,  their  awift  drnpheid. 
To  thdr  Ibid  diem  oompeDii^ 
In  die  depths  of  the  dawn, 
Haalea,  in  meteor-eclipsing  arrayt  and  Aiy 
Beyond  hia  blue  dwellii^ 
Aa  &wna  flee  the  leopard. 
But  where  are  ye  f 

A  TVaJn  cf  dark  Forwu  and  Sftodbm 

Here, oh!  here: 

We  bear  die  bier 
Of  dm  Fadmr  of  many  a  caneaa'd  yatr ! 

upawiaa  we 

Of  dw  dead  Hbon  be, 
We  bear  Thne  to  hia  tomb  in  elendly. 

Strew,  oh!  atrew 

Hair,  not  yew! 
Wet  die  dodqr  pall  widi  teang  not  dew! 

Be  the  laded  flowen 

Of  Death's  bare  bowen 
Spvead  on  the  corpse  of  the  King  of  Hbon 

Haste,  oh,  haste ! 

As  shades  are  chased, 
Trembling,  by  day,  from  Heaven's  bine  wa 

We  melt  away. 

Like  dissolving  spray, 
From  the  children  of  a  diviner  day. 

With  die  lullaby 

Of  winds  that  die 
On  the  bosom  of  their  own  harmray ! 

lONE. 

What  dark  forms  were  they  ? 

PANTUKA. 

The  past  Hours  weak  and  gray, 
With  the  spoil  which  their  toil 

Raked  together 
From  the  conquest  but  One  could  foil. 

lONX. 

Have  they  past  ? 

PANTHKA. 

They  have  past ; 
They  outspeeded  the  blast, 
While  'tis  said,  they  are  fled  : 


lONB. 

Whidier,oh!  wfaidierf 
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rANTHBA. 

I  dia  daAf  to  the  past,  to  the  dead. 

▼OIOS  OF  UNSXEN  8PiErr& 

Bd|^  elooda  float  in  heaven, 
Dew^fltan  gleam  on  earth, 
Waves  aaaemble  on  ocean. 
They  are  gathered  and  driven 
■lonn  of  delight,  by  the  panic  of  glee ! 
lliey  ihake  with  emotion. 
They  dance  in  their  mirth. 
But  where  are  ye  f 

The  pine-boogha  are  singing 
Old  aongi  with  new  gladneM ; 
Hie  blUowB  and  fountains 
Freah  mmic  are  flinging, 
e  notes  of  a  spirit  from  land  and  from 
The  storms  nMx:k  the  mountains 
With  the  thunder  of  gladness. 
But  where  are  ye ! 


lomc. 
are  theae? 

rANTHKA. 

are  their  dmrioli  f 

flXMicBomuB  or  houm. 

ice  of  the  Spirits  of  Air  and  of  Earth     ^ 
iwn  bade  the  figmrod  curtain  of  sleep 
covered  our  being  and  darken'd  our  birth 
deep. 

A  VOICE. 

In  the  deep? 

SIMICHOftlTS  II. 

.     Oh !  below  the  deep. 

SKMICHORUa  I. 

Ired  agea  we  had  been  kept 

1  in  visions  of  hate  and  care, 

icfa  one  who  waked  as  his  brother  slept, 

die  truth— 

■EMICHORUS  II. 

Worse  than  his  visions  were ! 

BEMICnORUS  I. 

ve  heard  the  lute  of  Hope  in  sleep ; 
ve  known  the  voice  of  Love  in  dreams, 
ve  felt  the  wand  of  Power,  and  leap — 

8KMICU0RUB  II. 

bOlows  leap  in  the  rooming  beams ! 

CHORUS. 

)  the  dance  on  the  6oor  of  the  broezp, 
ce  with  Amg  heaven's  silent  light, 
nt  the  day  that  loo  swiflly  flees, 
check  ifti  flight  ere  the  cave  of  night 

he  hungry  Hours  were  hounds 
ich  chased  the  day  like  a  bleeding  deer, 
limp*d  and  stumbled  with  many  wounds 
ongh  the  m^t}y  deUii  of  the  desert  year. 


But  now,  oh!  weave  the  rajsiic  maaanra 
Of  muac,  and  dance,  and  ahapea  of  hg^; 

Let  the  Houia,  and  the  spirits  of  might  and  pleaau 
like  the  cknida  and  aunbeams,  imita. 

Avoid. 

Unite. 

rANTHXA. 

See,  where  the  Spirita  of  the  human  mind 
Wrapt  in  aweet  sounds,  as  in  bright  veik^  ^ppiwc 

CHORUS  OF  SPIRITS. 

We  join  the  throng 

Of  the  dance  and  the  song. 
By  the  whirlwind  of  gladness  borne  along ; 

As  the  flying-fish  leap 

From  the  Indian  deep. 
And  mix  with  the  sea-fauds,  half-asleep. 

CHORUS  OP  HOURS. 

Whence  come  ye,  so  wild  and  so  fleet, 
For  sandals  of  lightning  are  on  your  feet. 
And  your  wings  are  soft  and  swift  as  thooght. 
And  3^ur  eyea  are  as  love  which  is  veiled  not 

CHORUS  OF  SPIRITS. 

We  come  from  the  mind 

Of  human-kind. 
Which  was  late  so  dusk,  and  ofaacene,  and  blin 

Now  His  an  ocean 

Of  clear  emotion, 
A  heaven  of  serene  and  mighty  motkm. 

From  that  deep  abyai 

Of  wonder  and  Uiis, 
Whoae  caverns  are  crystal  palaces ; 

From  those  skiey  towers 

Where  Thought's  crowned  powers 
Sit  watching  your  dance,  ye  happy  Honi** 


From  the  dijn 

Of  woven  caresses. 
Where  lovers  catch  ye  by  your  loose  tresses ; 

From  the  azure  iides 

Where  sweet  Wisdom  smiles, 
Delaying  your  ships  with  her  syren  wilea. 

From  the  templea  high 

Of  Man's  ear  and  eye, 
RooTd  over  Sculpture  and  Poesy ; 

From  the  murmurings 

Of  the  unaeal'd  springs 
Where  Science  bedews  his  Deadal  wings. 

Years  after  years. 

Through  blood,  and  tears, 
And  a  tfiick  hell  of  hatreds,  and  hopes,  and  fet 

We  waded  and  flew. 

And  the  islets  were  few 
Where  the  bud-blighted  flowenof  happineaa  gn 

Our  feet  now,  every  palm, 

Are  sandall'd  with  calm, 
And  the  dew  of  our  wings  is  a  rain  of  balm : 

And,  beyond  our  ejres. 

The  human  love  Ues 
Which  makes  f\\  '\\  %aiM  fsd  ^vxv^iaA. 
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,  noQ  wMvo  lhf>  wpb  iir  Lhe  myilic 
ftim  Iha  deptha  of  the  sky  and  The  enda  of  (hn  eulh. 
I  Comn  iwift  Spirita  of  migbt  am)  of  plo"  — 
P  Ibfl  donre  and  iho  maac  of  mirth, 


^i 


And  01 


;  ahull  bl 


In  Ibe  void's  I< 

A  mM  tor  the  Spiril  uf  WiHlom  to  wield  ; 
We  nill  mke  our  pUn 
FKun  lbs  ne»  world  uf  iDsn. 

And  our  walk  ahall  be  ooll'd  iho  Promelheiu). 


We.  heyord  hpBVen,  are  ilriTen  nlong ; 
Va  Ibe  enchaiUmpnia  of  earlh  rolain  : 


CeMelwK.  ami  rapid,  ""d  (icfrc,  and  free. 
With  the  Sp^riti  which  biiild  n  new  narlh  ai 
And  a  henvcu  where  yet  hoavea  could  neTi 


SMemn,  nnd  (low.  luid  tertnr.  and  hriR:h1, 
LauJing  Oia  Day  nnd  outapeedinK  the  NiKht, 
Wiih  tho  powera  of  a  world  of  pcrfeci  lighi. 


Brvtk  tho  dniicp,  Mid  acalloi  the  (oog. 

Let  mme  ilopart.  and  aanie  [Graain  j 
Wherevet  we  Hy  we  lead  alone 
Id  Icaahea,  like  atai-bcnnu,  soil  yel  annnc, 

TJie  clouds  ihalnreheovywilhhiie'aawceti 


Our  gpcul  b  won. 

Our  luk  ia  dune. 
Wa  arc  lln  lo  dive,  or  unr.  or  run ; 

Beyond  and  araund. 

Or  within  the  hnttnd 
WhiiA  elip"  the  »-orld  midi  darkness  round. 

We'll  pan  the  ay« 

Of  LliE  (tarry  skiea 
Into  the  hoar  deep  lo  roloniia  : 

DoDlh,  (Thnoa.  and  Night. 

From  the  auund  of  our  Hight, 
Shall  flee,  like  miat  from  a  tempest's  mi^ 

And  Earth.  Air.  and  Light, 

And  Ihe  Spirit  of  Mighl. 
Whirh  drivea  round  tho  slon  in  their  fiery  flight : 

Atid  I/ive,  Thought,  and  Sreaih, 

The  powon  ilial  i|Uoll  Death, 
Wherever  we  Har  ahall  Bsaemblo  beneath. 


Yf  1  feel  yon  no  deli^l 


Aa  the  bar*  girni  h3  | 
WhBB  eome  tofl  clouJ  I'aniahea  into  ram. 
Laugha  wiili  a  Ihoutand  druio  of  aunny  water 
To  the  unpavilion'd  aky  I 


every  pouac  ie  Gll'd  with  nndaNUtea.  1 

',  ailver,  icy.  koen  awalcetitng  ftncak  " 

h  pierce  tlie  aenao.  and  live  withm  lit*  MtiL   ' 
ic  abarp  alan  perce  winter's  cryMal  ait 
gaze  upon  themselves  withitt  &e  aaa. 


I  openings  in  Iha  KtM  , 


Bpuvpcn  Ihe  • 


.  vmki  i 


Wa  whiiL  linging  loud,  round  the  tfthering  aphere. 
Till  Ihe  treea.  and  tlie  bcaiw.  nn<i  tho  cloiida  i 
From  il»  chaoa  made  calm  by  love,  not  fear. 


We  encircle  tho  ocean  and  mounlaina  of  eartl 
And  Ihe  happy  forma  of  ita  death  and  hinh 
f^bangB  to  ibe  niuvc  ot  our  iwuet  nunh. 


.„-iir  path  of  melody,  Uke  aisterB 

Who  pari  with  aiglui  ihsl  iliey  may  meet  in  tmilo. 
Turning  their  dear  disunion  lo  an  udo 
or  hivoly  grief;  a  wood  uf  awed  lad  iboughh; 
Two  viaiona  of  alrange  radiance  llool  upon 

enl  of  ationg  KnuKl, 
i>  iiii:ii  iiuni.  uiHiiuci.  manner,  deeper  yel 
t'ndcr  Ihc  gniund  and  through  the  ii  iiallf  Hft 

I  see  a  chariot  like  thai  ihiiuieal  bnal 
In  which  the  rnoiher  of  the  tnonOia  ia  bome 
By  ebbing  night  JnU>  tier  wsstom  cave, 
When  she  npapringa  front  inlerlunai  dreana, 
Cur  which  is  carved  an  orblike  canopy 
Of  gentle  darioiev.  and  Iha  bills  and  wnb 
Diannctly  aeen  through  that  duak  airy  veil. 
Regard  like  ahapn  in  an  encbanicr'i  glaa ; 
'     vkhccU  are  mild  cloudi,  amni  and  gold, 
^h  OS  the  genii  of  the  thunder^lonii 
B  on  the  floor  of  ihe  illumined  aea 
ten  Ihe  ami  rimhca  under  il;  they  roll 
d  move  and  grow  aa  with  an  inwatd  wind ; 
Within  it  siu  a  winged  iniani.  while 

Uke  (ho  whiienew  of  brighl  noM 
lt<  plumes  are  as  feaUicm  of  aunny  frosl, 
Its  limbs  gleam  while,  through  Ihe  vtiud^lowing  ibli 

woof  of  elhereal  paarL 
Id  hair  ia  whits.  Ihe  bngfatneaa  of  while  light 
ScBlter'd  in  airings,-  yel  iu  nto  eyea  on  bMveo* 

■ve, 
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m  pouring,  as  a  itoiTii  ia  pour'd 
1  doodi,  oat  of  their  arrowy  laahea, 
die  cold  and  radiant  air  around, 
nt  ia  not  brightnew ;  in  iti  hand 
inivering  moonbeam,  from  whote  point 
xywer  directi  the  chariot'i  prow 
leeled  clouds,  which  as  they  roll 
aai,  and  flowers,  and  waves,  wake  sounds 
■inging  rain  of  sUver  dew. 

rANTHXA. 

10  other  opening  in  the  wood 

h  loud  and  whirlwind  harmony, 

rhich  is  as  many  thoinand  spheres, 

Btal,  3ret  through  all  its  mass 

rough  empty  space,  music  and  light : 

nd  orbs  involving  and  involved, 

azure,  white,  green,  and  golden, 

lin  qihere ;  and  every  space  between 

th  nnimaginable  shapes, 

3st8  dream  dwell  in  the  lampless  deep, 

iter4ranspicuoos,  and  they  whirl 

jUihBT  with  a  thousand  motions, 

usand  sightless  axles  spinning, 

be  Ibrce  of  self-destroying  swiftness, 

bwly,  solemnly  rdU  oo, 

ith  mingled  sounds,  and  many  tones* 

words  and  imaie  wfld. 

y  whiil  the  mnltttwdjnous  orb 

bright  brook  into  an  anre  mist 

al  subtlety,  like  li^; 

lid  odor  of  the  forest  flowen, 

of  the  living  grass  and  air. 

Id  light  of  let^entangled  beams 

Qtense  yet  sel^oonflicting  speed, 

ded  into  one  aerial  mass 

mm  the  sense.  Within  the  orb  itself, 

on  ito  alabaster  arms, 

iiild  o'erwearied  with  swoet  toil, 

Iblded  wings,  and  wavy  hair, 

jf  the  Earth  is  laid  asleep, 

n  see  its  little  lips  are  moving, 

Hanging  light  of  theu-  own  smiles, 

bo  talks  of  what  he  loves  in  dream. 

lomc. 
locking  the  orb's  harmony. 

r4NTBCA. 

.  star  upon  its  (brehcod,  shoot, 
I  of  azure  fire,  or  golden  spears 
k^uelling  myrtle  ovortwined, 
heaven  and  earth  imited  now, 
like  spoke  of  some  invisible  wheel 
ri  as  the  orb  whirls,  swifter  than  thought, 
abyss  with  sunliko  lightnings, 
idicular  now,  and  now  transverse, 
larit  soil,  and  as  thoy  pierce  and  pass, 
the  secrets  of  the  earth's  deep  heart ; 
e  of  adamant  and  gold, 
noes,  and  unimagined  gems, 
m  on  crystalline  columns  poised 
able  silver  overspread ; 
iftlhom'd  fire,  and  water  springs 
)  great  sea,  even  as  a  child  is  AmI, 
m  ck>the  earth's  monarch  mountain-tops 
',  ermine  snow.  The  beams  flash  on 
ippear  the  melancholy  ruins 
I  cycles;  anchon^  beaks  of  ships; 


Planks  tom'd  to  marble;  qmyem,  helini^  aaA 
And  gorgon-headed  targes,  and  the  wheels 
Of  scydied  chariots,  and  the  emblaaonry 
Of  trophies,  standards,  and  arrooiial  beastik 
Round  which  death  laugh'd,  sepulchred 
Of  dread  destruction,  ruin  within  ruin! 
The  wrecks  beside  of  many  a  city  vast. 
Whose  population  which  the  earth  grew  over 
Was  mortal,  but  not  human ;  see,  they  lie 
Their  monstrous  works,  and  uncouth  skeletons, 
Their  statues,  domes  and  fimes ;  prodigious  shapes 
Huddled  in  gray  annihilation,  sjdit, 
Jamm'd  in  the  hard,  black  deep;  and  over  these. 
The  anatomies  of  unknown  winged  things, 
And  fishes  which  were  isles  of  living  scsle. 
And  serpents,  bony  chains,  twisted  around 
The  iron  crags,  or  within  heaps  of  dust 
To  which  the  torturous  strength  of  their  last  pangs 
Had  crush'd  the  iron  crags ;  and  over  diese 
The  jagged  alligator,  and  the  might 
Of  earth-convulsing  behemoth,  which  once 
Were  monarch  b^ts,  and  on  the  slimy  shoras. 
And  weed-overgrown  continents  of  earth. 
Increased  and  multiplied  like  summer  wome 
On  an  abandon'd  corpse,  till  the  blue  gtobe 
Wrapt  deluge  round  it  like  a  cloak,  and  they 
Tell'd,  gasp'd,  and  were  abolish'd ;  or  some  God 
Whose  throne  was  in  a  comet,  past,  and  cried. 
Be  not !  And  like  my  words  they  were  no  more. 

THK  EAKTR. 

The  joy.  the  triumph,  the  delight,  the  madness! 

The  boundless,  overflowing,  bursting  gladness, 

The  vaporous  exultation  not  to  be  confined! 
Ha!  ha!  the  animation  of  delight 
Which  wraps  me,  like  an  atmoqdiere  of  light* 

And  bean  me  as  a  doud  is  home  by  its  own  w^mL 

m 

THE  MOON. 

Brother  mine,  calm  wanderer, 

Happy  globe  of  land  and  air, 
Some  l^pirit  is  darted  like  a  beam  from  tiiee. 

Which  penetrates  my  finozen  frame, 

And  passes  with  the  warmth  of  flame. 
With  love,  and  odor,  and  deep  melody 

Through  me,  through  me ! 

THSBAKTH. 

Ha!  ha!  die  caverns  of  my  hollow  mountains. 
My  cloven  fir^^regs,  sound-exulting  fountains. 
Laugh  with  a  vast  and  inextinguishable  laughter. 
The  oceans,  and  the  deserts,  and  the  abysses, 
And  the  deep  air's  unmeasured  wildernesses. 
Answer  firom  all  their  clouds  and  billows,  echoing  after. 

They  cry  abud  as  I  da    Sceptred  curse. 
Who  all  our  green  and  azure  universe 
Threaten'dst  to  muiffle  roimd  with  block  destruction, 
sending 
A  solid  cloud  to  rain  hot  thunder«tones. 
And  splinterand  knead  down  my  children's  bones. 
All  I  bring  forth,  to  one  void  mass  battering  and 
blending. 

Until  each  crag-like  tower,  and  storied  colimiD. 
Naoe,  and  Q^N&isJk,  isdi  ^010^^ 
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m  Munv'd  b]f  Ihy  »u«n|;  Iuhb  into  s  liftl™  miw. 

Howarl  dioa  (unli.  wilhdrami.  mver'd.  drank  Dp 

Br  ibiiMy  nuiblDH.  oa  tlw  bnckufa  rup 
kid^  hr  0  ■lawrt  buii|N  ■  lulls  ilnqi  A<r  all ; 

And  fiiini  hiuipMh.  annind,  urilhiii,  ibove, 

FillinR  lliy  void  snnlhililion.  love 
Ht>  in  liV*  ligbi  on  ocai  clovga  by  ihuDder-baU. 


P  Tht  nww  upiin  mji  liftl™ 

b  loowii'd  Inia  living  HmnlniUi 

My  »liri  OTMtn  duw.  *nd  ilng,  and  iilunai 

A  »p>nl  fiiiui  iny  tie*rt  biinB  Ibnh, 

li  cinihn*  with  uniipcGioJ  birUi 

My  Luld  barv  InwiD:  Oil!  It  miM  bo  liibc 

Goling  on  ibee  1  feel.  1  konn 
Green  aCoIki  bunt  rurih.  and  bright  flowen 
giw. 
And  livinf!  fthapc*  upim  ray  bonm 


II 

Thiwigh  tiuijilcd  m 
IdIo  the  uunotl  loavc- 

Upon  tho  nindu,  iniang  llie  oloodi  ta 

It  vnkM  a  IJIb  In  the  feigntun  dead, 
Tttey  Inithe  n  ajiinl  up  finiD  their  otsBnml 

And  like  s  >iunu  liureiiiiR  iu  rioudy  pri 

Out  of  the  laniplim  civni  of  uiuinagiwid  be 

Wtlh  unhqtuke  ihook  aud  iwiltnen  making 

Tbon^t'i  ■lagiuint  diaoi,  inuvmaved  (or 

Tilt  hate,  tukd  Ifnrutd  pain,  lighl-vanquirii'il  ihadowi. 
Hccing. 


Tka  inio  feir  notld  of  tliingn,  a  sta  reflecting  lovo ; 
Wliicb  ovr-r  all  bii  kind,  ai  tbo  lunV  heaven 
eliding  o'er  oi'0«n.  nuouth.  aerene.  and  even 

Darling  Ihjm  ilarry  do|itha  radiance  and  ligiit,  doth 

Leave  men,  even  ai  B  Ippmii  child  ia  lefl. 

niia  fullnvii-i  a  >ich  buui  U  Kms  nnnn  cleit 

or  rocki,  thntugh  which  the  might  iir  heating  tptdngi 

'neo  when  it  wanden  luiinc  with  nxy  mule, 
UDOoiwioui.  and  iti  moiher  featr  awlulo 
It  ii  B  Binril,  then  weepi  on  her  child  reatared. 

Man.  nil.  not  men !  n  chain  of  linked  dntight. 
Of  loTe  and  might  lu  be  divided  not, 
Compelling;  the  elenienu  with  adamantine  itrea ; 


Man.  one  harmiifuuua  noul  of  many  a  loi^ 
Whuw  nature  In  ili  onii  Oitine  rontauL 

Where  all  thingi  fkivi  to  all.  a>  riven  to  the  M 
Fanuliai  bcii  are  beauiiral  through  love) 
l^bnr,  and  pain,  and  ^ef.  in  lilb'a  gmn 

Sport  like  tame  heaita.  nooe  knew  how  gouli 


Ilia  will,  with  all  mean  paHiora.  bad  deU 

A  spirit  ill  to  guide,  but  mighty  lu  obey. 

Ii  aa  a  tMnpF«-winE<<d  slup.  wboae  liolni 
Ijivs  rulo.  tbruuGh  warn  whirb  dare  nol 
HhEtm. 

Forcing  life'e  wildcat  mhorea  to  own  ittiavereigii 


All  thing 


mtem  hia  alimgdi.    Thiou| 


or  marble  and  of  inlor  hia  dren 

Bright  thread!  whence  motherawaavi 

children  weiu ; 

lanitiiage  u  a  iwrpenia!  arphic  i 

^^liich  rules  iviili  IJaedal  hamws 

Orihiiughli  and  £irtne,  which  Blasaenai 


They  [TOB  brforo  Itii  eyr,  are  ntmher'd,  and  w 
The  lempcot  is  liia  itwd,  he  itxida  lb*  ail 
And  the  abys  ahoiita  rmm  hei  depth  lad 

Bcfivpn,  haal  11|ou«cret»f  Man uuvfliJi xov i  ] 


The  diadow  of  white  death  has  pal 
Yima  my  path  in  i."™"  -■ '-- * 

A  clinging  bhmud  of  » 


hnging  bhniud  or  anlid  IroM  and  sleep; 
And  tlirjuEh  my  nowly-waron  Inwen 
Wander  iiappy  pBrsmour- 
LeiB  mighty,  hi^  as  mild  aa  th 
Thy  vales  more  deep. 


aa  tbcae  who  keep 


And  wanden  up  the  vault  of  the  Uue  dq 

Outlivca  the  noon,  and  on  the  mm'a  lail  rv 

Ilanga  o'er  the  lea.  a  Acpcit  of  lire  and  amelfayi 


na  and  cuiiaietlaliona  ahower 
10  a  hghi,  D  lift,  a  power 
arrny  ttiy  aphpre ;  thou  poureat  lb 


I*  joy  in  my  enchaiite 
Aa  a  youth  luU'd  in  Iove-dresn»  liiuuly  ng 
Under  the  ahadow  of  hii  hrau^  lying. 
hich  poiuul  hi<  mt  a  watch  of  light  and  wa: 
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MOOIf. 

At  in  die  loft  and  iweet  eclipie, 

Wlwn  ■onl  meets  soul  on  loven'  lips, 
fifb  bearti  are  calm,  and  lirigfatest  eyes  are  duU ; 

So  frlien  thy  shadow  falls  on  me. 

Then  am  I  mute  and  still,  by  thee 
^yver'd ;  of  thy  love,  Orb  most  beantifiil, 

Foil,  oh!  too  full! 

Tboa  art  speeding  rtmnd  the  sun. 

Brightest  worid  of  many  a  one; 

Green  and  azure  sphere  which  shinest 

With  a  light  which  is  divinest 

Among  aU  the  lamps  of  Heaven 

To  whom  life  and  light  ui  given; 

I,  thy  crystal  paramour 

Boine  beside  thee  by  a  power 

Like  the  polar  Paradise, 

M^^net-like,  of  loverB*  eyes ; 

I,  a  most  enamour'd  maiden, 

Whose  weak  brain  is  overladen 

With  the  pleasure  of  her  love, 

Bianiao-like  around  thee  move 

Gazing,  an  insatiate  bride. 

On  thy  form  fiom  every  side 

like  a  Mnnad,  round  the  cup 

Which  Agave  liAed  up 

In  the  weird  CadmsBan  forest 

Brother,  wheresoe'er  tfiou  soarest 

I  must  huny,  whirl  and  follow 

Through  die  Heavens  wide  and  hoUow, 

Shelter'd  by  the  warm  embrace 

Of  thy  soul  fiom  hungry  space, 

DrmUng  frcxn  thy  sense  and  sight 

Beauty,  majesty,  and  might, 

As  a  lover  or  a  cameleoa 

Grows  like  what  it  looks  upon. 

As  a  violet's  gentle  eye 
'  Gazes  on  the  azure  sl^ 
Until  its  hue  grows  like  what  it  beholds. 

As  a  gray  and  wateiy  mist 

Glows  like  solid  amethyst 
Athwart  the  western  mountain  it  infolds, 

When  the  sunset  sleeps 
Upon  its  snow. 

THE  BAKTH. 

And  the  weak  day  weeps 

Thai  it  should  be  so. 
Oh,  gentle  Moon !  the  voice  of  thy  delight 
Falls  on  me  like  thy  clear  and  lender  light 
Soothing  the  seaman,  borne  the  summer  ni^t 

Tluough  isles  for  ever  calm ; 
Ob,  gentle  Moon !  thy  crystal  accents  pierce 
The  caverns  of  my  pride's  deep  universe, 
Charming  die  tiger  joy,  whose  tramplings  fierce 

Made  wounds  which  need  thy  balm. 

PANTHKA. 

I  rise  as  from  a  bath  of  sparkling  water, 
A  bath  of  azure  light,  among  dark  rocks. 
Out  of  the  stream  of  sound. 

lomc. 

Ah  me!  sweet 
Hie  stream  of  sound  has  ebb'd  away  from  us, 
And  you  pretend  to  rise  out  of  its  wave, 


Because  your  words  foil  like  the  clear,  spft  dew 
Shaken  from  a  bathing  wood-nymph's  limbs  and  hair. 

PAFfTHEA. 

Peace !  peace !  A  mighty  Power,  which  is  asdarioiflHit 
Is  rising  out  of  Earth,  and  from  the  sky 
Is  shower'd  like  night,  and  fiom  within  die  air 
Bunts,  like  eclipse  which  had  been  gathered  up 
Into  the  pores  of  sunlight :  the  bright  visions. 
Wherein  the  singing  spirits  rode  and  shone, 
Gleam  like  pale  meteors  through  a  wateiy  night 

lONE. 

There  is  a  sense  of  words  upon  mine  ear. 

PANTBKA. 

A  univeml  sound  like  words :  Oh,  list! 

DKMOOOaOON. 

Thou,  Earth,  calm  empire  of  a  happy  sool ! 

Sphere  of  divinest  shapes  and  harmonies. 
Beautiful  orb !  gathering  as  thou  dost  roll 

The  love  which  paves  thy  path  along  the  skies : 

TlUE  EARTH. 

I  hear  .*  I  am  as  a  drop  of  dew  that  diese 

DXMOGOaOON. 

Thou,  Moon,  which  gazest  on  the  nightly  Earth 

With  wonder,  as  it  gazes  upon  thee; 
Whilst  each  to  men,  and  beasts,  and  tte  swift  birth 

Of  birds,  is  beauty,  love,  calm,  harmony : 

THE  MOON. 

I  hear  .*  I  am  a  leaf  shaken  by  thee ! 

DKMOGOiaON. 

Te  kings  of  suns  and  slks!  Demons  and  Gods, 

Ethereal  Dominations !  who  possess 
Elysian,  windless,  fortunate  abodes 

Beyond  Heaven's  constellated  vrildemess : 

A  VOICE  FROM  ABOVX. 

Our  great  Republic  hears:  we  are  blest,  and  bless. 

DKMOGOROON. 

Ye  happy  dead !  whom  beams  of  brightest  verse 
Are  clouds  to  hide,  not  colors  to  portmy, 

Whether  your  nature  is  that  universe 
Which  onco  ye  saw  and  sufier'd — 

A  VOICE  PROM  BENEATH. 

Ores  they 
Whom  we  have  left,  we  change  and  pass  away. 

OEMOGORGON. 

Ye  elemental  Genii,  who  have  homes 
From  man's  high  mind  even  to  the  central  stone 

Of  sullen  lead ;  from  Heaven's  star-fietted  domes 
To  the  dull  weed  some  sea-worm  battens  on : 

A  CONFUSED  VOICE. 

We  hear:  thy  words  waken  Oblivioit 

DEMOGOROON. 

Spirito!  whose  homes  are  flesh ;  ye  beasts  and  birds. 
Ye  worms,  end  fish ;  ye  living  leaves  and  bods ; 

lightning  and  wind ;  and  ye  untamable  hods, 
Meteon  and  miaU,  YiVikVi  \bx»cv^  vflf%  wAoSoaAstjk^ 


Ml 


SHELLESTB  POETICAL  WORXa 


A  TOfOB. 

•  lif  KoiM  to  HI  ii  wind  •moog  iliB 

DBMOGOBOOII. 

Mhh,  wbo  W0rt  onee  a  dfltpot  and  •  ibTe ; 

A  daps  and  a  daoeivar;  a  decay; 
A  Iffivallar  fiom  the  aadle  to  tbe  gimve^ 

l%ioa|^  tbe  dim  iiighi  of  tfan  iauBoiial  dqr: 


Speek!  %  tttong  iroidi  nay  never  pea  smg^ 

DCHOaOROOH. 

TtiB  m  Ae  day,  which  down  .the  wiid  abfwn 
Althe  Eaith-bom'iapeUyawiiefiMrHeaven'bdeqiolim, 

An4  Gooqneilii  diagg*d  capHre  duoo^  the  deep; 
Lofve,  fiom  iti  awlbl  tfuooe  of  patient  power 
Li  the  wiie  heart,  fiom  dw  hHt  giddy  kmr 

Of  dead  endmanee,  fiom  the  lUppeiy,  ileep^ 
And  nanow  yeige  of  ongJike  agony.  ipriQfi 
And  iildt  over  Ae  world  iti  healing  whifa 


Gendenm.  Vhtne,  Wiidoo.  end  KnJmanoei 
TliflaB  eve  dw  eoali  of  that  moet  film  aannBKe 

Which  ban  die  pit  over  Deetmctionli  ettei^ 
Andii;  wifliinfiimhend.Etoniity,      . 
Miodiee  of  menjr  act!  end  hoon,  ihoald  flee 

The  eeipmit  that  woold  deep  her  vrilh  hie  lei^ 
Then  are  the  ipells  by  which  to 
An  empire  o*er  die  diwntengled  ^ooul 


To  mnei  woet  which  Hcqpe  tlrino  ™™***f ; 
To  fcigive  wrongi  darker  than  death  or  nJighC; 

To  defy  Power,  which  eeemi 
To  k>ve,  end  beer;  to  hope  till  Hope 
From  iti  own  vneck  the  diing  it 

Ndther  to  diange,  nor  fletter,  Boriepant; 
lliii,  like  diy  i^ory,  Titan!  k  to  he 
Good,  great  and  joyoiB,  beaotifiil  and  five; 
Thii  ii  akne  life,  Joy,  Empire,  end  VIetoiy. 


tfmem  jiuiii. 


How  wonderful  it  Deadi, 

Deadi  and  hit  farodier  Bleep! 
One,  pale  et  yonder  waning  moQii» 

Widi  lipt  of  lurid  bloe; 
Hm  other,  rocy  et  the  mom 

When,  throned  on  eeeen't  wave. 

It  Uudiee  o*er  the  world : 
Yet  both  n  paning  wonderful ! 

Hath  then  the  gloomy  Power 
Whose  reign  is  in  the  tainted  flepulchrea 
Seized  on  her  ainlen  soal  T 
Most  then  that  peerless  form 
Which  love  and  admiration  cannot  view 
Without  a  beating  heart,  those  azure  veins 
MThich  steal  like  streams  along  a  field  of  now, 
That  lovely  oudine,  which  is  ftir 
As  breathing  marble,  perish? 
Must  putre&ction's  breath 
Leave  nothing  of  this  heavenly  sight 

But  lothesomeness  and  ruin  7 
Spare  nothing  but  a  gloomy  theme. 
On  which  the  lightest  heart  might  moralize  f 
Or  is  it  only  a  sweet  slumber 

Stealing  o'er  sensation. 
Which  the  breath  of  roseate  morning 
Chaseth  into  dai^ess  f 
Will  lenthe  woke  again. 
And  give  that  faithful  bosom  joy 
Whose  sleepless  spirit  waits  to  catch 
li^t,  Ufe  floid  rapture  from  her  smile  t 

Yes !  she  will  wake  again. 
Although  her  glowing  limbs  are  motienlem. 
And  silent  those  sweet  Ups, 
Qoce  breathing  eloquence, 
That  might  have  soothed  a  tiger's  rage. 
Or  ibawW  d!ie  ooJd  heart  of  a  oonqueior. 


\ 


Her  dewy  eyes  are  doeedt 
And  on  thur  lids,  whose  tozfnra  fci 
Scarce  hides  the  daikrbhie  othe  hwiMd^ 

l%e  baby  Sleep  is  piUow'd : 

Her  golden  tremes  shade 

l%e  bosom's  stainless  pride* 
Coriing  like  tendrils  of  the  pamdte 

Around  a  marble  column. 

Hark !  whence  that  rushing  somd  t 

Tis  like  the  wondrous  strain 
That  round  a  lonely  ruin  swells. 
Which,  wandering  on  the  echoing  shore. 

The  enthusiast  hears  at  evening : 
Tis  seller  than  the  west  vdnd's  sigh ; 
Tis  wilder  than  the  unmeasured  notes 
Of  that  strange  lyre  whose  strings 
The  genii  of  the  breezes  sweep : 

Those  lines  of  rainbow  light 
Are  like  the  moonbeams  when  they  fell 
Through  some  cathedral  window,  hot  the  taint 

Are  such  as  may  not  find 

Comparison  on  earth. 

Behold  the  chariot  of  the  Fairy  Qaemi! 

Celestial  coursers  paw  the  unyielding  air; 

Their  filmy  ponnons  at  her  wx>rd  th^  fiirl. 

And  stop  obedient  to  the  reins  of  light : 
These  die  Queen  of  spells  drew  in. 
She  spread  a  charm  around  the  spot, 

And  leaning  graceful  fiem  the  eth^eal  car. 
Long  did  she  gaze,  and  silendy. 
Upon  the  slumbering  maid. 

Oh !  not  the  vision*d  poet  in  hii  dreams, 
WhensUvery  clouds  float  through  the  wilder'd  fan 
When  every  sight  of  lovely,  wild  and  gnoA, 
Astonishes,  erueptuiea,  elevates, 
YfVMiii  lixiK^i  sXik^^eGDfQttomhineB 


QUEEN  ICAR 


The  woadroiii  and  tht  baautifii]^ — 
So  bright,  fo  &ir,  fo  wiM  a  ih^w 

IIa&  aTer  yet  beheld. 
As  diet  which  rain'd  the  oomwn  of  the  air. 
And  poured  die  magic  of  her  gaae 

Upon  the  maiden's  sleep. 

Tlie  broad  and  yellow  mooo 
Shone  dimly  diraagh  her  ~ 

That  ibrm  of  ftultleai  ■ymmetiy ; 

The  pearly  and  peUncid  oar 
Bfoved  not  dw  moonlight's  l&ie : 
Twas  not  an  eanhly  pageant; 

TlKMe  who  bad  look'd  upon  the  aght, 
Pasnng  all  homan  gkiry. 
Saw  not  the  yellow  moon. 
Saw  not  die  mortal  ecene, 
Heard  not  die  night-wind's  rash. 
Heard  not  an  eardily  sound, 
Saw  but  die  &iiy  pagsant. 
Heard  but  the  heavenly  strains 
That  fill'd  die  lonely  dwelling. 

• 

The  Fairy's  fiame  was  slight :  yon  fibrous  cloud 
That  catches  but  die  pal«t  tinge  of  even. 
And  which  the  itrsining  eye  cen  hardly  seise 
When  melting  into  eastern  twilight's  ihadow, 
Wereicarcesothin,sodight;  but  the  fiur  star 
Tliat  gems  the  glitteiing  coronet  of  mora. 
Sheds  not  a  light  so  miU,  so  powerful. 
As  that  whidi,  bundng  ftom  die  Fairy's  tan. 
Spread  a  purpureal  halo  round  the  scene. 
Yet  with  an  undulating  motion, 
Sway'd  to  her  outline  gracefully. 

From  her  celestial  car 

The  Fairy  Queen  descended. 

And  thrice  ihe  waved  her  wand 
Circled  with  wreaths  of  amaranth : 

Her  thin  and  misly  ibrm 

Moved  with  the  moving  air. 

And  the  clear  sflver  tooee,. 

As  thne  she  spoke,  were  such 
As  are  unheard  by  all  but  gifted  ear. 

FAIRT. 

Stare !  your  balmiest  influence  shed ! 
Elements !  youi  wrath  suspend ! 
Bleep,  Oceen,  in  the  rocky  bounds 
That  circle  diy  domain ! 
Let  not  a  breath  be  seen  to  stir 
Around  yon  grass-grown  ruin's  height. 
Let  even  the  resdess  gossamer 
Sleep  on  the  moveless  air! 
Soul  of  lanthe !  thou. 
Judged  alone  worthy  of  the  envied  boon 
That  wails  the  good  and  the  sincere ;  that  waits 
Those  who  have  struggled,  and  with  resolute  will 
Vanquiah'd  eardi's  pride  and  meanness,  burst  the 

chaios. 
The  icy  chains  of  custom,  and  have  shone 
The  day-stars  of  their  age :— Soul  of  lanthe ! 
Awake!  arise! 

Sudden  arose 
lanthe's  Soul ;  it  stood 
AU  beantifiil  in  naked  purity, 

3U 


The  perfect  semWanoe  of  its  bodily  ftana^ 
Instinct  with  ineiptessible  beau^  and  gnoe. 
Each  stain  of  earthliness 
Had  pass'd  away,  it  reassumed 
Its  native  dignity,  and  stood 
Immortal  amid  ruin. 

Upon  the  couch  the  body  lay 
Wrapt  in  the  depth  of  slumber : 
Its  features  were  fiz'd  and  meanjagiess. 

Yet  animal  life  was  there. 
And  every  organ  yet  perfonn'd 
Its  natural  functioDs :  'twas  a  sight 
Of  wonder  to  behold  the  body  and  soul 
The  self-same  lineaments,  die  same 
Marks  of  identity  were  there; 
Yet,  oh  how  difierent !  One  aspires  to  HieaveD, 
Pants  for  its  sempiternal  heritage. 
And  ever-changing,  ever-rising  sdU, 

Wantons  in  endless  being. 
The  other,  fer  a  time  the  unwilling  wpoti 
Of  circumstance  and  passion,  stranles  on ;. 
Fleets  through  its  sad  duration  rapidly ; 
Then  like  a  useless  and  wonMint  machine, 
RoiB,  perishes,  and  peases 

FAULT. 

Spirit!  who  hast  dived  so  deep; 
Spirit !  who  hast  soar'd  so  high; 
liiou  the  fearless,  thou  the  imld, 
Accept  die  boon  thy  worth  hath  eara'd. 
Ascend  the  car  with  me. 

8FIUT. 

Do  I  dream  t  is  this  new  feeling 
But  a  vision'd  ghost  of  slumber  f 

If  indeed  I  am  s%ni1, 
A  free,  a  disembodied  soul. 
Speak  again  to  me. 

FAIRT. 

I  am  the  Fairy  Mab  :  to  me  'tis  given 
The  wonders  of  the  human  work!  to  keep; 
ThB  secrets  of  die  immessurs^  ^e  past. 
In  die  wnfeiling  consciences  oft  men. 
Those  stern,  unflattering  chronicleis,  I  find : 
TTie  future,  from  the  causes  whidi  arise 
In  each  event,  I  gather :  not  the  sttng 
Which  retributive  memory  implants 
In  the  hard  bosom  of  the  selfish  man ; 
Nor  that  ecstatic  and  exulting  throb 
Which  virtue's  votary  feels  when  he  sums  up 
The  thopghtB  and  actions  of  a  weU-spent  day. 
Are  unfereseen,  unregister*d  by  me : 
And  it  is  yet  permitted  me  to  rend 
The  veil  of  mortal  fraflty,  diat  die  spirit 
Clothed  in  its  changeless  purity,  may  know 
How  soonest  to  aooomplish  the  great  end 
For  which  it  hath  its  being,  and  may  taste 
That  peace,  which  in  the  aid  all  life  will  share 
This  is  the  meed  of  virtue ;  happy  Soul, 
Ascend  the  car  with  me ! 


The  chaina  of  earth's  immurement 
Fell  fimn  landie's  spirit ; 
They  shnmk  and  brake  like  bandagea  of  straw 
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Baoaath  a  wakaii'd  giuiti^  ilnni^ 

She  knew  her  gkurioiie  ohange. 
And  ftU  in  eppr^enaoo  nnoontralTd 

New  raptnrai  opening  rannd : 
Each  dey-dreem  of  her  mortal  UA. 
Each  fiemied  Tinon  of  the  dnmbiia 

That  cloaed  each  welUpent  daj, 

Seem'd  now  to  meet  raalitf. 

Tlie  Fainr  and  the  Soul  pnoeeded; 
The  UTer  ckioda  dnparted ; 
And  M  the  car  of  magio  thef  aaeended. 
Again  die  apeecfaleai  muao  awell'dt 
Again  die  eoniBMB  of  the  air 
UnfUil*d  their  amre  pennooi,  and  the  Queen, 
Shaking  the  beany  niaB» 
Bade  thara  punue  their  way. 

Themegie  car  moved  on. 
The  night  waa  ftir,  and  connHeai  alan 
Studded  heaven'a  deik-btue  Tanlir- 

Jort  o'er  die  eaatem  wave 
Peep*d  the  firrt  fidnt  mile  of  mom  :— 

llie  megio  car  moved  on-^ 

From  the  celeetial  hoofii 
Hie  atmoapbere  in  flaming  iparUea  flew, 

And  where  the  bornhig  wheeh 
Eddied  above  the  mountain*!  loftiaat  peak. 
Was  traced  a  line  of  lightning. 
Now  it  flew  ftr  above  a  rock, 

Tlie  Qtmoit  verge  of  earth. 
The  rival  of  die  Andea,  whoM  daik  brow 

Lowered  o'er  the  silver  tea. 

Far,  ftr  below  the  chariot*!  path 

Calm  as  a  alambering  babe, 

Tremendooa  Ocean^ay. 
The  mirror  of  its  stillnesi  show'd 

The  pale  and  waning  stan, 

The  chariot's  fiery  track* 

And  the  gray  light  of  room 

Tinging  those  fleecy  clouds 

*rhat  canopied  the  dawn. 
Seem'd  it,  that  the  chariot's  way 
Lay  through  the  midst  of  an  immense  concave, 
Rodiant  with  million  constellations,  tinged 

With  shades  of  infinite  color, 

And  semicirded  with  a  belt      , 

Flashing  incessant  meteors. 

The  magic  car  moved  on. 
As  they  approach'd  their  goal. 
The  courwrs  seem'd  to  gather  speed ; 
The  sea  no  longer  was  distinguish*d ;  earth 
Appear'd  a  vast  and  shadowy  sphere : 
The  sun's  unclouded  orb 
Roll'd  through  the  black  concave ;  (1) 
Its  Tvj%  of  rapid  light 
Parted  around  the  chariot's  swifter  oonrse. 
And  fell,  like  ocean's  feathery  spmy 
Dash'd  from  the  boiling  surge 
Before  a  veasors  prow. 

The  magic  car  moved  on. 
Earth's  distant  orb  appear'd 
The  smallest  light  that  iwinklea  in  the  heaven ; 


WUlatrouid  die  diariocfto.way 
Innnmemble  syaiens  roU*d,  (^ 
And  coundess  spheres  difllbaed 
An  evei^vaiying  gkny. 
It  was  a  sight  of  wonder:  eoma 
Were  horned  like  the  crescent  moon; 
Some  shed  a  mild  and  silver  beam 
like  Hesperus  o'er  the  weatem  aea; 
Some  dash'd  athwart  with  trains  of 
like  worids  to  death  and  ruin  driven; 
Some  shone  like  sons,  and  aa  the  dmrioC  pai 
EcUpaed  all  odier  ligfaL 

Spirit  of  Nature !  here! 
In  this  inteiminablf  wildamea 
Of  workb,  at  whose  immensity 
Even  aoaring  fimcy  staggers. 
Here  is  thy  fitting  temple. 
Yet  noc  diasl^teat  leaf 
lliat  quiven  to  the  pasuig  braen 
Is  less  instinct  with  thee : 
Tet  not  the  meanest  worm 
That  Inrin  in  graves  and  fiittena  on  the  dee 
Less  shares  thy  eternal  braadi. 

Spirit  of  Nature !  thou! 
Imperishable  as  this  scene. 
Here  ia  diy  fitting  tempb. 

IL 

Ir  aolitnde  hath  ever  led  thy  atepa 
To  the  wild  ocean's  echouig  shore. 
And  thou  hast  linger'd  there. 
Until  the  sun's  broad  orb 
Seem'd  resting  on  the  bumish'd  wave, 

■Thou  must  have  mark'd  the  Unes 
Of  purple  gold,  that  motionless 

Hung  o'er  the  sinking  sphere : 
Thou  must  have  mark'd  the  billowy  clot 
Edged  with  intolerable  radiancy. 
Towering  like  rocks  of  jet 
Crown'd  with  a  diamond  wreath. 
And  yet  there  is  a  moment. 
When  the  sun's  highest  point 
Peeps  like  a  star  o'er  ocean's  western  edge 
When  those  far  clouds  of  feathery  gold. 
Shaded  with  deepest  purple,  gleam 
like  islands  on  a  dark-blue  sea ; 
Then  has  thy  fimcy  soor'd  above  the  eaidi. 
And  furl'd  its  wearied  wing 
Within  the  Fairy's  &ne. 

Yet  not  the  golden  iiland 
Gleaming  in  yon  flood  of  light. 

Nor  the  feathery  curtains 
Stretching  o'er  the  sun's  bright  conch, 
Nor  the  bunush'd  ocean  waves 
Paving  that  gorgeous  dome, 
So  fair,  so  wonderful  a  sight 
As  Mab's  ethereal  palace  could  oflbrd. 
Yet  likest  evening's  vault,  that  foiiy  Hall ! 
As  Heaven,  low  resting  on  the  wave,  it  spi 
Its  floors  of  floriung  light. 
Its  vast  and  azure  dome, 
Its  fertile  golden  islands 
Floating  on  a  ailver  sea  \ 
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leir  Tninglmg  beamingB  darted 
di  of  drcmnambient  darkneM, 
'  battlementi  around 
■  the  immense  of  Heaven. 


pc  carno  longer  moved. 

*airy  and  the  Spirit 

d  the  Hall  of  Spells: 

Me  golden  clouds 

I'd  in  glittering  billows 

the  azure  canopy 

)real  footsteps,  trembled  not : 

ight  and  crimson  mists, 

rains  of  thrilling  melody 

I  that  unearthly  dwelling, 

«xy  movement  of  the  will. 

snsive  spell  the  spirit  lean'd, 

raried  bliss  diat  press'd  around, 

le  gkmous  privilege 

e  and  of  virMom. 


!  the  Fairy  said, 
d  to  the  gorgeous  dome, 
s  a  wondrous  sight 
cks  all  human  grandeur ; 
nrtue's  only  meed,  to  dwell 
palace,  all  resigned 
le  impulses,  immured 
rison  of  itselC  the  will 
8  nature  vnM  be  unfulfill'd. 
ce  others  happy.    Spirit,  come ! 
high  reward . — the  past  shall  rise ; 
ehold  the  present ;  I  will  teach< 
lecrets  of  the  future. 


^airy  and  the  Spirit 
he  overhanging  battlements— 
ay  stretch'd  the  universe ! 
ar  as  the  remotest  line 
nnds  imagination's  flight, 
desB  and  unending  orbs 

motion  intermingled, 

fulflll'd  immutably 
imal  nature's  law. 
ove,  below,  around 
e  circling  systems  form'd 
IdemesB  of  harmony ; 
ith  undeviating  aim, 
alence,  through  the  depths  of  space 
led  its  wondrous  way. 


9  was  a  little  light 

d  in  the  misty  distance : 

but  a  8]firit*s  eye 
t  ken  that  rolling  orb ; 

but  a  Binrit's  eye, 
in  no  other  place 
stial  dwelling,  might  behold 
yf  this  earth's  inhabitants, 
natter,  space  and  time, 
al  mansions  cease  to  act ; 
liling  wisdom,  when  it  reaps 
of  its  excellence,  o'erbounds 
les,  of  which  an  earthly  soul 

attempt  the  conquest. 


The  Fairy  pointed  to  the  eardi. 
The  Spiiitfa  intellectnal  e3re 
Its  kindred  beings  reoogniied. 
The  thronging  thousands,  to  a  pasring  view.   \ 
Seem*d  like  an  ant-hill's  citisens. 
How  wonderful !  that  even 
The  pasBJons,  pregudices,  interests^ 
That  sway  the  meanest  being,  die  weak  tooch 
T^t  moves  the  finest  nerve, 
And  in  one  human  brain 
Causes  die  ftintest  diought,  beoomea  a  link 
In  the  great  chain  of  nature. 

Behold,  the  Fairy  cried, 
Pdmyra's  min'd  palaces  !^ 

Behold !  where  giandenr  fiown'd ; 

Behokl !  where  pleasure  smiled ; 
What  now  remains  Y—the  memory 

Of  senselessDess  and  shanie — 

What  is  inmioital  dieref 

Nothing— it  stands  to  toll 

A  melaneboly  tale^  to  give 

An  awftd  waning:  soon 
Oblivion  will  steal  silently 

The  remnant  of  its  fiune. 

Monarchs  and  conquerors  there 
Proud  o'er  prostrate  millions  trod — 
The  earthquakes  of  the  human  race ; 
like  them,  forgotten  when  the  ruin 

That  mails  their  shock  is  past 

Beside  the  eternal  Nile 

The  pyramids  have  risen. 
Nile  shall  pursue  his  changeless  way : 

Those  pyramids  shall  foil ; 
Tea!  not  a  stone  shall  stand  to  toll 

The  spot  whereon  they  stood ; 
Their  very  site  shall  be  forgotten. 

As  is  their  builder's  name ! 


Behold  yon  sterile  spot ; 
When  DOW  the  wandering  Arab's  tent 

Flaps  m  die  desert  blast 
Then  once  old  Salem's  haughty  fone 
Rear'd  high  to  heaven  its  thousiand  golden  domes 
And  in  the  blushing  fiice  of  day 
Exposed  its  shameful  glory. 

Oh !  many  a  widow,  many  an  orphan  euraed 
The  building  of  that  fime ;  and  many  a  fodier. 
Worn  out  with  toil  and  slavery,  imploved 
The  poor  man's  God  to  sweep  it  fiom  the  earth. 
And  sparo  his  children  the  detested  task 
Of  piling  stone  on  stone,  and  poisoning 

The  choicest  days  of  lifo. 

To  soothe  a  dotard's  vanity. 
There  an  inhuman  and  imcultured  race 
Howl'd  hideous  praises  to  their  Demon-God ; 
They  roah'd  to  war,  tore  fiom  the  mother's  womi 
The  unborn  child^— old  age  and  infimcy 
Promiscuous  peridi'd ;  their  victorious  arms 
Left  not  a  soul  to  breathe.   Oh!  they  were  fiendi 
But  what  vras  be  who  teught  them  diat  ttie  God 
Of  nature  and  benevolence  had  given 
A  spedal  sanction  to  the  trade  of  blood  ? 
His  name  ukd  tfaeiis  are  fading,  and  the  tales 
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Of  As  btriwikn  MtKNi. 
ItocilM  tin  temr  oradili^ 
lurif  imo  ibcgtftilDMi 


Where  Atheni^  Rome,  and  Speilft  Mood, 
Tlieie  »  a  monl  demt  DOW : 
^le  loeoii  *«<^  mJoBiable  hntab 
Hie  yet  move  wieldied  pohoM, 
Coptrnted  widi  tfaoie  fTK*y*nt  Aatt, 
Now  onmUmg  to  oidiTHo; 
Hie  long  end  lonely  oolamiedeik 
Hiroai^  which  the  gboet  of  fVeedoni  itallB, 

Seem  like  e  welMmown  tone. 
Which  in  nme  deer  wene  we  hove  loved  to  heer, 

Remembered  now  in  ■ednem. 

Biit,(di!  how  nmch  OMire  cheqfad. 

How  gloomier  ii  die  controit 

Of  human  netore  diere! 
Where  Socntea  expired,  a  tyrantii  abve, 
A  coward  and  a  feol,  ipieadi  deadi 

Then,  dniddering,  meeti  hii  ow& 
Where  Cic«o  and  Anttminna  lived, 
A  cowl'd  and  hypocritical  monk 

ftayi,  coma  and  deoeiTea. 


Spirit!  tan  diowand  yeara 
Have  aearcely  paat  away. 
Since,  in  the  waata  where  now  the  «vage  dimka 
Hii  enemy^  blood,  and,  aping  Emopa^  aoni^ 
Wakea  the  miholy  aong  of  ifi'ar. 
Atom  a  stately  city, 
MetropoUa  of  the  weatem  continent; 

There,  now,  the  momy  cdumn^tone. 
Indented  by  time'ii  imrBlaTing  graap^ 
Wluch  ODoe  appear*d  to  farmve 
All,  eave  its  country**  ruin ; 
There  the  wide  forett  Bcene, 
Rode  in  the  uncultivated  lovelineai 

Of  gardenfl  long  run  wild, 
Seemi,  to  the  unwilling  sojourner,  whose  steps 

Chance  in  that  desert  has  delay'd. 
Thus  to  have  stood  since  earth  was  what  it  is. 

Yet  once  it  was  the  busiest  haunt. 
Whither,  es  to  a  common  centre,  docked 
Strangers,  and  ships,  and  merchandise : 
Once  peace  and  freedom  blest 
The  cultivated  plain : 
But  wealth,  that  cune  of  man. 
Blighted  the  bud  of  its  prosperity : 
Virtue  and  wisdom,  truth  and  liberty, 
Fled,  to  return  not,  until  man  shall  know. 
That  they  alone  can  give  the  bliss 

Worthy  a  soul  that  claims 
Its  kindred  with  eternity. 


There's  not  one  atom  of  yon  earth 

But  once  was  living  man ; 
Nor  the  minutest  drop  of  rain. 
That  hangeth  in  its  thinnest  cloud, 
Bnt  flow'd  in  human  veins : 
And  from  the  burning  plains 
Where  Lybian  monsten  yeH, 
From  the  most  gloomy  glens 
Of  Greenland's  sunless  dime. 
To  where  the  golden  fields 
Of  lertUe  Engluid  apcead 


TWir  harvest  to  the  dqr, 
TIkhi  canat  not  find  one 
Whanwn  no  d^  atood. 


How  atrange  ia  human  pride! 
I  tan  thee  that  thoaa  living  things, 
To  whom  die  fiagile  blade  of 
That  apringeth  in  the  mom 
And  perisheth  ere  nooot 
Is  an  unbounded  wurid; 
I  tell  diee  diat  dioae  viewleas 
Whoae  mansion  ia  die  aanUaa 
Of  the  impaaave  atmoaphare, 
Think,  ftel  and  live  like  bmi; 
That  dieir  afiaotioBa  and  antipalMai 
like  hisb  praduoe  the  lavaa 
Ruling  diair  moital  aMte  I 
And  ^  flBinnlaat  duob 
That  diroogh  dieir  fiame  difihasa 

The  slii^teat,  ftinteat  OKHioiW 
b  fix'd  and  indiapenaahlo 
As  the  UMueatic  Jawa 
That  rule  yon  rolling  orbs. 

The  Fairy  panwd.   Tliea^aiU, 
In  eostaay  of  admiratioa,  lelt 
All  knowledge  of  the  past  revived;  die  even 

Of  old  and  wondroua  Umia, 
Whidi  dim  tradition  interruptedly 
Teadiea  the  ereduloua  Tidgar,  ware  rmMAmi 
In  just  perspective  to  the  view; 
Yet  dim  fiom  their  infinitude. 
Hie  Spirit  seem'd  to  stand 
High  on  an  isolated  pinnacle ; 
The  flood  of  agea  combating  below, 
The  depth  of  the  unboundml  univerre 
Above,  and  all  around 
Nature's  unchanging  harmony. 


m. 

Fairt!  the  Spirit  said. 
And  on  the  Queen  of  spells 
Fix'd  her  ethereal  eyes, 
I  thank  thee.    Thou  hast  given 
A  booD.  which  I  will  not  resign,  and  taught 
A  lesson  not  to  be  unlcam'd.    I  know 
The  past,  and  thence  I  will  essay  to  glean 
A  warning  for  the  future,  so  that  man 
May  profit  by  his  errors,  and  derive 

Experience  from  his  folly : 
For,  when  the  power  of  imparting  joy 
Is  equal  to  the  will,  the  human  soul 
Requires  no  other  heaven. 

MAB. 

Turn  thee,  surpassing  Spirit ! 
Much  yet  remains  unscann'd. 
Thou  knowest  how  great  is  man. 
Thou  knowest  his  imbecility : 
Yet  learn  thou  what  he  is ; 
Yet  learn  the  lofly  destiny 
Which  restlea  Tune  prepares 
For  every  living  soul. 

Behold  a  gorgeous  palaoe,  diat,  amid 
Yon  populous  dtf,  ream  its  Aouaand  towem 
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■  itself  a  city.    Gloomy  troops 
ill,  in  Item  and  silent  ranks, 

■  it  around :  the  dweller  there 

I  frae  and  happy ;  hearesi  thou  not 
s  of  the  fetherless,  the  groans 
vho  have  no  friend?  He  passes  on: 
,  the  wearer  of  a  gilded  chain 

■  his  soul  to  abjectness,  the  Ibcl 

turtien  nickname  monarch,  whilst  a  slave 
10  basest  appetites— that  man 
;  the  shriek  of  penury ;  he  smiles 
op  cursss  which  die  destitute 
secret,  and  a  sullen  joy 
his  bloodless  heart  when  thousands  groan 
ose  morsels  which  lus  wantonness 
unjoyous  revelry,  to  save 
ley  love  from  fiuoine :  when  he  hears 
j£  horror,  to  some  ready-made  lace 
ritical  aMent  he  turns, 
ig  the  glow  of  shame,  that,  spite  of  him, 
IS  bloated  cheek. 

Now  to  the  meal 
),  grandeur,  and  excess,  he  drags 
,  unwilling  appetite.    If  gold, 
around,  uid  numerous  viands  cuU'd 
ry  clime,  could  ftrce  the  lothing  sense 
Hue  satiety^ — ^if  wealth 
Ig  it  draws  fitnn  poisons  not«— or  vice, 
;,  stubborn  vice,  converteth  not 
>  deadliest  venom ;  then  that  king 
;  and  the  peasant  who  fulfills 
•ced  task,  when  he  returns  at  even, 
he  blazing  fegot  meets  again 
9ome  for  whom  all  his  toU  is  sped, 
t  a  sweeter  meal. 

Behold  him  now 
on  the  gorgeous  couch ;  his  fever'd  brain 
nly  awhile :  but  ah !  too  soon 
iber  of  intemperance  subsides, 
deuce,  that  undying  serpent,  calls 
mous  brood  to  their  nocturnal  task, 
le  speaks !  oh!  mark  that  frenzied  eye — 
k  that  deadly  visage. 

KING. 

No  cesntion ! 
t  this  last  for  ever!  Awful  death, 
Bt  iear  to  clasp  thee ! — Not  one  moment 
desi  sleep !  O  dear  and  blessed  peace! 
t  thou..8hroud  thy  vestal  purity 
f  and  dungeons  f  wherefore  lurkest 
iger,  death,  and  solitude;  yet  shunn'st 
ee  I  have  built  thee!  Sacred  peace ! 
ne  but  once,  but  pitting  ihed 
)  of  balm  upon  my  wither'd  souL 

i!  that  palace  is  the  virtuous  heart, 

;e  defOeth  not  her  snowy  robes 

I  shed  as  thine.    Hark !  yet  he  nmttexi ; 

ben  are  but  varied  agonies, 

ry  like  scorpions  on  the  springs  of  life. 

edeth  not  the  hell  that  bigots  frame 

h  those  ivho  err:  earth  in  itself 

at  once  the  evil  and  the  cure ; 

ufRcing  Nature  can  chastise 


Those  who  transgress  her  law^— ^he  only  knows 
How  justly  to  proportion  to  the  fiiult 
The  puniihment  it  merits. 

b  it  strange 

That  this  poor  wretch  should  pride  hhn  in  his  woe  f 
Take  pleasure  in  his  algectnest,  and  hug 
The  scorpion  that  consumes  him  ?  Is  it  strange 
That,  phiced  on  a  conspicuous  throne  of  thorns, 
Grasping  an  iron  sceptre,  and  immured 
Within  a  splendid  prison,  whose  stem  bounds 
Shut  him  from  all  that's  good  or  dear  on  earth. 
His  soul  asserts  not  its  humanity  ? 
That  man*B  mild  nature  rises  not  in  war 
Against  a  king's  employ?  No— His  not  strange.    ^ 
He,  like  the  vulgar,  thinks,  feels,  acti  and  lives 
Just  as  his  &ther  did;  the  unconquefjd  poweis 
Of  (Hrecedent  and  custom  interpose 
Between  a  Idng  and  virtue.   Stranger  yet. 
To  those  who  know  not  nature,  nor  deduce 
The  future  from  the  present,  it  may  seem,. 
That  not  one  slave,  who  sufiers  from  the  crimes 
Of  this  unnatural  being ;  not  one  wretch, 
Whose  children  fiunish,  and  whose  nuptial  bed 
b  earth's  unpitjring  bosom,  rears  an  arm 
To  dash  him  from  his  throne! 


Those  gilded  aies 
That,  basking  in  the  sunshine  of  a  court. 
Fatten  on  its  corruption! — what  are  they? 
— ^The  drones  of  the  community ;  they  feed 
On  the  mechanic's  labor :  the  starved  hind 
For  them  compels  the  stubborn  glebe  to  yiM 
Its  unshared  harvests;  and  yon  squalid  form. 
Leaner  than  fleshless  misery,  that  wastes 
A  sunless  life  in  the  unwholesome  mins^ 
Drags  out  in  labor  a  pootracted  death. 
To  glut  their  grandeur;  many  fiunt  with  toil. 
That  few  may  know  the  cares  and  woe  of  sloth. 

Whence,  thinkest  thou,  kings  and  parasites  arose  ? 

Whence  that  unnatural  line  of  drones,  who  heap 

Toil  and  unvanquishable  penuiy 

On  those  who  build  their  palaces,  and  bring 

Their  daily  bread? — From  vice,  black  lothesome  vice. 

From  rapine,  madness,  treachery,  and  wrong ; 

From  all  that  genden  misery,  and  makes 

Of  earth  this  ^<Hiiy  wilderness ;  from  lust, 

Revenge,  and  murder. — ^And  when  reason's  voice, 

Loud  as  the  voice  of  nature,  shall  have  waked 

The  nations ;  and  mankind  perceive  that  vice 

1m  discoid,  war,  and  misery ;  that  virtue 

Is  peace,  and  happineas,  uid  harmony ; 

When  man's  maturef  nature  shall  disdain 

The  pla]rthings  of  its  childhood ; — kingly  glare 

Will  lose  its  power  to  dazzle;  its  aut^rity 

Will  silendy  pass  by;  the  gorgeous  throne 

Shall  stand  uimoticed  in  the  regal  hall. 

Fast  ftlling  to  decay ;  whilst  iiUsehood's  trade 

Shall  be  la  hateful  and  unprofitable 

As  that  of  truth  is  now. 


Where  is  die  fiune 
Which  die  vain-gknious  ndghty  of  the  earth 
Seek  to  etemiaat  OKI  tha  fiuoAMtCwraEDA. 
From  tine^a  \i^\  iaoi^X,  i3kk«  idgovqlXssx  ^^stv^ 
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That  tweUi  die  flood  of  agei,  whelmi  in  nothing 
Tlie  unmbiiantial  bubble.    Ay!  to-dmy 
Stem  ii  the  tyrant*!  mandate,  red  the  gaie 
That  flashes  desolation,  strong  the  arm 
That  scatters  multitudes.    To-morrow  comes! 
That  mandate  is  a  thunder-peal  that  died 
In  ages  past ;  that  gaae,  a  transient  flash 
On  whidi  the  midnight  closed,  and  on  that  arm 
Tlie  worm  has  made  his  meal. 


The  virtuous  man, 
Who,  great  in  his  humility,  as  kings 
Are  liule  in  their  grandeur ;  he  who  leads 
Invincibly  a  life  of  resolute  good. 
And  stands  amid  the  silent  dungeon-depths 
More  free  and  fearless  than  the  tremblkig  judge, 
Who,  clothed  in  venal  power,  vainly  strove 
To  bind  the  impassive  spirit; — when  he  fells, 
His  mild  eye  beams  benevolent  no  more : 
Wither'd  the  hand  outBtretch*d  but  to  relieve ; 
Sunk  reason's  simple  eloquence,  that  roird 
But  to  appal  the  guilty.    Yes !  the  gmve 
Hath  quench'd  that  eye,  and  death's  relentless  fiost 
Wither*d  that  arm :  but  the  unfeding  feme 
Which  virtue  hangs  upon  its  votary's  tomb ; 
The  deathless  memory  of  that  man,  whom  kings 
Call  to  their  mind  and  tremble ;  the  remembrance 
Wiih  which  the  happy  spirit  contemplates 
In  well'spent  pilgrimage  on  earth, 
Shall  never  pass  away. 


Nature  fleets  the  monarch,  not  the  man ; 
The  sulgect,  not  the  citisen :  for  kings 
And  sutyects,  mutual  foes,  for  ever  play 
A  losing  game  into  each  other's  hands. 
Whose  stakes  are  vice  and  miseiy.    The  man 
Of  virtuous  soul  commands  not  nor  obejrs. 
Pbwer,  like  a  desolating  pestilence, 
Pbllutes  whate'er  it  touches;  and  obedience. 
Bane  of  all  genius,  virtue,  freedom,  truth, 
Makes  slaves  of  men.  and  of  the  human  frame 
A  mechanized  automaton. 


When  Nero, 
Kigh  over  flaming  Rome,  with  savage  joy 
Lower'd  like  a  fiend,  drank  with  enraptured  ear 
The  shrieks  of  agonizing  death,  beheld 
The  firightful  desolation  spread,  and  felt 
A  new-created  sense  within  his  soul 
Thrill  to  the  sight,  and  vibrate  to  the  sound ; 
Thinkest  thou  his  grandeur  had  not  overcome 
The  force  of  human  kindness  ?  and,  when  Rome, 
With  one  stem  blow,  hurl'd  not  the  tyrant  down, 
Cmsh'd  not  the  arm  red  with  her  dearest  blood, 
Had  not  submissive  abjecmess  destroy 'd 
Nature's  suggestions  ? 

Look  on  jrondcr  earth : 
The  golden  harvests  spring ;  the  unfailing  sun 
Sheds  light  and  life ;  the  fruits,  the  flowers,  the  trees, 
Arifie  in  duo  succession ;  all  tilings  speak 
Peace,  harmony,  and  love.    The  univprse. 
In  nature's  silent  eloquence,  declares 
That  all  fulfil  the  works  of  love  and  joy, — 
AJJ  but  the  outcaMt  man.    He  fabricates 
7%e  award  which  stabs  his  peace ;  he  chofis\iQlYi 


The  snakea  that  gnaw  his  heart ;  he  raiaedk  op 
The  tyrant,  whoae  delight  is  in  his  woe, 
Whose  sport  is  in  his  agony.    Yon  sun. 
Lights  it  die  great  akme  ?  Yon  silver  beams, 
Sleep  they  leas  sweetly  on  the  cottage  thatch. 
Than  on  the  dome  of  kings  f  Is  mother  earth 
A  stepdame  to  her  nomerous  aons^  who  ean 
Her  unshared  gifts  with  unremitting  loil , 
A  mother  only  to  those  puling  babes 
Who,  nursed  in  ease  and  luzuiy,  make  men 
The  playdiings  of  their  babyhood,  and 
In  self-important  childishness,  that  < 
Which  men  akme  appreciate  f 


Spirit  of  Nature !  no. 
The  pure  division  of  thy  essence  duofas 
Alike  in  every  human  heart. 
Thou,  aye,  erectest  there 
Thy  throne  of  power  unappealable : 
Thou  art  the  judge  beneath  whose  nod 
Man's  brief  and  frail  authori^ 
Is  powerless  as  the  wind 
That  passeUi  idly  by. 
Thine  the  tribunal  whicht 
The  show  of  human  joittoa, 
As  God  surpasses  man. 


Spirit  of  Nature!  dioa 
Life  of  interminable  muldtodes; 

Soul  of  those  mighty  spheiea 
Whose  changeless  paths  thioiigh  Heavm'b  deep 
silence  lie ; 
Soul  of  that  smallest  diing. 

The  dwelling  of  whcae  life 
is  one  feint  April  sim-gleam; — 
Man,  like  these  passive  things. 
Thy  will  unconsciously  fulfilleth : 
Like  thein,  his  age  of  endless  peace. 
Which  time  is  fast  maturing, 
Will  swiftly,  surely  come ; 
And  the  unbounded  frame,  which  thou  pervadest, 
Will  be  without  a  flaw 
Marring  its  perfect  symmetry. 


IV. 

How  beautiful  this  night!  the  balmiest  sigh. 

Which  vernal  zephyrs  breatlw  in  evening's  ear. 

Were  discord  to  the  speaking  quietude 

That  wraps  this  moveless  scene.  Heaven's  ebon  vault. 

Studded  with  stars  unutterably  bright. 

Through  which  the  moon's  unclouded  grandeur  rolls. 

Seems  like  a  canopy  which  love  had  spread 

To  curtain  her  sleeping  worid.    Yon  gentle  hills, 

Robed  in  a  garment  of  untrodden  snow ; 

Yon  darksome  rocks,  whence  icicles  depend. 

So  stainless,  that  their  white  and  glittering  spire* 

Tinge  not  the  moon's  pure  beam ;  yon  castled  steep. 

Whoso  banner  hangeth  o'er  the  time-worn  tower 

So  idly,  that  rapt  fency  deemeth  it 

A  metaphor  of  peace ; — all  form  a  scene 

Where  musing  solitude  might  love  to  lid 

Her  soul  above  this  sphere  of  carthlineiB ; 

YfYiet^  laWxvce  undtsturb'd  might  watch  alone, 

^^  co\d,  «o  \ffv^\,  «Q  %\:^. 


QUEEN  MAB. 


Ill 


The  orb  of  day, 
irn  cliines,  o*er  ocean's  waveleas  field 
reedy  uniling :  not  the  faintest  breath 
er  the  unruffled  deep ;  the  clouds  of  eve 
munoved  the  lingering  beam  of  day ; 
iper's  image  on  the  western  main 
ifully  still.     To-morrow  comes : 
pon  cloud*  in  dark  and  deepening  mass, 
r  the  blacken'd  waters ;  the  deep  roar 
nt  thunder  mutters  awfully ; 
t  uniblda  its  pinion  o'er  ihe  gloom 
toudfl  dw  boiling  surge ;  the  pitiless  fiend, 
I  his  winds  and  lightnings,  tracks  his  prey ; 
1  deep  yawns, — the  vessel  finds  a  grave 
in  jagged  gulf 

Ah !  whence  yon  glare 
es  die  arch  of  heaven? — ^that  dark-red  smoke 

the  ailver  moon  ?  The  stars  are  quench'd 
less,  and  the  pure  and  spangling  snow 
fiundy  through  the  gloom  that  gathers  round! 

that  roar,  whose  swift  and  deafning  peals 
dess  echoes  through  the  mountains  ring, 
I  pale  midnight  on  her  starry  throne ! 
jbUm  the  intermingling  din ;  the  jar 
It  and  firightful  of  the  bursting  bomb ; 
ting  beam,  the  shriek,  the  groan,  the  shout, 
seless  clangor,  and  the  rush  of  men 
e  with  rage : — ^loud,  and  more  loud 
cord  grows ;  till  pale  death  shuts  the  soehe, 
r  the  conqueror  and  die  conquer'd  draws 
1  and  bloody  shroud. — Of  all  the  men 
day's  departing  beam  saw  blooming  there, 
d  and  vigorous  health ;  of  all  the  hearts 
mt  with  anxious  life  at  sunset  there ; 
w  survive,  how  few  are  beating  now! 
leep  silence,  like  the  fearful  cahn 
imbers  in  the  storm's  portentous  pause ; 
hen  the  frantic  wail  of  widow'd  love 
ihuddering  on  the  blast,  or  the  faint  moan 
hich  some  soul  bursts  from  the  frame  of  clay 
round  its  struggling  powers. 

The  gray  room 
on  the  mournful  scene !  the  sulphurous  smoke 
die  icy  wind  slow  rolls  away, 
)  bright  beams  of  frosty  morning  dance 
he  spangling  snow.  There  tracks  of  blood 
>  the  forest's  depth,  and  scatter'd  arms, 
eless  warriors,  whose  hard  lineaments 
self  could  chuige  not,  mark  the  dreadful  path 
on^sallying  victors :  far  behind, 
dies  note  where  their  proud  city  stood, 
yon  forest  is  a  gloomy  glen — 
ee  which  guards  its  darkness  from  the  day 
o'er  a  warrior's  tomb. 


I  see  thee  shrink, 
ing  Spirit !— wert  thou  human  else  ? 
shade  of  doubt  and  horror  fleet 
thy  stainless  features :  yet  fear  not ; 
no  unconnected  misery, 
nds  uncaused,  and  irretrievable, 
ivil  nature,  that  apology 
kinffi  who  rule,  and  cowards  who  cnmch, 

set  up 
ir  nnnumber'd  crimes,  sheds  not  the  blood 


Which  desolates  the  discord-wasted  land. 
From  kings,  and  priests,  and  statesmen,  war  arose. 
Whose  safety  is  man's  deep  unbetter'd  woe. 
Whose  grandeur  his  debasement.    Let  the  az 
Strike  at  the  root,  the  poison-tree  will  fidl ; 
And  where  its  venom'd  exhaladons  spread 
Ruin,  and  death,  and  woe,  where  millions  lay 
Quenching  the  serpefit's  famine,  and  their  bonea 
Bleaching  unburied  in  the  putrid  blast, 
A  garden  shall  arise,  in  loveliness 
Surpassing  fabled  £dea 


Hath  Nature's  soul, 
That  fbrm'd  this  world  so  beautiful,  that  spread 
Earth's  lap  with  plenty,  and  life's  smallest  chord 
Strung  to  unchanging  unison,  that  gave 
The  happy  birds  their  dwelling  in  the  grove. 
That  yielded  to  the  wanderers  of  the  deep 
The  lovely  silence  of  the  unfathom'd  main. 
And  fill'd  the  meanest  worm  that  crawls  in  dust 
With  spirit,  thought,  and  bve;  on  Man  alone. 
Partial  in  causeless  malice,  wantonly 
Heap'd  ruin,  vice,  and  slaveiy ;  his  soul 
Blasted  with  withering  curses ;  placed  afitf 
The  meteor-happinras,  that  shuns  his  grasp, 
But  serving  on  the  frightful  gulf  to  glare. 
Rent  wide  beneath  his  footsteps? 


Nature ! — ^no ! 
Kings,  priests,  and  statesmen,  blast  the  human  flower 
Even  in  its  tender  bud ;  their  influence  darts 
like  subtle  poison  through  the  bloodless  veins 
Of  desolate  sodety.    The  child. 
Ere  he  can  lisp  his  mother's  sacred  name, 
Swells  with  the  unnatural  pride  of  crime,  and  lifts 
His  baby-aword  even  in  a  hero's  mood. 
This  infiint-arm  becomes  the  bloodiest  scourge 
Of  devastated  earth :  whilst  specioiu  names. 
Learnt  in  soft  childhood's  unsuspecting  hour, 
Serve  as  the  sophisms  with  which  manhood  dims 
Bright  reason's  ray,  and  sanctifies  the  sword 
Upraised  to  shed  a  brother's  irmocent  blood. 
Let  priest-led  slaves  cease  to  proclaim  that  man  . 
Inherits  vice  and  misery,  when  force 
And  falsehood  hang  even  o'er  the  cradled  babe. 
Stifling  with  rudest  grasp  all  natural  good. 


Ah !  to  the  stranger-soul,  when  first  it  peeps 
From  its  new  tenement,  and  looks  abroad 
For  happiness  and  S3rmpathy,  how  stem 
And  desolate  a  track  is  this  wide  world ! 
HoW  wither'd  all  the  buds  of  natural  good ! 
No  shade,  no  shelter  from  the  sweeping  storms 
Of  pitiless  power!  On  its  wretched  frame, 
Poiaon'd,  perchance,  by  the  disease  and  woe 
Heap'd  on  the  wretched  parent  whence  it  sprung 
By  morals,  law,  and  custom,  the  pure  winds 
(M*  heaven,  that  renovate  the  insect  tribes, 
Bifay  breathe  not    The  untainting  light  of  day 
May  visit  not  its  longings.    It  is  bound 
Ere  it  has  life :  yea,  all  die  chains  are  forged 
Long  ere  its  being :  all  liberty  and  love 
And  peace  is  torn  from  its  defencelessness ; 
Cursed  fimn  its  birth,  even  fhxn  its  cradle  dooro'd 
To  alyectness  and  bondage ! 
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Thioughoot  tfaii  Ttried  und  eternal  BtNM 

goal » the  only  element,  the  block 

TliAi  for  uncounted  ages  has  remain'd. 

The  rooveleH  pillar  of  a  mountain*!  weight 

l8  active,  living  apirit.    Eveiy  giain 

It  aentient  both  in  unity  and  part. 

And  the  minateat  atom  comprehenda 

A  world  of  lovea  and  hatredi ;  theae  beget 

Evil  and  good :  hence  truth  and  frliehood  apring ; 

Hence  will  and  thought  and  action,  all  the  geima 

Of  pain  or  pleaaure,  •3rmpathy  or  hate, 

That  variegate  the  niemal  univcrM. 

Soul  ii  not  more  polluted  than  tlie  beama 

Of  heaven'a  pure  orb,  ere  round  their  rapid  linea 

The  taint  of  earth*bom  atmoaphercs  arise. 

Man  it  of  aoul  and  body,  fi>rm*d  for  deeda     , 

Of  high  reaolve,  on  ftncy'i  boldeat  laing 

To  soar  unwearied,  foarle«ly  to  turn 

The  keenest  pangs  to  peacefulnesa,  and  taste 

Tlie  joys  which  mingled  aenae  and  spirit  yield. 

Or  he  is  form'd  for  abjectness  and  woe. 

To  grovel  on  the  dunghill  of  his  fears, 

To  shrink  at  every  sound,  to  quench  the  flame 

Of  natural  love  in  sensualism,  to  know 

That  hour  as  Uest  when  on  his  worthless  daya 

Tlie  froien  hand  of  death  shall  aet  ila  seal, 

Tet  fear  the  cure,  though  hating  the  disease. 

The  one  is  man  that  shall  herrafter  be ; 

The  other,  man  as  vice  has  made  him  now. 

War  is  the  statesman's  game,  the  prieat'a  delight. 
The  lawjrer's  jest,  the  hired  aanssin's  trade, 
And,  to  those  rojral  murderers,  whose  mean  thronea 
Are  bought  by  crimes  of  treaohexy  and  gore. 
The  bread  they  cat,  the  staff  on  which  they  lean. 
Guards,  garb'd  in  blood-red  liver>%  surround 
Their  palaces,  iMurticipotc  iho  crimes 
That  force  defends,  and  from  a  nation's  rage 
Secures  the  cnmn,  which  all  the  curses  reach 
That  famine,  frenzy,  woe  nnd  )»cnury  breathe. 
These  are  the  hired  bravocs  who  defend 
The  tyrant's  throne  (3) — the  bulhes  of  his  fear: 
These  are  the  sinks  ami  channels  of  worst  vice. 
The  refuse  of  society,  the  dregs 
Of  all  that  is  most  vile :  their  cold  hearts  blend 
Deceit  with  stemneiw,  ifinorance  uith  pride. 
All  that  is  mean  and  villanous.  with  mge 
Which  hopelessness  of  good,  and  rrir-(H)ntempt, 
Alone  might  kindle  ;  they  are  deck'd  in  wealth, 
Honor  and  power,  then  are  sent  abroad 
To  do  their  work.    The  pestilence  that  stalks 
In  gloomy  triumph  through  some  eastern  land 
Is  less  destroying.     I'licy  cajole  with  gold. 
'    And  promises  of  fame,  the  thoughtless  youth 
Already  cnish'd  with  servitude:  ho  kno^^-s 
His  wretchedness  tiM>  late,  and  cherishes 
Repentance  for  his  ruin,  when  his  doom 
Is  seal'd  in  gold  and  blood  ! 
Those  too,  the  tymiit  sor\e,  wlio,  fikiU'd  to  snare 
The  feet  of  justice  in  the  toils  of  law. 
Stand,  ready  to  oppre««  the  wof^er  still ; 
And,  hf^ht  or  WTong.  will  vindicate  for  gold, 
Sneerintf  at  public  virtue,  which  beneath 
Their  )>itiless  tread  lies  torn  and  trampled,  where 
Honor  ata  Bmiling  at  the  sale  of  truth. 


Hien  grave  and  hoaiy-headed  hypocritea. 

Without  a  hope,  a  passion,  or  a  love. 

Who,  through  a  life  of  luxury  nnd  liea. 

Have  crept  by  flattaiy  to  the  aeati  of  power. 

Support  the  system  whence  their  honoia 

They  have  three  words  .• — ^well  tyranla  know  Mr 

use, 
Wen  pay  them  for  the  loan,  with  usury 
Tom  from  a  Ueeding  world ! — God,  HeU,  and  HeavaL 
A  vengeful,  pitiless,  and  almighty  fiend, 
Whoae  mercy  is  a  nickname  for  the  ngB 
Of  tameleas  tigers  hungering  for  blood. 
Hell,  a  red  gulf  of  everlasting  fire, 
Where  poisonous  and  tmd]ring  wonoa  proloog 
Eternal  misery  to  those  haplesa  slavea 
Whoae  life  has  been  a  penance  for  ita  Crimea. 
And  Heaven,  a  meed  for  those  who  dare  belie 
Their  human  nature,  quake,  believe,  and  cringe 
Before  the  mockeriea  of  earthly  power. 

Theae  tools  the  tjrrant  tempeia  to  hia  wnk. 
Wields  in  his  wrath,  and  aa  he  wilk  daacrays. 
Omnipotent  in  wickedness :  the  while 
Youth  springs,  age  moulders,  "■•wImmmI  tamely  does 
His  bidding,  briM  by  shortlived  joya  to  lend 
Force  to  the  weaknoas  of  his  trenUing  arm. 

They  rise,  they  foil ;  one  generatkm  eomea. 
Yielding  iti  har>'est  to  dcstruction'a  acythe. 
It  fiidea,  another  blossoms :  yet  behold ! 
Red  glows  the  tyrant's  stamp-maik  <m  ita  bloon. 
Withering  and  cankering  deep  its  passdve  prime. 
He  haa  invented  lying  \%x>rds  and  modea. 
Empty  and  vain  as  his  own  coreless  heart ; 
Evasive  meanings,  nothings  of  much  sound, 
To  lure  the  heedleas  victim  to  the  toils 
Spread  round  the  valley  of  iti  paradise. 


Look  to  th>'self,  priest,  conqueror,  or  prince ! 
Whether  thy  trade  is  fulschood,  and  thy  lusts 
Deep  wallow  in  the  eaniings  of  the  poor. 
With  whom  thy  master  was  :^-or  thou  delight'st 
In  numbering  (>'er  the  myriads  of  thy  slain. 
All  misery  weighing  nothing  in  the  scale 
Against  thy  shorthvcd  fame :  or  thou  dost  load 
With  cowardice  and  crime  the  groaning  land. 
A  pomp-fed  king.     Look  to  thy  wretched  self! 
Ay,  art  thou  not  the  veriest  slave  that  o'er 
CTrawl'd  on  the  lothing  earth  1  Arc  not  thy  days 
Days  of  unsatisfying  Ibtlewmess  ? 
Dost  thou  not  cry,  ere  night's  long  mck  is  o'er. 
When  will  tho  morning  come  ?  Is  not  thy  }'outh 
A  vain  and  feverish  dream  of  sensualism  f 
Thy  manhood  blighted  \%ith  unripe  disease  ? 
Are  not  thy  views  of  iinrogrcttcd  death 
Drear,  comfortless,  and  horrible  f  Thy  mind, 
Is  it  not  morbid  as  thy  nervolcHs  frame. 
Incapable  of  judgment,  hope,  or  love  ? 
And  dost  thou  wish  the  errors  to  survive 
That  bar  thee  from  all  sympathies  of  good, 
Afler  the  miserable  interest 
Thou  hold'st  in  their  protraction  ?  When  the  grave 
Has  swallow 'd  up  thy  memory  and  th)'sclf, 
Dost  thou  desire  the  hone  that  poisons  earth 
To  twine  its  roots  around  thy  coffin'd  clay, 
Spring  from  thy  bones,  and  blossom  on  thy  tomb, 
^TbAl  of  ila  fruit  thy  babes  mny  eat  ami  die  f 
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V. 

he  genentkmi  of  the  eerdi 
grmTe,  and  ianie  firom  the  iivoiiib^  (4) 

■tin  the  imperiihaUe  change 
irmtet  the  world ;  even  w  tibe  leavei 
B  keen  fioct>wind  of  the  waning  year 
ir'd  on  the  Ibreat  Mil,  (5)  and  heap'd 

■eaioni  there,  diough  long  they  choke, 
vith  lothetome  rottennea  the  land, 
I  of  promise.    Tet  when  the  tall  trees 
idi  they  fell,  ■horn  of  their  lovely  ■hapea, 
with  the  earth  to  moulder  there, 
iliie  the  land  they  long  defonn^d, 

die  breathing  lawn  a  forest  springs 
,  integrity,  and  loveliness, 

which  gave  it  life,  to  spring  and  die. 
adal  selfishness,  that  Mights 
it  iMings  of  the  opening  heart, 
id  to  decay,  whilst  from  &e  soil 
ing  all  virtue,  all  delight,  all  love, 
pnent  cease  to  wage  mmatuial  war 
smi'a  tmsabdnable  array. 

I«r  of  religion,  selfishness ! 
crime  and  ftlsehood,  aping  all 
iton  horrois  of  her  bloody  play ; 
m,  unimpasshm'd,  spiritless, 
;  the  light,  and  owning  not  its  name : 
d,  by  its  defomity,  to  screen 
nay  veil  of  jnstice  and  of  right, 
ractive  lineaments,  that  scare 
B  the  brood  of  ignorance :  at  once 
188  and  die  effect  of  tynimy ; 
ling,  haiden'd,  sensoal,  and  vile ; 
all  love  bat  of  its  atgectness, 
tart  impassive  by  more  noble  powers 
nhared  pleasme,  Kmlid  gain,  or  &me ; 
ig  its  own  miserable  being, 
idll  it  tongs,  3^  ieais  to  diwnthrall 


somiaeroe  springs,  the  venal  interchange 
hat  homan  art  or  nature  ]rield ; 
ivsalth  should  purchase  not,  but  want  demand, 
tural  kindness  hasten  to  supply 
le  full  fountain  of  its  boundless  love, 
ir  stifled,  drain'd,  and  tainted  now. 
roe !  beneath  whose  poiscm-breathing  diade 
tary  virtue  dares  to  spring, 
rerty  and  wealth  wiUi  equal  hand 
their  withering  cones,  and  unfold 
ors  of  premature  and  violent  death, 
ing  fi^mine  and  full-fed  disease, 
that  shares  the  lot  of  human  life, 
poison'd  body  and  soul,  scarce  dmgt  the  chain, 
»ngtfafliis  as  it  goes  and  clanks  behind. 

srce  has  set  the  mark  of  selfishness, 

{net  of  its  all-enslaving  power, 

I  shining  ore,  and  call'd  it  gold : 

whose  image  bow  the  vulgar  great, 

linty  rich,  the  miserable  proud, 

0b  of  peassnfs,  nobles,  priesli,  and  kiii9i,(6) 

nth  blind  feelings  reverence  the  power 

;iiads  them  to  the  dust  of  nusety. 

the  temple  of  their 


Ckild  is  a  living  godf  and  mlea  m  aooni 
All  earthly  thhogs  but  virtue. 

Since  tyrants,  by  the  sale  of  human  life. 
Heap  luxuries  to  their  sensualism,  and  fhme 
To  their  wide-wasting  and  insatiate  pride. 
Success  has  sanction'd  to  a  credulous  vrorid 
The  ruin,  the  diegrace,  the  woe  of  war. 
His  hosts  of  blind  and  uniesisting  dupea 
The  despot  numben ;  from  his  cabinet 
These  puppets  of  his  schemes  he  moves  at  wnIX 
Even  as  the  slaves  by  force  or  femine  drivMi, 
Beneath  a  vulgar  master,  to  perform 
A  task  of  ooU  and  brutal  drudgery  ^— 
Hardened  to  hope,  insensible  to  fev. 
Scarce  living  pulleys  of  a  dead  machine. 
Mere  wheels  of  work  and  articles  of  trade. 
That  grace  the  pnmd  and  noisy  pomp  of  wealth! 

The  harmony  and  happiness  of  nan 

Yield  to  the  wealth  of  nations;  that  whidi  lifli 

His  nature  to  the  heaven  of  its  pride. 

Is  bartered  for  the  poison  of  his  soul ; 

The  weight  that  drsgs  to  earth  his  towering  hopes. 

Blighting  all  prospect  but  of  selfish  gain. 

Withering  all  passkm  but  of  slavirii  ton. 

Extinguishing  all  free  and  generous  love 

Of  entorprise  and  daring,  even  the  polae 

That  fency  kindlea  in  the  beating  heart 

To  mingle  wifti  sensation,  it  destroys^— 

Leaves  nothing  but  the  sordid  lust  of  seli^ 

The  grovelling  hope  of  interest  and  gold. 

Unqualified,  unmingled,  uttredeem'd 

Even  by  hypocrisy. 

And  statesmen  boast 
Of  wealth !  (7)  Hie  windy  eloquence  that  liraa 
After  the  ruin  of  their  hearts,  can  gUd 
The  bitter  poison  of  a  nation*s  woe. 
Can  turn  the  worship  of  the  servfle  mob 
To  their  corrupt  and  glaring  idol  fiune,     * 
From  virtue,  trampled  by  its  iron  tread. 
Although  its  dazzling  pedestal  be  raised 
Amid  the  horrors  of  a  limbetrewn  field. 
With  desolated  dwellings  smoking  round. 
The  man  of  ease,  who,  by  his  warm  fireside, 
To  deeds  of  charitable  intercourse 
And  bare  fulfilment  of  the  common  laws 
Of  decency  and  prejudice,  confines 
The  struggling  nature  of  his  human  heart, 
Is  duped  by  their  cold  sophistiy ;  he  sheds 
A  passing  tear  perchance  upon  die  wreck 
Of  earthly  peace,  when  near  his  dwelling's  door 
The  frightfhl  waves  are  driven, — when  Us  son 
Is  murder'd  by  the  tyrant,  or  religion 
Drives  his  wife  raving  mad.  (8)  But  the  poor  man. 
Whose  life  is  misery,  and  fear,  and  care ; 
Whom  the  mom  wakens  but  to  fruitless  toil ; 
Who  ever  hears  his  fiunish'd  oflipring's  scream, 
Whom  dieir  pale  mother^s  uncompbining  gaze 
For  ever  meets,  and  the  proud  rich  man's  eye 
Flashing  command,  and  die  hear^breaking  scene 
Of  thousands  like  himaelf  ^--he  little  heeds 
The  rhetoric  of  tynnny ;  his  hato 
Is  quendilesB  sa  hk  wrongs ;  he  laughs  to  aoom 
Thb  viin  and  bitter  modnry  of  words, 
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Feeling  the  horror  of  the  tyrant'i  deeds. 
And  unreetnin'd  bat  by  the  arm  of  power, 
That  knows  and  dreads  his  enmity. 

The  iron  rod  of  penary  still  compels 

Her  wretched  slave  to  bow  the  knee  to  wealth, 

And  pcHScm.  with  unprofitable  toil, 

A  life  too  void  of  solace  to  confirm 

The  very  chains  that  bind  him  to  his  doom. 

Nature,  impartial  in  munificence, 

Has  gifted  man  with  all-subduing  wOl : 

Matter,  with  all  its  transitory  shapes. 

Lies  sutijected  and  plastic  at  his  feet. 

That,  weak  from  bondage,  tremble  as  they  tread. 

How  many  a  rustic  Milton  has  past  by, 

Stifling  the  speechlea  longings  of  his  heart, 

In  unremitting  drudgery  and  care ! 

How  many  a  vulgar  Cato  has  compelVd 

Ifis  eneigiee,  no  longer  tameless  then. 

To  mould  a  pin,  or  &bricate  a  xwil ! 

How  many  a  Newton,  to  whose  passive  ken 

Those  mighty  sj^eres  that  gem  infinity 

Were  only  specks  of  tinsel,  fix*d  in  heaven 

To  light  the  midnights  of  his  native  town ! 

Y  '     Tet  every  heart  contain  perfection's  germ : 
The  wisest  of  the  sages  of  the  earth. 
That  ever  from  the  stores  of  reason  drew 
Science  and  truth,  and  virtue's  dreadless  tone, 
Were  but  a  weak  and  inexperienced  boy. 
Proud,  sensual,  unimpassion'd,  unimbued 
With  pure  desire  and  universal  love, 
CfMnpared  to  that  high  being,  of  cbudless  twain. 
Untainted  passion,  elevated  will, 
Which  death  (who  even  would  linger  long  in  awe 
Within  his  noble  presence,  and  beneath 
His  changeless  eyebcaro),  might  alone  subdue. 
Him,  every  slave  now  dragging  through  the  filth 
Of  some  corrupted  city  his  sad  life, 
Pining  with  famine,  swoln  with  luxury. 
Blunting  the  keenness  of  his  spiritual  sense 
With  narrow  schemings  and  unworthy  cares. 
Or  madly  rushing  through  oil  \iolent  crime. 
To  move  the  deep  stagnation  of  his  soul, — 
Might  imitate  and  equal. 

But  mean  lust 
Has  bound  its  chains  so  tight  around  the  earth, 
That  all  within  it  but  the  virtuous  man 
Is  venal :  gold  or  fame  will  surely  reach 
The  price  prefix'd  by  selfishness,  to  all 
But  him  of  resolute  and  unchanging  uill ; 
Whom,  nor  the  plaudits  of  a  servile  crowd, 
Nor  the  vile  joys  of  tainting  luxury, 
Can  J»fibe  to  yield  his  elevated  soul 
T^  tyranny  or  falsehood,  though  they  wield 
With  blood-red  hand  the  scopire  of  the  world. 

All  things  are  sold  :  the  very  light  of  heaven 

Is  venal ;  earth's  unsparing  gifts  of  love. 

The  smallest  and  mont  despicable  things 

That  lurk  in  the  abysses  of  the  deep. 

All  objects  of  our  life,  even  life  itself. 

And  the  poor  pittance  which  tlic  laws  allow 

Of  liberty,  the  fellowship  of  man, 

Thote  duties  which  lus  heart  of  human  love 


Should  urge  him  to  perform  instinctively. 

Are  bought  and  told  as  in  a  pubUc  mart 

Of  undisguising  selfishness,  that  seta 

On  each  its  price,  the  stamp-mark  of  her  reign. 

Even  love  is  sold ;  (9)  the  solace  of  all  woe 

Is  tum'd  to  deadliest  agony,  old  age' 

Shivers  in  selfish  beauty's  lothing  arms. 

And  youth's  corrupted  impulses  prepare 

A  life  of  horror  from  the  blighting  bane 

Of  commerce ;  whilst  the  pestilence  that  springs 

From  unei^joying  sensualism,  has  fill'd 

All  htmun  life  with  hydra-headed 


Falsehood  demands  bat  gold  to  pay  the  pangs 

Of  outraged  conscience ;  for  the  slavish  priest 

Sets  DO  great  value  on  his  hireling  fiuth : 

A  little  passing  pomp,  some  servile  souls, 

Whom  cowardice  itMlf  might  safely  chain. 

Or  the  spare  mite  of  avarice  could  bribe 

To  deck  the  triumph  of  their  languid  seal. 

Can  make  him  minister  to  tyranny. 

Mora  daring  crime  requires  a  loftier  meed : 

Without  a  shudder,  the  slave-eoldier  lends 

His  arm  to  murderous  deeds,  and  steels  his  heart. 

When  the  dread  eloquence  of  dying  men. 

Low  mingling  on  the  lonely  field  of  fame. 

Assails  that  natura,  whose  applause  he  sells 

For  the  gross  blessings  of  a  patriot  mob^ 

For  the  vile  gratitude  of  hesurtless  kings. 

And  for  a  cold  world's  good  wordr— viler  stfll ! 

There  is  a  nobler  glory,  which  survives 

Until  our  being  fades,  and,  solacing 

All  human  care,  accompanies  its  change ; 

'DeaertM  not  virtue  in  the  dungeon's  gloom. 

And,  in  the  precincts  of  the  palace,  guides 

Its  footsteps  through  that  labyrinth  of  crime ; 

Imbues  its  lineaments  uith  dauntlessness, 

Even  when,  from  power's  avenging  hand,  he  takes 

Its  sweetest,  last  and  noblest  title — death ; 

— ^The  consciousness  of  good,  which  neither  gold. 

Nor  sordid  fame,  nor  hope  of  heavenly  bliss, 

Can  purchase  :  but  a  life  of  resolute  good, 

Unalterable  will,  quenchless  desire 

Of  universal  happiness,  the  heart 

That  beats  with  it  in  unison,  the  brain, 

Whose  ever-wakeful  wisdom  toils  to  change 

Reason's  rich  stores  for  its  eternal  weal. 

This  commerce  of  sincerest  virtue  needs 
No  me<iiiative  signs  of  selfishness, 
No  jealous  intercourse  of  wretched  gain. 
No  balancings  of  prudence,  cold  and  long ; 
In  just  and  equal  measure  all  is  weigh 'd. 
One  scale  contains  the  sum  of  human  weal. 
And  one.  the  good  man's  heart 

How  vainly  seek 
The  selfish  for  that  happiness  denied 
To  aught  but  virtue !    Blind  and  harden'd  they. 
Who  hope  for  peace  amid  the  storms  of  care, 
Who  covet  power  they  know  not  how  to  use, 
And  sigh  for  pleasure  they  refuse  to  gfive, — 
Madly  they  frustrate  still  their  own  designs ; 
And,  where  they  hope  that  quiet  to  enjoy 
Which  virtue  pictures,  bitterness  of  soul, 
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Fininf  ngnta,  and  vain  repoilaiioef, 
DimM,  diaput,  and  laantude,  penrwie 
IMr  valo^eH  and  miaerable  Utm. 


Bit  kowy'lieaded  lelfiihniwi  has  felt 
IM  dmAMfOfw,  and  ia  tottering  to  the  grave: 
A  tari^ter  mora  awaiti  the  human  day, 
When  eTeiy  tranafer  of  earth'i  natural  gifb 
flhaU  be  a  eommerce  of  good  words  and  works ; 
WImd  poverty  and  wealth,  the  thirst  of  &me, 
ThiB  ftar  of  in&my,  disease  and  woe, 
Wmr  with  its  million  horrors,  and  fierce  hell 
Shan  live  but  in  the  memory  of  time, 
Who^  like  a  penitent  libertine,  shall  start, 
liook  backt  and  shudder  at  his  younger  years. 


VI. 

All  touch,  all  eye,  all  ear, 
felt  the  Fair3r's  burning  speech. 
(yer  the  thin  texture  of  its  fiame, 
TIm  varying  periods  painted  changing  glowi^ 

As  on  a  summer  even, 
'Wlm  aoml^nlblding  music  floats  around. 
The  Btainlesi  mirror  of  the  lake 
Rejmages  the  eastern  gloom, 
Afingling  convulsively  its  pwple  hues 
With  sunaef  s  bumish'd  gold. 

Then  thus  the  Spirit  spoke : 
It  ia  a  wild  and  miserable  world ! 

TluMny,  and  ftdl  of  care. 
Which  every  fi^  can  make  his  prey  at  will 
O  Fairy!  in  the  lapse  of  yean, 
b  there  no  hope  in  store? 
Will  yon  vast  suns  roll  on 
Intermmably,  still  illuming 
The  night  o[  so  many  wretched  souls, 

And  see  no  hope  for  them? 

Win  not  the  univerMl  Spirit  e'er 
Revivify  this  wither'd  limb  of  Heaven  t 

The  Fairy  calmly  smiled 
«   In  oomiint,  and  a  tindling  gleam  of  hope 
Suffused  the  Spirit*8  lineaments. 
Oh!  rest  thee  tranquil ;  chase  those  fearful  doubts, 
Whidi  ne*er  could  rack  an  everlasting  nul. 
That  sees  the  chains  which  bind  it  to  its  doom. 
Tea !  crime  and  misery  are  in  yonder  earth. 

Falsehood,  mistake,  uid  lust ; 

But  the  eternal  world 
Contsins  at  once  the  evil  and  the  cure. 
Some  eminent  in  virtue  shall  start  up^ 

Even  in  perverMst  time : 
Tlie  truths  of  their  pure  lips,  that  never  die. 
Shall  bind  the  scorpion  felsehood  with  a  wreath 

Of  ever>living  flame. 
Until  the  monster  sting  itself  to  death. 

How  sweet  a  scene  will  earth  become ! 
Of  purest  spirits  a  pure  dwelling-place, 
Symphonioos  with  the  planetary  spheres ; 
When  man,  with  changeless  nature  coalescing, 
Will  undertake  regeneration's  work. 
When  its  ungenial  poles  no  logger  point 


To  die  red  and  balefbl  sun 
That  feintly  twinkles  there.  (10) 

Spirit!  on  ]^onder  earth. 
Falsehood  now.  triumj^ ;  deadly  power 
Has  fix'd  its  seal  upon  the  lip  of  truth ! 

Madness  and  misery  are  there ! 
The  happiest  is  most  wretched !   Yet  confide. 
Until  pure  health-drops,  from  the  cup  of  joy. 
Fall  like  a  dew  of  balm  upon  the  world. 
Now,  to  the  scene  I  show,  in  silence  turn, 
And  read  the  blood-stain'd  charter  of  all  woe. 
Which  nature  soon,  with  recreating  hand, 
Will  blot  in  mercy  from  the  book  of  earth. 
How  bold  the  flight  of  passion's  wandering  wing, 
How  swifl  the  step  of  reason's  firmer  tread. 
How  calm  and  sweet  the  victories  of  life, 
How  terrorlesB  the  triumph  of  the  gmve ! 
How  powerless  were  the  mightiest  monarch's  arm. 
Vain  his  loud  threat,  and  impotent  his  fK)wn ! 
How  ludicrous  the  priest's  dogmatic  roar ! 
The  weight  of  his  exterminating  curse 
How  light !  and  his  afiected  charity, 
I  To  suit  the  pressure  of  the  changing  times, 
What  palpable  deceit  !^but  for  thy  aid. 
Religion !  but  for  thee,  prolific  fiend. 
Who  peoplest  earth  with  demons,  heU  with  men. 
And  heaven  with  slaves ! 

Thou  taintest  all  thou  look'st  upon !— ^e  stars. 
Which  on  thy  cradle  beam'd  so  brightly  sweet. 
Were  gods  to  the  distemper'd  playfulness 
Of  thy  untutor'd  infency :  the  trees. 
The  grass,  the  clouds,  ^e  mountains,  and  the  sea. 
All  living  things  that  walk,  swim,  creep,  or  fly, 
Were  gods:  the  sun  had  homage,  and  the  mooo 
Her  worshipper.    Then  thou  becamest  a  boy. 
More  daring  in  thy  frenzies :  every  shape. 
Monstrous  or  vast,  or  beautifully  wild. 
Which,  fix>m  sensation's  relics,  fency  culls ; 
The  spirits  of  the  air,  the  shuddering  g^iost. 
The  genii  of  the  elements,  the  powers 
That  give  a  shape  to  nature's  varied  works. 
Had  life  and  place  in  the  corrupt  belief 
Of  thy  blind  heart :  yet  still  thy  youthful  hands 
Were  pure  of  human  Uood.    Then  manhood  gave 
Its  strength  and  ardor  to  thy  frenzied  brain ; 
Thine  eager  gaze  scaim'd  the  stupendous  scene. 
Whose  wonderi  mock'd  the  knowledge  of  thy  pride: 
Their  everlasting  and  unchanging  laws 
Reproach'd  thine  ignorance.    Awhile  thou  stoodst 
Baffled  and  gloomy;  then  thou  didst  sum  up 
The  elements  of  all  that  thou  didst  know ; 
The  changing  seasons,  winter's  leafless  reign. 
The  budding  of  the  heaven-breathing  trees. 
The  eternal  orbs  that  beautify  the  night. 
The  sunrise,  and  the  setting  of  the  moon. 
Earthquakes  and  wars,  and  poisons  and  disease. 
And  all  their  causes,  to  an  abstract  point 
Converging,  thou  didst  bend,  and  call'd  it  God ! 
The  selfsufficing,  the  omnipotent, 
The  merciful,  and  the  avenging  God ! 
Who,  prototype  of  human  misrule,  sits 
High  in  heaven's  realm,  upon  a  golden  throne. 
Even  like  an  earthly  king;  and  whose  dread  work, 
HeU,  gapes  for  ever  for  the  unhappy  slaves 
Of  fete,  whom  he  created  in  his  sport, 
To  triumph  in  their  torments  when  they  fell ! 
Eaifli  bMzd  the  iwiM\  «ttC[i\x«ii!S(3^^^,^  «(^ 
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Of  hit  revenge  aacended  up  to  lieaven, 

Blotting  the  oomtellatiani ;  and  the  criea 

Of  millkmt,  butcher'd  in  sweet  confidence 

And  umuspecting  peace,  even  when  the  bonds 

Of  ttfetjr  were  oonfinn'd  by  wordy  oaths 

Sworn  in  his  dreadful  name,  rang  throagh  the  land ; 

Whibt  innocent  babes  writhed  on  thy  stabbom  spear, 

And  thoa  didst  laugh  to  hear  the  mother's  shriek 

Of  maniac  gladneas,  as  the  sacred  steel 

Felt  cold  in  her  tom  entrails ! 

Religion !  thou  wert  dien  in  manhood's  prime : 

But  age  crept  on :  one  God  would  not  suffice 

For  seoiile  puerility ;  thou  fiwnedst 

A  tale  to  suit  thy  dotage,  and  to  glut 

Thy  misery-thirsting  smil,  that  the  mad  fiend 

Thy  wickedness  had  pictured,  might  afibrd 

A  plea  fi>r  sating  the  unnatural  thirst 

For  murder,  rapine,  violence,  and  crime, 

That  still  consumed  thy  being,  even  when 

Thou  heardst  the  step  of  de  i — that  fiames  might 

light 
Thy  funeral  scene,  and  the  shrill  horrent  shrieks 
Of  parents  dying  on  the  pile  that  bum'd, 
To  light  their  children  to  thy  paths,  the  roar 
Of  the  encircling  flames,  the  exulting  cries 
Of  thine  apostles,  loud  commingling  there, 

Might  sate  thine  hungry  ear 

Even  on  the  bed  of  death ! 

But  now  contempt  is  mocking  thy  gray  hairs ; 
Thou  art  descending  to  the  darksome  grave, 
Unhonor*d  and  unpitied,  but  by  those 
Whose  pride  is  pasring  by  like  thine,  and  sheds, 
like  thine,  a  glare  that  fades  before  the  sun 
Of  truth,  and  shines  but  in  the  dreadful  night 
That  long  has  lower'd  above  the  ruin'd  world. 

Throughout  these  infinite  orbs  of  mingling  light. 
Of  which  yon  earth  is  one,  is  wide  diffused 
A  spirit  of  activity  and  life, 
Thot  knows  no  term,  cessation,  or  decay ; 
That  fades  not  when  tlie  lamp  of  eartlily  life, 
KKtinguishM  in  the  dampness  of  the  grave, 
Awhile  there  slumbers,  more  than  when  the  babe 
In  the  dim  newness  of  its  being  feels 
The  impulses  of  sublunary  things. 
And  all  is  wonder  to  unpractised  sense : 
But,  active,  stedfost,  and  eternal,  still. 
Guides  the  fierce  whirlwind,  in  the  tempest  roars, 
Cheers  in  the  day,  breathes  in  the  balmy  groves. 
Strengthens  in  health,  and  poiiioiis  in  dii«ease ; 
And  in  the  storm  of  change,  that  ceaselessly 
Rolls  round  the  eternal  universe,  and  shakes 
Its  undecaying  battlement,  presides, 
Apportioning  with  irresistible  law 
The  place  each  spring  of  its  machine  shall  fill ; 
So  that,  when  waves  on  waves  tumultuous  heap 
Confusion  to  the  clouds,  and  fiercely  driven 
Heaven's  Ughtnings  scorch  th'  uprooted  ocean-fords. 
Whilst,  to  the  eye  of  shipwreck'd  mariner. 
Lone  sitting  on  the  bare  and  shuddering  rock. 
All  seems  unlink'd  contingency  and  chance : 
IVo  atom  of  this  turbulence  fulfill 
A  vague  and  unneceesitated  task. 
Or  acta  but  cm  it  must  and  ought  to  act.  (11) 
Even  the  minuteat  molecule  of  light. 


That  in  an  April  sunbeam's  fleeting  glow 

Fulfils  its  destined,  though  invisible  work. 

The  universal  Spirit  guides ;  nor  less 

When  merciless  ambition,  or  mad  seal. 

Has  led  two  hosts  of  dupes  to  battle-field. 

That,  blind,  they  there  may  dig  each  other^  fi^^B, 

And  call  the  sad  work  glory,  doea  it  rule 

All  pasMons :  not  a  thought,  a  will,  an  act 

No  woriting  of  the  tyrant's  moody  mindt 

Nor  one  misgiving  of  the  daves  who  boasc 

Their  servitude,  to  hide  the  shame  tkay  MU 

Nor  the  events  enchaining  every  wiD, 

That  from  the  depths  of  unrecoidad  tint 

Have  drawn  all-influencing  virtue,  pass 

Unreoogniied,  or  unforeseen  by  thee. 

Soul  of  the  Univene !  eternal  spring 

Of  life  and  death,  of  happiness  and  woe. 

Of  all  that  chequers  the  phantasmal  scene 

That  floats  before  our  eyes  in  wayering  Ughi; 

Which  gleams  but  on  the  darkness  of  ow  prisoo. 

Whose  chains  and  massy  walk 

We  foel,  but  cannot 


Spirit  of  Nature !  all-suflScing  powar. 

Necessity !  thou  mother  of  the  wotld!  (18) 

Unlike  the  God  of  human  error,  thoa 

Requirest  no  prayers  or  praises ;  the  caprioa 

Of  man's  weak  will  belongs  no  more  to  fliee 

Than  do  the  changeful  passicms  of  his  breast 

To  thy  unvarying  harmony :  the  alave. 

Whose  horrible  lusts  spread  miseiy  o'w  die  worid. 

And  the  good  man,  who  lifhi,  with  virtuous  pride^ 

His  being,  in  the  sight  of  happiness. 

That  springs  from  his  own  works ;  the  poinii4iei^ 

Beneath  whose  shade  all  life  is  wither'd  up^ 

And  the  fair  oak,  whoso  leafy  dome  aflbrds 

A  temple  where  the  vows  of  happy  love 

Arc  register'd,  ore  equal  in  thy  sight  ; 

No  love,  no  hate  thou  cherishest ;  revenge 

And  favoritism,  and  worst  desire  of  fame. 

Thou  knowest  not :  all  that  the  wide  worid  ocxitains 

Arc  but  thy  passive  instruments,  and  thou 

Regard 'st  them  all  with  on  impartial  eye. 

Whose  joy  or  pain  thy  nature  cannot  feel, 

Because  thou  host  not  human  sense, 

Becauj»e  thou  art  not  human  mind. 


Yes !  when  the  sweeping  storm  of  time 
lias  sung  its  death-dirge  o'er  the  ruin'd  fanes 
And  broken  altars  of  tli'  almighty  fiend. 
Whose  name  usurps  thy  honors,  and  the  blood 
Through  centuries  clotted  there,  has  floated  down 
The  tainted  flood  of  ages,  shalt  thou  live 
Unchangeable  !  A  shrine  is  raised  to  thee. 

Which,  nor  the  tempest  breath  of  time, 

Nor  the  interminable  flood, 

Over  earth's  slight  pageant  rolling, 
Availcth  to  destroy, — 
The  sensitive  extension  of  the  world. 

That  wondrous  and  eternal  fone, 
Wliere  pain  and  pleasure,  good  and  evil  join. 
To  do  the  will  of  strong  necessity. 

And  life,  in  multitudinous  shapes. 
Still  pressing  forward  where  no  term  can  be. 

like  hungry  and  unresting  flame 
C\ii\s  tomxvSl  ^e  e\«tTaX  «^\asaA  q^  \\&  %ftreR|[th. 
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n  infant  when  my  mother  went 

an  atheist  bum'd.    She  took  me  there : 

rk-robed  prieats  were  met  around  the  pile ; 

iltitnde  was  gazing  silently ; 

the  culprit  pass'd  with  dauntless  mien» 

fd  disdain  in  his  unaltering  eye, 

ivith  a«  quiet  smile,  shone  calmly  (brth : 

inty  fire  crept  round  his  manly  limbs ; 

olnte  eyes  were  scorch'd  to  blindness  soon ; 

ith-pang  rent  my  heart !  the  insensate  mob 

a  cry  of  triumph,  and  I  wept 

lot,  child !  cried  my  mother,  for  that  man 

d,  There  is  no  God.  (13.) . 

FAimr. 

There  is  no  God ! 

confirms  the  fiuth  his  death-groan  seal'd : 
iiren  and  earth,  let  man's  revolving  race, 
iseless  generations  teU  their  tale ; 
sry  part  depending  on  the  chain 
oks  it  to  the  whole,  point  to  the  hand 
rasps  its  term!  let  every  seed  that  falls 
It  eloquence  unfold  its  store 
iment :  infinity  within, 

without,  belie  creatkm; 
terminable  spirit  it  contains 
re's  only  God ;  bat  human  pride 
til  to  invent  most  serious  names 
B  its  ignorance. 

The  name  of  God 
need  about  all  crime  with  holiness, 
f  the  oeature  of  his  worshippers, 
names  and  attributes  and  passions  change, 
Buddh,  Fob,  Jehovah,  God,  or  Lord, 
vith  die  human  dupes  who  build  his  shrines, 
rving  o'er  the  war-polluted  world 
nlation's  watch-wocd;  whether  hosts 
is  death-Uushing  chariot-wheels,  as  on 
jhantly  they  roll,  whilst  Brahmins  raise 
m1  hymn  to  mii^le  with  the  groans ; 
Btloss  partners  of  his  power  divide 
anny  to  weakness ;  or  the  smoke 
ning  towns,  the  cries  of  female  helplessness, 
»d  dd  age,  and  youth,  and  infimcy, 
ly  massacred,  ascend  to  heaven 
or  of  his  name ;  or  last  and  worst, 
{Toans  beneath  religion's  iron  age, 
iesis  dare  babble  of  a  God  of  peace, 
vhilst  their  hands  are  red  with  guiltless  blood, 
ring  the  while,  ufmwting  every  germ 
th,  exterminating,  spoiling  all, 
I  the  earth  a  slaughter-house ! 

O  Spirit!  through  the  sense 
ich  thy  inner  nature  was  apprized 
rutward  shows,  vague  dreams  have  roll'd, 
varied  remimsoences  have  waked 
Tablets  that  never  iiide; 
things  have  been  imprinted  diere, 
stars,  the  sea,  the  earth,  the  sky, 
n  the  unshapeliest  lineaments 
f  wfldand  fleeting  visions 


\ 


Have  left  a  record  there 
To  testify  of  earth. 

Theae  are  my  empire,  for  to  me  is  given 
The  wonders  of  the  hmnanworid  to  keep. 
And  fancy's  thin  creations  to  endow 
With  matter,  being,  and  reality; 
Therefore  a  vrondrous  phantom,  fiom  die 
Of  human  error's  dense  and  purblind  fidth, 
I  wii]  evoke,  to  meet  thy  questioning. 
Ahasuerus,  rise !  (14) 


A  strange  and  woe-worn  vright 
Arose  beside  the  betdement. 
And  stood  immoving  there. 
His  inessential  figure  cast  no  shade 

Upon  the  golden  floor ; 
His  port  and  mien  bore  mark  of  many  yeais. 
And  chronicles  of  untold  andentness 
Were  legible  widiin  his  beamless  eye : 

Yet  his  cheek  bore  the  mark  of  youth ; 
Fredmess  and  vigor  knit  his  manly  frame ; 
The  vrisdom  of  old  age  was  mingled  there 
With  youth's  primeval  daundeamess; 
And  inezprearible  woe, 
Chaston'd  by  fearless  resignation,  gave 
An  awful  grace  to  hii  all-speaking  brow. 

Bmrr 
bthereaGodr 

AHA8UKRU8. 

b  there  a  God ! — ay,  an  almighty  God, 

And  vengeful  as  almighty!  Ooce  his  voice 

Was  heard  on  earth :  earth  shudder'd  at  the  aovnd , 

The  fieiy-visaged  firmament  ezpress'd 

Abhorrence,  sjnd  the  grave  of  nature  yawn'd 

To  swallow  all  the  daundess  and  the  good 

That  dared  to  huri  defiance  at  hjs  throne. 

Girt  as  it  was  with  power.    None  but  slaves 

Survived, — cold-blooded  slaves,  who  did  the  work 

Of  tyrannous  omnipotence ;  whose  soob 

No  honest  indignation  ever  urged 

To  elevated  daring,  to  one  deed 

Which  gross  and  sensual  self  did  not  poUute. 

These  daves  built  temples  for  the  omnipotent  fiend. 

Gorgeous  and  vast :  the  costly  altars  smoked 

With  human  blood,  and  hideous  peans  rung 

Through  all  the  long-drawn  aisles.    A  murderer 

heard 
His  voice  in  Egypt,  one  whose  gifts  and  arts 
Had  raised  him  to^  his  eminence  in  power 
Accomplice  of  omnipotence  in  crime. 
And  confidant  of  the  all-knowing  one. 
These  were  Jehovah's  words. 

From  an  eternity  of  idleness 
I,  God,  awoke ;  in  seven  days*  toil  made  earth 
From  nothing ;  rested,  and  created  man  : 
I  placed  him  in  a  paradise,  and  there 
Flisnted  the  tree  of  evil,  so  that  he 
Might  eat  and  perish,  and  my  soul  procure 
Wherewith  to  sate  its  malice,  and  to  turn. 
Even  like  a  heartless  conqueror  of  the  earth* 
All  misery  to  my  fame.    The  race  of  men 
Chosen  to  my  honor,  widi  impunity 
May  sate  die  lusts  I  planted  in  dieir  heart 
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Here  I  amniiand  thee  hence  to  lead  them  on, 
Untilt  with  hardcn'd  feet,  their  conquering  troope 
Wade  on  the  promised  soil  through  woman's  blood. 
And  make  my  name  be  dreaded  through  the  land. 
Yet  ever-burning  flame  and  ccaaelcfls  woe 
Shall  be  the  doom  of  tlieir  eternal  aouls, 
With  every  soul  on  this  ungrateful  earth, 
Virtuoua  or  vicious,  weak  or  strong,— even  all 
Shall  perish  to  fulfil  the  blind  revenge 
(Which  you,  to  men,  call  justice)  of  their  God. 

The  murderer's  brow 
Quivor'd  vnih  honor. 

God  omnipotent, 
la  there  no  mercy  ?  must  our  punishment 
Be  endless  f  will  long  ages  roll  away. 
And  see  no  term  ?  Oh  I  wherefore  hast  thou  made 
In  mockery  and  wrath  this  evil  earth  ? 
Mercy  becomes  the  powerful — bo  but  just  : 

0  God !  repent  and  save. 

One  woy  remains : 

1  will  beget  a  son,  and  he  shall  bear 

The  sins  of  all  the  world ;  (15)  he  shall  arise 

In  an  unnoticod  comer  of  the  earth, 

And  there  shall  die  upon  a  crofs,  and  purge 

The  universal  crime ;  so  that  the  few 

On  whom  my  grace  descends,  those  who  are  mark'd 

As  vessels  to  the  honor  of  their  God, 

May  credit  this  strange  tiacrificc.  and  save 

Their  souls  alive :  millions  shall  live  and  die. 

Who  ne'er  shall  call  upon  their  Sa\ior*s  name, 

But,  unredeero'd,  go  to  the  gaping  grave. 

Thousands  shall  deem  it  an  old  woman's  tale, 

Such  as  the  nursos  frighten  babes  withal : 

These  in  a  gulf  of  anguish  and  of  flame 

Shall  curse  their  reprobation  endlcsnly, 

Yet  tenfold  pangs  vhall  fbn;o  them  to  avow, 

Even  on  their  beds  of  turment,  where  they  howl. 

My  honor,  and  ihe  juslicc  of  thoir  doom. 

Whot  then  avail  thoir  virtuous  deeds,  their  thoughts 

Of  purity,  with  radiant  genius  bright, 

Or  lit  wiili  hurann  reiinon's  earthly  ray  ? 

Many  are  coll'd,  but  few  will  I  elect. 

Do  thou  my  bidding,  Mot^es ! 

Even  the  murderer's  cheek 
Was  blanch'd  with  horror,  and  his  quivering  lips 
Scarce  faintly  utter'd — O  abnighty  one, 
1  tremble  and  obey ! 

0  Spirit !  centuries  have  set  their  seal 

On  this  heart  of  many  wounds,  and  loaded  brain, 

Since  the  Incamato  came :  humblyhe  came, 

Veiling  his  horrible  Godhead  in  the  shape 

Of  man,  scom'd  by  iho  world,  his  name  unheard. 

Save  by  the  rabble  of  his  native  town. 

Even  as  a  parish  demagogue.     lie  led 

The  crowd ;  ho  taught  them  justice,  truth,  and  peace, 

In  semblance ;  but  he  lit  witliin  their  souls 

The  quenchless  flames  of  zeal,  and  blest  the  sword 

He  brought  on  earth  to  satiate  vvilh  the  blood 

Of  truth  and  freedom  his  ranlignnnt  soul. 

At  length  his  mortal  frame  was  led  to  death. 

1  stood  beside  him :  on  the  torturing  rru6s 
No  pain  ossail'd  his  unterrestrinl  sense  ; 
And  yet  he  grmn'd.     Indignantly  1  sumin'd 


The  maancres  and  miaeriea  which  hit  *»m^ 

Had  sanction'd  in  my  country,  and  I  cried. 

Go !  go !  in  mockery. 

A  smile  of  godlike  malice  reillumined 

His  fiuling  lineamenla. — ^I  go,  he  cried. 

But  thou  shalt  wander  o'er  the  unquiet  earth 

Eternally. ^The  dampness  of  the  grave 


Bathed  my  mapenshable  front.  I  fell. 
And  long  lay  tranced  upon  the  charmed  soiL 
When  I  awoke,  hell  bum'd  within  my  brain. 
Which  atagger'd  on  its  seat ;  for  all  around  i 

The  movMering  relics  of  my  kindred  hy, 
Even  as  the  Almighty's  ire  arrested  Ibem, 
And  in  their  various  attitudes  of  death 
My  murder'd  children's  mute  and  eyeka  skulls 
Glared  ghastily  upon  me. 

But  my  aouL 
From  sight  and  sense  of  the  polluting  woe 
Of  tyranny,  had  long  leam'd  to  prefer 
Hell's  freedom  to  the  servitude  of  heaven. 
Therefore  I  rose,  and  dauntlessly  began 
My  lonely  and  unending  pilgrimage. 
Resolved  to  wage  unweariable  war 
With  my  almighty  tyrant,  and  to  hurl 
Defiance  at  his  impotence  to  harm 
Beyond  the  curse  I  bore.    The  very  hand 
That  borr'd  my  passage  to  the  peaceful  grave 
Has  crush 'd  the  earth  to  misery,  and  given 
Its  em{ure  to  the  chosen  of  his  alaves. 
These  have  I  seen,  even  from  the  earliest  dawn 
Of  weak,  unstable  and  precarious  power ; 
Then  preaching  peace,  as  now  they  practiM  war. 
So  when  they  tuni'd  but  from  the  massacre 
Of  unc^nding  infidels,  to  quench 
Their  thirst  for  ruin  in  the  very  blood 
That  flow'd  in  their  owti  veins,  and  pitiles  leal 
Froie  every  human  feeling,  as  the  wife 
Sheathed  in  her  husband's  heart  the  sacred  steel. 
Even  whilst  its  hopes  were  dreaming  of  her  love 
And  friends  to  friends,  brothers  to  brothers  stood 
Opposed  in  bloodiest  battle-field,  and  war. 
Scarce  satiable  by  fate's  last  death-draught  waged. 
Drunk  from  the  wine-press  of  the  Almighty^  WTath , 
Whilst  tlie  red  cross,  in  mockery  of  peace. 
Pointed  to  victory !  When  the  fray  was  done. 
No  remnant  of  the  exterminated  faith 
Survived  to  tell  its  ruin,  but  the  flesh. 
With  putrid  smoke  poisoning  the  otmoephere, 
That  rotted  on  the  half-cKtinguish'd  pile. 

Yes  I  I  have  seen  God's  worshippers  unsheathe 

The  sword  of  his  revenge,  uhcn  grace  descended. 

Confirming  all  unnatural  impulses. 

To  s.nnctify  their  desolating  deeds: 

And  frantic  priests  waved  the  ill-omen'd  cross 

O'er  the  unhappy  earth ;  then  shone  the  sun 

On  showers  of  c:ore  from  the  upHoshing  steel 

Of  safe  assassination,  and  all  crime 

Made  siingless  by  the  spirits  of  the  Lord. 

And  blood-red  rainbows  canopied  the  land. 

Spirit !  no  year  of  my  eventful  being 

Has  pass'd  unstain'd  by  crime  and  misery. 

Which  flouu  from  God's  own  faith.     I've  mark'd 

Ills  slaves. 
With  tongues  whose  Ucs  are  venomous,  beguile 
The  insensate  mob,  and  whilst  one  hand  was  red 
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der,  feign  to  stretch  the  other  out 
)ihood  and  peace ;  and  that  they  now 
love  and  mercy,  whilit  their  deedi 
'd  with  all  the  narrownen  and  crime 
lam*9  yoong  arm  dare  not  yet  chaatifle, 
ly  claun  our  gratitude,  who  now 
ag  the  imperishable  throne 
ind  stubborn  virtue,  maketh  vain 
svailing  malice  of  my  fi>e, 
Dtlesa  rage  heaps  torments  for  the  brave, 
)tent  eternities  to  pain, 
snest  disappointment  racks  his  breast 
)  smiles  of  peace  around  them  play, 
te  or  to  sanctify  their  doom. 

B  I  Stood, — through  a  wild  waste  of  yean 

;  with  whirlwinds  of  mad  agony, 

ful,  and  serene,  and  self^nshrined. 

ny  poweilesB  tyrant's  horrible  curse 

bom  and  unalterable  will, 

.  giant  oak,  which  heaven's  fierce  flame 

ed  in  the  wilderness,  to  stand 

ent  of  fadeless  ruin  there; 

fully  and  movelessly  it  braves 

ight  conflict  of  the  wintry  storm, 

le  sunlight's  calm  it  spr^ids 

1  and  wither*d  arms  on  high 

be  quiet  of  a  mmmer's  nooa 

The  Fairy  waved  her  wand : 
Ahasuerus  fled 

e  shapes  of  mingled  shade  and  mist, 
in  the  ^ens  of  a  twilight  grove. 
Flee  from  the  morning  beam  : 
itier  of  which  dreams  are  made 
re  endow'd  with  actual  life  ' 
lis  phantasmal  portraiture 
dering  htmian  thought 

vm. 

tnt  and  the  past  thou  hast  beheld : 
ieaolate  sig^t    Now,  Spirit,  learn 
sell  of  the  future. — ^Time! 
i  brooding  pinion  of  thy  gloom, 
on  up  thy  half-devoured  babes, 
the  cradles  of  eternity, 
llions  lie  luU'd  to  their  portion'd  sleep 
ep  murmuring  stream  of  passing  things, 
that  gloomy  shroud. — Spirit,  behold 
lliy  glorious  destiny ! 

Joy  to  the  Spirit  came, 
he  wide  rent  in  Time's  eternal  veil, 
seen  beaming  through  the  mists  of  fear : 
Earth  was  no  longer  hell  ,* 
Love,  freedom,  health,  had  given 
mess  to  the  manhood  of  its  prime. 
And  all  its  pulses  beat 
3US  to  the  planetary  spheres : 
Then  dulcet  music  swell'd 
It  with  the  life-strings  of  the  soul ; 
I  in  sweet  and  languid  beatings  there, 
!iew  life  from  transitory  deaths — 
rague  sighings  of  a  wmd  at  even, 
Bs  the  wavelets  of  the  slimibeiing 
xi  the  creation  of  its  breath, 


And  ainka  and  rises,  fails  and  swdla  by  fill: 
Was  the  pun  stream  of  feeling 
That  sprung  from  these  sweet  notes, 
And  o'er  the  S^p^t's  human  sjrmpathies 
With  mild  and  gentle  motion  calmly  flow'd. 


Joy  to  the  Spirit  came*— > 
Such  joy  as  when  a  lover  sees 
The  chosen  of  his  soul  in  happiness. 

And  witnesses  her  peace 
Whose  woe  to  him  were  bitterer  than  daatfa. 

Sees  her  unftded  cheek 
Glow  mantling  in  first  luxury  of  health, 

ThiiUs  with  her  lovely  eyes, 
Whidi  like  two  stars  amid  the  heaving  main 

Sparkle  through  liquid  blisB. 


Then  in  her  tnumph  spoke  the  Fairy  Queen : 
I  will  not  call  the  ghost  oi  ages  gcme 
To  unfold  the  frightful  secrets  of  its  lore ; 

The  present  now  is  past. 
And  those  events  that  desolate  the  earth 
Have  fiuled  from  the  memory  of  Time, 
Who  dares  not  give  reality  to  that 
Whose  being  I  annul.    To  me  is  given 
The  wonders  of  the  human  world  to  keep. 
Space,  matter,  time,  and  mind.    Futurity 
Exposes  now  its  treasure  ;  let  the  sight 
Renew  and  strengthen  all  thy  fiuling  hope. 
O  htmian  Spirit!  spur  thee  to  the  goal 
Where  virtue  fixes  universal  peace, 
And,  'midst  the  ebb  and  flow  of  human  things. 
Show  somewhat  stable,  somewhat  certain  still, 
A  light-house  o'er  the  wild  of  dreary  waves. 
The  habitable  earth  is  full  of  Uiss ; 
Those  wastes  of  froxen  billows  that  were  hurl'd 
By  everlasting  snow-storms  round  the  poles, 
Where  matter  daried  not  vegetoto  or  live. 
But  ceaseless  frost  round  the  vast  solitude 
Bound  its  broad  sone  of  stillness,  are  unloosed ; 
And  fragrant  lephyrs  there  from  tppicy  idea 
Ruffle  the  placid  ocean-deep,  that  rolls 
Its  broad,  Inight  surges  to  the  sloping  sand, 
Whoseroar  is. waken'd  into  echoings  sweet  ^ 
To  murmur  through  the  heaven-breathing  groves. 
And  melodize  with  man's  blest  nature  there. 


Those  deserts  of  immeasurable  sand. 
Whose  age-collected  fervors  scarce  dlow'd 
A  bird  to  live,  a  blade  of  grass  to  spring. 
Where  the  shrill  chirp  of  the  green  lizud's  love 
Broke  on  the  sullQ^silentness  alone. 
Now  teem  with  ommtless  rills  and  shady  woods. 
Corn-fields  and  pastures  and  white  cottages ; 
And  where  the  startled  wilderness  beheld 
A  savage  conqueror  stain'd  in  kindred  blood, 
A  tigress  sating  with  the  flesh  of  lambs 
The  urmatural  famine  of  her  toothless  cubs. 
Whilst  shouts  and  bowlings  dirough  the  desert  rang 
Sloping  and  smooth  the  daisy-spangled  lawn, 
Oflbring  sweet  incense  to  the  sunrise,  smiles 
To  see  a  babe  before  his  mother's  door, 
Sharing  his  morning's  meal 
With  Ae  green  and  golden  basilisk 
That  comes  to  lick  his  feet 
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THoM  tmckleH  deept,  where  many  a  weaiy  tail 
HaN  seen  above  the  illimitable  plain, 
Morning  on  night,  and  night  cm  morning  riae. 
Whilst  Btill  no  land  to  greet  the  wanderer  ipread 
lis  shadowy  mountains  on  the  sunbright  sea. 
Where  the  loud  roarings  of  the  tompost-waves 
Sojong  have  mingled  uith  the  gusty  wind 
In  melancholy  loneliness,  and  swept 
The  desert  of  those  ocean  solitudes. 
But  vocal  to  the  sea-bird's  harrowing  shriek. 
The  bellowing  monster,  and  the  rushing  storm, 
Now  to  the  sweet  and  many  mingling  sounds 
Of  kindliest  human  impulses  respond. 
Those  lonely  realms  bright  garden-isles  begem. 
With  lightsome  clouds  and  shining  seas  between. 
And  fenile  valleys,  resonant  viith  bliss. 
Whilst  green  wxxmIs  overcanopy  the  wave. 
Which  like  a  toil-woni  laborer  leaps  to  shore. 
To  meet  the  kisses  of  iho  flowerets  there. 


All  things  are  recreated,  and  the  flame 
Of  consentaneous  love  inspires  all  life : 
The  fertile  bosom  of  the  earth  gives  suck 
To  myriads,  who  still  grow  beneath  her  core, 
Rewarding  her  with  their  pure  perfectnew: 
The  balmy  breathings  of  the  wind  inhale 
Her  virtues,  and  diffuse  them  all  abroad : 
Health  floats  amid  the  gentle  atmosphere. 
Glows  in  the  fruits,  and  mantles  on  the  stream : 
No  storms  deform  the  bcRming  brow  of  Heaven, 
Nor  scatter  in  the  fi-esluicHs  of  its  pride 
The  foliage  of  the  ever- verdant  trees ; 
But  fruits  are  ever  ripe,  flowers  ever  fidr, 
And  autumn  proudly  l>ears  her  matron  grace, 
Kindling  a  flush  on  the  fair  cheek  of  spring, 
'Whoso  \irgin  bloom  beneath  the  ruddy  fruit 
Reflects  its  tint  and  blushes  into  love. 

The  lion  now  ibrgcts  to  thirst  fur  Mood  : 
There  might  you  oco  him  8[M>rting  in  the  sun 
Bcfiide  tlio  dreadlew  kid  ;  hi«  rlnws  are  sheathed. 
His  tcGth  ore  hanulesH.  cuHtonrK  force  lias  mode 
Hi8  nature  as  the  iialun*  of  a  laml>. 
Like  luusriion'M  fruit,  the  nighLshade's  tempting  bane 
PoJMOiis  no  more  tlie  p](>a.surc  it  lxM)tow8  : 
All  iHttcmoss  is  \taiit ;  tho  cup  of  joy 
Uiimiiigled  nmntlcM  to  the  p:obIei'K  bnm. 
And  courts  tho  thiraty  lips  it  fled  bolore. 


But  chief,  arabigiuTUH  man,  he  that  can  know 

More  misery,  and  drcnin  mDro  joy  than  all ; 

Wlioee  kooii  sensations  ilirill  wiliiin  hw  breast 

To  mingle  \\ith  a  loftier  instinct  there, 

Lending  their  power  to  pleasure  and  to  pain. 

Yet  raising,  sharjwning,  and  refining  each  ; 

Who  stands  amid  the  cver-varj'ing  world, 

The  burtlien  or  the  glory  of  the  eanh  ; 

He  chief  perceives  the  trhange,  hiH  being  notes 

Tlie  gmdual  renovation,  and  defines 

Each  movement  of  its  pn>greN8  on  his  mind. 

Man,  where  the  gloom  of  tho  long  jwlar  nicht 
Lowers  o'er  the  snow-rlatl  rocks  and  fruTcn  soil. 
Where  scarce  the  hardiest  herb  that  bmves  the  frost 
Bagkn  in  the  moonlight's  ineflectual  glow. 
Shrank  with  the  plante,  and  dorken'd  with  Ih©  wig,\M\ 


His  chiird  md  narrow  energiet,  hw  heut, 
Insenable  to  ooorage,  truth,  or  love. 
His  stunted  stature  and  imbecile  fiune. 
Mark'd  him  for  some  abortion  of  the  earth. 
Fit  compeer  of  the  beats  that  roam'd  around. 
Whose  habits  and  ei^)0]rment8  were  his  own  - 
His  life  a  feverish  dream  of  stagnant  woe. 
Whose  meajger  wants,  Imt  scantily  ftilfiU'd, 
Apprized  him  ever  of  the  joyless  length 
Which  hii  sliort  being's  wretchedness  had  reach'd; 
His  death  a  pang  which  famine,  cold  and  foil. 
Long  on  the  mind,  whilst  yet  the  vital  spark 
Clung  to  the  body  stubbornly,  had  famogfat  : 
All  \%-as  inflicted  here  that  earth's  revanga 
Could  wroak  on  the  infringets  of  her  law ; 
One  cuno  alone  was  spared — the  name  of  God. 


Nor  where  the  tropics  bound  the  realnw  of  diy 

With  a  broad  belt  of  mingling  cloud  and  flane, 

Where  blue  mists  through  the  nnmoving  atmospheie 

Scatier'd  the  seeds  of  pestilence,  and  fed 

Uimatural  vegetation,  where  the  land 

Teem'd  with  all  eartliquake,  tempest  and  diseaie. 

Was  man  a  nobler  being ;  slavery 

Had  crush'd  him  to  his  country's  blood-stain'd  dust; 

Or  he  MroM  barter'd  for  the  fame  of  power, 

Which,  all  internal  impulsca  destroying. 

Makes  human  will  an  article  of  trade ; 

Or  he  was  changed  with  Christians  for  their  gold. 

And  dragg'd  to  distant  islea,  where  to  the  sound 

Of  the  flesh-mangling  scourge,  ho  doea  the  work 

Of  all-polluting  luxury  and  wealth. 

Which  doubly  visits  on  the  tyrants'  heads 

The  long-protracted  fullness  of  their  woe ; 

Or  he  was  led  to  legal  butchery. 

To  turn  to  worms  beneath  that  burning  son. 

Whore  kings  first  leagued  against  the  rights  of  laen. 

And  priests  first  traded  with  the  name  of  God. 

Even  where  tho  milder  zone  ofilbrded  man 

A  seeming  shelter,  yet  contagion  there. 

Blighting  his  being  with  unnumber'd  ills. 

Spread  like  a  <|uenchle88  fire;  nor  truth  till  late 

Avail'd  to  arrest  its  progress,  or  create 

That  peace  wbirh  firet  in  bloodless  victory  waved 

Her  snowy  standard  o'er  this  favor'd  clime : 

There  man  was  long  tho  train-bearer  of  slaves, 

Tho  mimic  of  surrounding  miser>'. 

The  jackal  of  ambition's  lion-rage. 

The  bloodhound  of  religion's  hungry  real. 


Here  now  the  human  being  stands  adorning 

This  loveliest  earth  with  laintlew  body  and  mind ; 

Bleiit  from  his  birth  with  all  bland  impulses. 

Which  gently  in  his  noble  bosom  wake 

All  kindly  passions  and  all  pure  desires. 

Him.  still  fn)m  hope  to  hope  tlie  bliss  pursuing. 

Which  from  tlie  cxhausticHs  lore  of  human  weal 

Dra\%-s  on  the  virtuous  mind,  the  thoughts  that  rise 

In  time-destroying  inlinitcness.  gift 

With  self-ciiBhriiiwl  eternity,  (16)  that  mocks 

Tho  unprevailing  hoarincss  of  age, 

And  man,  once  fleeting  o'er  the  transient  scene 

Swif>  as  an  unremember'd  viskm,  stands 

Immortal  upon  earth :  no  longer  now 

^Ua  slays  the  lamb  that  looks  him  in  the  face,  (17) 
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And  hombly  devoun  hk  mangled  flesh, 

Wbidi*  still  avenging  nature's  broken  law, 

Kindled  all  putrid  humors  in  his  frame, 

All  evil  passions,  and  all  vain  belief. 

Hatred,  despair,  and  lothing  in  his  mind, 

mie  germs  of  misery,  death,  disease,  and  crime. 

No  Iflogar,  now  the  winged  habitants. 

TiMt  m  the  woods  Uieir  sweet  lives  sing  away, 

Flee  fiom  die  form  of  man ;  but  gather  round. 

And  pnuie  their  sunny  feathers  on  the  hands 

WUeh  little  children  stretch  in  friendly  sport 

Towanli  theee  dreamless  partners  of  Uieir  play. 

AO  thiiiffi  are  void  of  terror :  man  has  lost 

His  terrible  prerogative,  and  stands 

An  equal  amidst  equals :  happiness 

And  acience  dawn,  though  late,  upon  the  earth ; 

Feaoe  cheers  the  mind,  health  renovates  the  frame ; 

DiMaae  and  pleasure  cease  to  mingle  here, 

neasnn  and  pniainn  cease  to  combat  there ; 

Whilst  each  unfettered  o'er  the  earth  extend 

TiMir  all'Sobduing  energies,  and  wield 

Tlie  aoeptte  of  a  vast  dominion  there ; 

Whilst  every  shape  and  mode  of  matter  lends 

In  ibne  lo  the  omnipotence  of  mind, 

Whidi  fiom  its  dark  mine  drags  the  gem  of  troth 

To  doeonte  its  paradise  of  peace. 


IX. 

O  BATPT  Earth !  reality  of  Heaven! 
To  which  those  restless  souls  that  ceaselessly 
TTirong  through  the  human  imiverse,  aspire ; 
T%ou  consummation  of  all  mortal  hope ! 
Thou  glorious  prize  of  blindly- working  will ! 
Whose  rays,  diffused  throughout  all  space  and  time, 
Verge  to  one  point  and  blend  for  ever  there : 
Of  purest  sfurits  thou  pure  dwelling-place ! 
Where  care  and  sorrow,  impotence  and  crime. 
Languor,  disease,  and  ignorance,  dare  not  come : 
O  happy  Earth,  reality  of  Heaven! 


Genius  has  seen  thee  in  her  pasnmuUe  dreams, 
And  dim  forebodings  of  thy  loveliness 
Haunting  Uie  human  heart,  have  there  entwined 
Those  rooted  hopes  of  some  sweet  place  of  bliss. 
Where  friends  and  lovers  meet  to  part  no  more. 
Tbott  art  the  end  of  all  desire  and  will. 
The  product  of  all  action ;  and  the  souls 
That  by  the  paths  of  an  aspiring  change 
Have  reached  thy  haven  of  perpetual  peace, 
There  rest  fioro  the  eternity  of  toil 
That  framed  the  fabric  of  thy  pcrfectness. 


Even  Time,  the  conqueror,  fled  thee  in  his  fear ; 
That  hoary  giant,  who,  in  lonely  pride. 
So  long  had  ruled  the  world,  that  nations  fell 
Beneath  his  silent  footstep.    Pyramids, 
That  for  millenniums  had  withstood  the  tide 
Of  human  things,  his  storm-breath  drove  in  sand 
Across  that  desert  where  their  stones  survived 
The  name  of  him  whose  pride  had  heap'd  them  there. 
Yoo  nxmarch,  in  his  solitary  pomp. 
Was  but  the  mushroom  of  a  summer  day, 
l^t  his  light-winged  footstep  pressed  to  dost: 
Time  was  the  king  of  earth :  all  things  gave  wvf 
Before  him,  bat  £e  fix'd  and  virtuous  will, 
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The  sacred  sympathies  of  soul  and  sense. 
That  roock'd  his  fury  and  prepared  his  fidl. 

Yet  slow  and  gradual  dawn'd  the  mom  of  love ; 
liong  luy  the  cloudB  and  darkness  o'er  the  scene. 
Till  from  its  native  heaven  they  rolPd  away : 
First,  crime  triumphant  o'er  all  hope  career'd 
Unblushing,  undisguising,  bold  and  strong ; 
Whilst  falsehood,  trick'd  in  virtue's  attributes. 
Long  sanctified  all  deeds  of  vice  and  woe. 
Till  done  by  her  own  venomous  sting  to  deadi. 
She  lefl  the  moral  world  without  a  law. 
No  longer  fettering  passion's  fearless  wing, 
Nor  searing  reason  i^ith  the  brand  of  God. 
Then  steadily  the  happy  ferment  work'd ; 
Reason  was  free ;  and  wild  though  pasidon  went 
Through  tangled  glens  and  wood-embosom'd  meads, 
Gathering  a  garland  of  the  strangest  flowers, 
Yet  like  the  bee  returning  to  her  queen. 
She  bound  the  sweetest  on  her  sister's  brow. 
Who  meek  and  sober  kiss'd  the  sportive  child, 
No  longer  trembling  at  the  broken  rod. 

Mild  was  the  slow  necessity  of  death : 

The  tranquil  Spirit  fail'd  beneath  its  grasp. 

Without  a  groan,  almost  without  a  fear. 

Calm  as  a  voyager  to  some  distant  land, 

And  full  of  wonder,  full  of  hope  as  he. 

The  deadly  germs  of  languor  and  disease 

Died  in  the  human  frame,  and  purity 

Blest  with  all   gifls  her  earthly  worshippers 

How  vigorous  then  the  athletic  form  of  age ! 

How  clear  its  open  and  unwrinkled  brow ! 

Where  neither  avarice,  cunning,  pride,  nor  care, 

Had  stamp'd  the  seal  of  gray  deformity 

On  all  the  mingling  lineaments  of  time. 

How  lovely  the  intrepid  front  of  youth ! 

Which  meek-eyed  courage  deck'd  with  freshest  grace ; 

Courage  of  soul,  that  dreaded  not  a  name. 

And  elevated  will,  that  joumey'd  on 

Through  life's  phantasmal  scene  in  fearlessness 

With  virtue,  love,  and  pleasure,  haiMi  in  hand. 

Then,  that  sweet  bondage  which  is  freedom's  self, 

And  rivets  with  sensation's  softest  tie 

The  kindred  sympathies  of  human  souls. 

Needed  no  fetters  of  tyraimic  law : 

Those  delicate  and  timid  impulses 

In  nature's  primal  modesty  arose. 

And  with  undoubting  coniSdence  disclosed 

The  growing  longings  of  its  dawning  love, 

Uncheck'd  by  dull  and  selfish  chastity. 

That  virtue  of  the  cheaply  virtuous. 

Who  pride  themselves  in  senselesBness  and  firost 

No  longer  prostitution's  venom'd  bane 

Poison'd  the  springs  of  happiness  and  life ; 

Woman  and  man,  in  confidence  and  love. 

Equal  and  free  and  pure,  together  trod 

The  mountain-paths  of  virtue,  which  no  more 

Were  stain'd  with  blood  from  many  a  pilgrim's  feet 

Then,  where,  through  distant  ages,  long  in  pride 
The  palace  of  the  monarch-^ve  had  mock*d 
Famine's  foint  groan,  and  penury's  silent  tear, 
A  heap  of  cnmibling  ruins  stood,  and  threw 
Year  after  year  their  slones  upon  the  field, 
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Wakening  ■  lonely  «cho;  and  the  leaf  si 
Of  [he  olJ  thorn,  ihat  on  jhs  loiJiiosi  towei 
Unup'd  the  myaX  tmaga'n  gnuuleur,  ilioak 
Id  IhB  iKm  iiunn  ihai  iwiiy'd  iIie  upinan  [owei, 
And  whuper'd  iimngo  Ulca  ill  the  whulwind'a  e 


1  -iglii  ol 


mrulnci 


The  work!  ol 

So  mraptuoui,  yol  »  perislung  wiihal ! 

Eves  u  the  corpae  ihni  ro>i>  Lwni'aih  in  wait. 

A  thoimnd  moumen  deck  Ihe  pomp  of  dealb 

TcHlay.  the  breathing  nrnrblf  | ' 


Tod. 


Dbfo: 


ongDoi 


iiptey. 


Within  the  many  priaon'i  mDaldonng  coorti 
FearlsH  aod  Ires  Ihe  rnddy  children  pla/d. 
Weaving  guy  chaploii  far  ibeir  iomKcni  biowa 
Willi  the  gmen  i>7  and  the  red  wstl-flawer, 
Thai  mock  Ihe  dangoon'i  iinHvoiling  glooin ; 
The  pondemua  cbsina,  and  gniungi  of  auong  inm. 
There  ruiled  umid  hcsps  of  brokea  itiioe, 
.  That  minglod  alonly  with  ihRir  native  earth : 
There  the  bmad  boani  of  day,  nhich  leebly  onoe 
Lighted  the  cheek  nf  lean  la^viiy 
Wilh  a  pale  and  aicliiy  glare,  then  beely  dume 
On  Ihe  pure  amilea  of  inlbnt  playfulnea  ■■ 
No  more  ihe  ihuddDring  voice  at  boana  dnpoii 
Peal'd  ihiough  ihe  echoing  vaulta.  but  «otliirig  not 
Of  ivy-finger'd  niiuli  and  gbubame  luidi 
And  nwiTimenl  were  readnant  arauod. 


n-  (he  glohe. 


Their  elementfc  «-ide 

To  happier  ahnpc^  were  mnulded,  a 

Miniatfant  lo  all  blisaful  impuleea : 

Thoa  human  ihingi  were  perfociad,  and  eutli. 

Evan  01  a  child  lierieoih  iu  molher'a  love, 

Wai  ■irenglhen'd  in  nil  eitollence,  and  giew 

Fairer  and  nobler  with  each  ponng  year. 


Now  Time  hii  dusky  ponnoni  o'er  ihe  aceno 
Cloaaa  in  ■tedloai  dartuim,  and  the  put 
Fades  from  our  chormeil  raghL    My  tuk  ii  done : 
Thy  lore  i>  leaiu'd.    tlarlh'i  nonden  are  Ihine  os 
With  all  Ihe  fear  and  all  the  hnpe  they  bring. 
My  ipellB  a 


Ahm 


ibducd  by  m 


eclaitning  hand. 


Yet,  human  Spirit !  bravely  hold  thy  couth, 
Let  Tirtue  teach  thee  ruialy  lo  punue 
The  gradual  pathi  of  on  nipiring  cliange : 
For  l^rth  and  Ufe  and  death,  and  that  alnnga  il 
Beibre  (he  naked  soul  ho*  found  its  homo, 
All  lend  (o  pcrfecl  happinen.  and  nrge 
TTie  reatleta  wheeli  of  being  nn  iheir  way, 
Whoae  Saihing  tpokes,  iiutinci  with  inlinilo  liie, 
Bicker  and  burn  to  gain  their  doitinod  goal : 
-     ■    ih  but  wak«  Ihe  ipiht  tt   ' 


Of  Ol 


naldih 


■,  when  imetperiei 


Of  all  evcDta  b  ogigregawd  there 
I'hal  variegate  the  eternal  univeiie ; 
Death  'a  a  gate  of  drcannai  and  gloein, 
That  lead!  to  azure  iilea  and  beaming  akica. 

Iiappy  regiona  of  eternal  hope. 
Therefore,  O  Spirit  I  fearlessly  bear  OD  . 
Though  Blamu  niay  break  the  priouflH  on  in  ililL 
Though  (roal*  may  blight  the  freshness  of  ill  gloom, 
Yel  spring's  awakening  breath  will  woo  Iho  eanh. 
To  fc«d  wilh  kindliusl  iteH-s  in  fstoiite  Onm^r, 
Thai  blooiiH  in  mowy  banks  and  darksoqte  gleoi. 
Lighting  the  greanuood  willi  its  sunoy  anule. 


Fear  not  Ihen,  Spirit !  death 'e  diambnig  hand. 
So  welcome  when  Ihe  tyrant  is  awake. 
Ho  welcome  when  the  bigot'a  helt-ioreh  boRw : 
Tis  but  the  voyage  of  a  darhsome  hoar. 
The  transient  gulFdream  of  a  nailling  aleep. 
Death  is  no  foe  lo  virtue :  eartli  has  seen 
Love's  brighlesl  uses  on  the  scafiold  blaam. 
Mingling  uith  freedom's  fadelen  laurels  ihei«. 
And  pTBBiging  the  truth  of  viaioii'd  litin. 
Are  there  nut  hopes  wiihui  thep,  which  this  aeon 
Of  link'd  and  gridnal  being  has  conlinn'd  I 
Wlw«  Biiagings  bade  thy  heart  look  litnbcr  sdll. 
When  to  ilis  mucmligbi  walk,  by  Ucnry  led. 
Sweetly  bihI  sadly  t)>uu  didal  talk  of  death  I 
And  wilt  tbou  nulely  icar  Ihem  fmm  thy  bnaat. 
IjsUining  supinely  (o  u  bigol't  creed. 
Or  lamely  ciouchisg  to  ibe  tymnl's  nd. 
Whose  iron  thongs  are  red  wilh  human  gon  I 

'    '  '"ivBly  bearing  on.  ihy  will  ' 


Isdest 


iiemol  w 


root  JT 

Idaoodia  * 


Wilh  lyianny  anil  fiilisehoud,  and  uproot 
1%?  geima  of  miseiy  fnnn  the  humsn  ta 
Thine  is  Uie  band  whoae  pi 
T^e  thorny  pillow  of  unhappy  crime. 
Whose  impoicnce  an  cony  pardon  grains. 
Watching  its  wanderings  as  a  friend's  diaeaH: 
Thine  is  the  hrow  whine  mildncta  wnoU  defy 

rage,  and  bmve  ils  aiemest  will, 
When  fenced  by  power  and  master  of  the  woiU, 
Thou  art  aiucere  and  good ;  of  resolute  fnind. 
Free  fnnn  heon-wiiliering' custom's  cold  control. 

ifly,  pure  and  unsubdued. 
Earth's  pride  and  mesnnev  could  not  vanquish  ihei 
And  Iborofure  an  tliuu  worlhy  of  the  boon 

thou  hasi  now  received :  virtue  ahall  keep 
Thy  fooUteps  in  the  path  (hat  thou  hast  trod. 
And  many  days  of  beaming  hope  shall  blaaa 
Thy  spatloai  life  of  swcci  and  sacred  love. 
Go,  bnppy  one !  and  give  that  boson  joy 
Whose  slecpiwi  '\<'nt  waits  lo  caich 
Light,  life  and  rapture  Dom  ihy  amtlc. 


The  fiiiry  wavea  her  wand  of  charm, 
Speechleis  wilh  btiss  (he  Siarit  mounU  Ihe  oat. 

That  loll'd  beside  the  batltement. 
Bending  her  beamy  eyes  in  ihankfulnaa. 

Again  ihe  enchanted  steeds  were  yokad. 

Again  Ihe  burning  wheels  inflame 
The  sleep  deaceni  of  lioaven's  untrodden  way. 

FbbI  and  fitr  the  chariot  flewc 

The  vast  Btld  fiery  glabea  that  poll'd 

Around  Ihe  Fairy'a  palace-gale 
Maen'd  by  slow  degree*,  and  soon  aiTiaar'd 
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Euth  floated  Ib«n  below : 
71w  cbuiol  paoMd  ■  laoment  iben  t 

Tbe  ipiril  thea  dMcended  : 
Tie  raatlea  muiMn  psiv'd  the  nngemal  •oil, 
auff'd  As  gma  sir,  and  Ihen,  their  errand  ddns. 
Unfhit'd  iheir  piniani  la  Ihe  wiada  of  beavea. 

TV  Bod;  ind  lbs  Soul  nnilsd  Ihen. 
A  grade  lUrt  convulKd  laathe'i  fnuiie : 
Hit  ninj  eyelidi  quietly  unclowd  i 
ItmUm  awhile  Ihe  dark-blue  orbi  nmain'd: 
Ifc*  lookM  aiound  in  wonder,  and  beheld 
Heai7,  who  kneel'd  in  ailence  by  her  couch, 
WuclUiig  her  deep  wiih  looka  of  ipeecblsM  lore. 
And  Ihe  bright  beaming  Uan 
Tbat  ihrough  Ihe  oaement  ibonB. 


BIA&  123 

(he  vulodty  of  light,  Sirina  it  mppoead  to  be  at 

SI  54.224,000,000,000  mileafrom  the  earth.*  That 
lifIi  appean  only  like  a  thin  and  lilvery  cloud 
faking  ihe  heaven,  ia  in  oOect  coropcaed  of  inim- 

ht,  and  itluminsttng  numben  of  planalt  that  n- 

IvG  amiindthem.  MilUonasnd  milhonaaf aonaan 

iscJ  arotind  lu, all  attended  byinnumenble  woridi, 

1,  regular,  and  hannomaua,  all  kaapilig  the 


Note  3,  page  lit,  coL  1. 

TbH  an  Iba  hind  InTM  who  iaftail 

Tin  tranl'i  UuoDD. 
>mijloy  moider  aa  a  ntaena  of  juilioe,  ii  an 
lii'h  a  roan  of  an  enlightened  mind  wilt  not 


.  und  all  a 


Dling  a 


r  fellon 


BiTOtm  oar  atmoaphera  the  Mm  would  appears  tmy- 
ienoibof  fire  in  the  midat  of  a  black  concaTO.  The 
equal  diSiuion  of  iM  light  on  earth  ia  owing  to  ihi? 
refraction  of  the  rayi  by  Ihe  ainwiiphere,  and  thC'ii 
re6ec[ion  fium  olber  bodiei.  Light  coDiiili  either  ciJ 
fibratiani  propagated  through  a  mblle  medium,  ta  vt 
numen^iu  minute  pertjclea  repelled  in  all  dirociHHL' 
fiom  the  Tuminoui  body.  In  Telocity  grenily  eiceeil  ■ 
tbsiof  anyiubaiancs  with  which  we  ere  acquainieil 
otaerratiom  un  the  eclipeea  of  Jupiter'i  latellitiv 
have  demonBlnted  thai  light  lakea  up  no  more  Ihni 
B'  7"  in  paning  Ihiiti  the  nm  la  the  earth,  a  diaiance  ti 
99,(X)0,000  milea. — Seme  ides  may  be  gained  of  Uti' 
immenae  diaiance  of  the  fixed  nan.  when  ill)  compii 
led  that  many  yean  would  elapM  beibte  light  could 
■each  ibii  earth  from  the  neareii  of  them  1  yet  in  one 
year  li|^  tiaveb  5,4SS,400,000,000  mile*,  which  in  a 
diateoce  9,707,600  timea  grealer  Ihan  that  of  the  aiin 
fteoitbe  earth- 
Note  3,  page  106,  col,  1. 

WbUlt  round  I)»  chiriDl'i  wu 
Lmnmerabla  •rmmi  roU'd. 

The  iJurslily  of  worldi, — the  indefinite  immeniity 
of  the  univene,  a  a  moat  awful  subject  of  conteaii- 
plalioD.  He  who  rightly  feela  ill  myilery  BEd  grnri- 
deur,  ia  in  no  danger  of  aeducdon  from  Ibe  falaehoodp 
of  raligiout  ayitema.  or  of  deilying  the  principle  ul 
Ibe  ui^verae.  It  ia  impoaiible  to  believe  that  Ihr' 
Spirit  that  parvadea  Ihii  infinite  machine,  begat  n 
toa  upon  the  body  of  a  Jawiih  woman  i  oriiangeircl 
at  the  cmifequeacea  of  that  necanity,  which  ii  n 
^mnynie  of  itaelE  All  that  miaerable  tale  of  tlio 
Devil,  and  Eve.  and  an  Intercewr,  with  tbe  child» 
mommeriee  of  the  God  of  the  Jewi,  ii  imccncil 
Ma  with  tbe  knowledge  of  Ibe  Man.  The  mtki  of 
hie  fingen  have  borne  wilneia  againit  him. 

The  neareM  of  the  fiied  itaa  ■  inecoceiTabty  diH- 
lant  Ih>m  the  earth,  and  Ihey  are  probaldy  fcopot. 
lionably  diMani  from  each  other.     By  a  ealciUadon 


riy  of  wound 
uithi  to  leave  them  weltering  iulbeii  blood ; 
lor  over  Ihe  field  of  deiolalion,  and  count  the 
iif  tbe  dying  and  the  dead, — are  emidoy- 

■siy,  but  which  no  good  man  will  amtamplate  ntth 
gmiulation  and  de%hL  A  battle,  we  aappne,  ii 
won : — ihiia  truth  ii  eatabliihed,  Ihni  Ihe  canae  of 
juaiico  JH  confirmed  !  It  lurely  lequiree  m  eommon 
■agacity  lu  dlicem  the  connexion  between  thii  im- 
menie  heap  of  cehunitiea  and  the  aaaertiiia  of  tmth 
ur  the  muinlenance  of  Jngtice. 

Kiii)^,  ind  miniiten  of  Mate,  Ihe  real  anlbraa  of 
i)ir>  I'.'iliiMiity.  lit  unmoletlad  in  their  calrinet,  while 
iIkhi'  ncuinil  whom  the  fuly  of  the  atorm  ia  directed 


n have  I 


lo  are  dragged  onwilUngly 

I  iliiir  peaceful  homca  into  the  field  of  battle. 
'IlIli  r  ii  a  nun  wboae  buaineia  it  ia  lo  kill  ihoaa 

]!>?><  r  oflended  him,  and  who  are  the  innocanl 
lyn-  I  if  other  maa'i  iniquitiea.  Whatever  may 
iwiL  of  Ibe  atatract  quotion  of  Ihe  jitaliSableneai 
\:iT.  ii  eeena  irapoaaible  that  Ihe  aaldier  ihonld 
lie  n  ileproved  and  unnatural  being. 

II  ihcw  more  Kiioiia  and  momentou*  oonddera- 
i  1 1  may  be  proper  to  add.  a  recollectioo  of  the 
■ulouaoew  of  the  militaiy  character.  I»  San 
itituent  ia  obedience:  ■  acjdistiat  of  all  deacrip- 
I  of  men,  the  mcM  oompleloly  a  machine  i  jet  hii 
bmion  inaTilaMy  teacheabimaonething  of  dogma- 
,  Bwaggering,  and  BelfH»D>equence :  be  ii  like  the 
i-'iufai-  '      


■ff.-iily  knoi 


veil  and  display  th< 


Ihe  light  or  to  the  leA,  bat 

riiDVcd  by  hii  cihilNter. — Godwin's  £a;airer, 

I  hero  lubjoin  a  little  poem,  ao  almngly  eiprea. 
my  abhorrence  of  deapotiim  and  felaehood, 
Lor  leal  it  never  again  may  be  depictured  ao 
Tbia  opportunity  ia  perbapa  the  only  one 
IT  will  occur  of  reacuing  it  from  oMivim. 
FALSEHOOD  AND  VICEj 
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Tbon  lliroiMt,  high  bailt  upon  the  heapi 
Of  booM  where  frenzied  Famine  aleepi. 
Where  Slavery  wiekla  her  acoorge  of  iron 
Red  with  mankind'a  iinhoeded  gore. 
And  War'a  mad  fiends  the  scene  environ, 
Mingling  with  shrieks  a  drunken  roar, 
There  Vice  and  Falsehood  took  their  stand, 
High  raised  above  the  unhappy  land. 

PAL8EH00D. 

BrotiHr  1  arise  fhxn  the  dainty  fkre 

Which  thousands  have  toilM  and  Med  to  bestow, 

A  finer  feast  for  thy  hungry  ear 

Is  the  news  that  I  bring  of  human  woe. 

VICE. 

And,  secret  one  I  what  hast  thou  done, 
Ts  compare,  in  thy  tumid  pride,  with  me  ? 
/,  whose  career,  through  the  blasted  year. 
Has  been  track'd  by  despair  and  agony. 

FaUBBHOOD. 

What  have  I  done  I— I  have  torn  the  robe 
From  bal^  truth's  unsheltered  form, 
And  round  the  desolated  globe 
Borne  safely  the  bewildering  charm : 
My  tyrant-slaves  to  a  dungeon-floor 
Have  bound  the  fearless  innocent, 
And  streams  of  fertilizing  gore 
Flow  from  her  bosom's  hideous  rent, 
Whidi  this  unfeiling  dagger  gave .... 
I  dread  that  Mood  1— no  more— this  day 
Is  ours,  though  her  eternal  ray 
BInsC  shins  upon  our  grave. 
Yet  know,  proud  Vice,  had  1  not  given 
To  thee  the  robe  I  stole  from  heaven. 
Thy  shape  of  ugliness  and  fear 
Had  never  gain'd  admissioh  here. 

VICK. 

And  know,  that  had  I  disdain'd  to  toil,. 
But  sate  in  my  lothesome  cave  the  while. 
And  ne>r  to  these  hatefiil  sons  of  heaven 
Gold,  Mohakcht,  and  Murdzr.  given ; 
Hadst  thou  with  all  thine  art  essay'd 
One  of  thy  games  then  to  have  play'd, 
With  all  thine  overweening  boast, 
Falsehood  I  I  tell  thee  thou  hadst  lost  !— 
Tet  wherefore  this  dispute  ? — ^we  tend, 
Fraternal,  to  one  common  end  ; 
In  this  cold  grave  beneath  my  feet. 
Will  our  hopes,  our  fears,  and  our  labore,  meet. 

FALSEHOOD. 

I  brought  my  daughter,  Reugion,  on  earth  : 
She  smother'd  Reason's  babes  in  their  birth ; 
But  dreaded  their  mother's  eye  severe,— 
So  the  crocodile  slunk  off  slily  in  fear. 

And  loosed  her  bloodhounds  from  the  den 

They  started  from  dreams  of  slaughtered  men, 

Aud,  by  the  light  of  her  poison  eye, 

Did  her  work  o'er  the  wide  earth  frightfully : 

The  dreadful  stench  of  her  torches'  flare. 

Fed  with  human  fat,  polluted  the  air: 

The  curses,  the  shrieks,  the  ceaseless  cries 

Of  the  many-mingling  miseries, 

As  on  she  trod,  ascended  high 

And  trumpeted  my  victory  !— 

Brother,  tell  what  thou  host  done. 

VICE. 

I  have  extinguished  the  noonday  sun, 
In  the  carnage  smoke  of  battles  won : 
Famine,  Murder,  Hell,  and  Power 
Were  glutted  in  that  glorious  hour 
Which  searchless  Fate  had  stamp'd  for  me 

With  the  seal  of  her  security 

For  the  bloated  wretch  on  yondet  throne 
Commanded  the  bloody  fray  to  rise. 
Like  me  be  Joy'd  at  the  stifled  moan 
Wrung  from  a  nation's  miseries'. 
While  the  snakes,  whose  slime  even  him  d4(JUsd, 
In  ecMtMgioM  of  malice  smiled  : 


They  thought  *t  was  thein,— but  mine  the  deed 
Thein  is  the  toil,  but  mine  the  meed- 
Ten  thousand  victims  madly  bleed. 
They  dream  that  tyrants  goad  them  there 
With  poisonous  war  to  taint  the  air: 
These  tyranu,  on  their  beds  of  thorn. 
Swell  with  the  thoughts  of  murderous  feme. 
And  with  their  gains,  to  lift  my  name. 
Bestless  they  plan  from  night  to  mom : 
I— I  do  all ;  without  my  aid 
Tliy  daughter,  that  relentless  maid, 
Gould  never  o'er  a  death-bed  urge 
The  ftiry  of  her  venom'd  scourge. 

FAUEUOOD. 

Brother,  well :— the  world  is  onn ; 
And  ^i^ther  thou  or  I  have  won. 
The  pestilence  expectant  lowere 
On  all  beneath  yon  blasted  sun. 
Our  Joys,  our  toils,  our  honors,  meet 
In  the  milk-white  and  wormy  windiag-ataeil : 
A  shortlived  hope,  unceasing  care. 
Some  heartless  scraps  of  godly  prayer, 
A  moody  curse,  and  a  frenzied  deep. 
Ere  gapes  the  grave's  unclosing  deep^ 
A  tyrant's  dream,  a  coward's  start. 
The  ice  that  clings  to  a  priestly  heart. 
A  judge's  frt>wn,  a  courtier's  smile. 
Make  the  great  whole  for  which  we  toil ; 
And,  brother,  whether  thou  or  I 
Have  done  the  work  of  misery, 
it  little  boots:  thy  toil  and  pain. 
Without  my  aid,  were  more  than  vain ; 
And  but  for  thee  I  ne'er  had  sate 
The  guardian  of  heaven's  palace-gate. 
Note  4,  pago  113,  col.  1. 

Thus  do  the  fenerations  of  tbe  esrth 

Go  to  the  greve,  and  issue  from  the  womb. 

One  generation  passeth  away  and  another  g« 
tion  oometh,  but  the  earth  abideth  for  ever.  Tin 
also  ariseth  and  the  sun  goeth  down,  and  haste 
his  place  where  he  arose.  The  wind  goeth  to 
the  south  and  tumeth  about  unto  the  north,  it  v 
cth  about  continually,  and  the  wind  retnnieth  t 
according  to  his  circuits.  All  the  riven  run  int 
sea,  yet  the  sea  is  not  full;  unto  the  place  wl 
the  rivers  come,  1  hither  shall  they  return  aga 
Ecclesiastcs,  chap.  i. 

Note  5,  page  113,  col.  1. 

Even  SB  the  leaves 
Which  the  keen  frost-wind  of  the  waamc  yeai 
lias  BC&tter'd  on  the  forest  toil. 

0J»7  irrp  0i}XX(i)v  ycvt^^  roh)6e  xql  avipHv. 

4>uXXa  Ta  filv  T   avcfioi  ^afid6ig  ;^^£i,  aAXa  6(  y  tX 

TiyXcOotaio-o  0i5«,  eapoi  6'  imylyvcrai  wpri' 

Sis  ivSpCiv  Y^^^^j  h  l*^v  ^t5fi,  T/3'  aroX^cc. 
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Note  6.  page  113,  col.  1. 
'    Tlie  mob  of  peasants,  nobles,  priests,  and  kings. 
Suave  mari  magno  turbantibus  trquora  ventis 
E  terrd  magnum  alterius  spcctare  laborem ; 
Non  quia  vexari  qucraquam  'et  jucunda  volupt 
Sed  quibuB  ipso  malis  careas  quia  oemere  suav 
Suave  ctiam  belli  ccrtaniina  magna  tueri. 
Per  campos  instructs,  tua  sine  parte  peridi ; 
Sed  nil  dulcius  est  bene  quam  munita  tenere 
Edita  doctrina  sapientum  templa  sercna ; 
Dcspicerc  unde  queas  alios,  passimque  videre 
Enrare  atque  viam  palantcis  querere  vitse ; 
Certare  ingenio ;  contendere  nobilitate ; 
Nocteis  atque  dies  niti  pmslantc  labore 
Ad  summas  emergere  opes,  rerumque  potiri. 
O  misexvA  \)«yau.tk\itQL  mftnteis  I  O  pectora  cseca  ? 
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vantages  the  rich,  and  from  the  ktter  the  poor»  by 
the  inevitable  conditions  of  their  respective  ntnatioDs, 
are  precluded.  A  state  which  should  combine  the 
advantages  of  both,  would  be  subjected  to  the  evib 
of  neither.  He  that  is  deficient  in  firm  hedtk,  or 
vigorous  intellect,  is  but  half  a  man :  hence  it  Ibl- 
lows,  that,  to  subject  the  laboring  jclanea  to  mmecea- 
sary  labor,  is  wantonly  depriving  them  of  any  op- 
portunities of  intellectual  improvement;  and  ttilt 
the  rich  arc  heaping  up  for  their  own  mischief  the 
disease,  lassitude  and  ennui  by  which  their  enttence 
is  rendered  an  intolerable  burthen. 

English  reformers  exclaim  against  nnecures, — bat 
the  true  pension-list  is  the  rent-roll  of  the  landed 
proprietors :  wealth  is  a  power  usurped  by  the  few. 
to  compel  the  many  to  labor  for  their  benefit  The 
laws  which  support  this  system  derive  their  force 
from  the  ignorance  and  credulity  of  its  victims :  tfiey 
are  the  result  of  a  conspiracy  of  the  few  against  the 
many,  who  are  themselves  obliged  to  purchase  diit 
pre-eminence  by  the  loss  of  all  real  comfort 

The  commodities  that  substantially  contribata  to 
the  subsistence  of  the  human  species  form  a  very 
short  catalogue  :  they  demand  from  us  but  a  slender 
portion  of  industry.  If  these  only  were  produced, 
and  sufficiently  produced,  the  species  of  man  would 
be  continued.  If  the  labor  necessarily  required  to 
produce  them  were  equitably  divided  among  the 
poor,  and,  still  more,  if  it  were  equitably  divided 
among  all,  each  man's  share  of  labor  would  be  light, 
and  his  portion  of  leisure  would  be  ample.  There 
was  a  time  when  this  leisure  would  have  been  of 
small  comparative  value :  it  is  to  be  hoped  that  the 
time  will  come,  when  it  will  be  applied  to  the  most 
important  purposes.  Those  houn  which  are  not  re- 
quired for  the  production  of  the  necessaries  of  lifi», 
may  be  devoted  to  the  cultivation  of  the  understand- 
ing,  the  enlarging  our  stock  of  knowledge,  the  re- 
fiiUng  our  taste,  and  thus  opening  to  us  new  and 
more  exquisite  sources  of  enjoyment 

It  was  perhaps  necessary  that  a  period  of  mDnopolv 
and  oppression  should  subsist,  before  a  period  of  cul- 
tivated equality  could  subsist  Savages  periiapi  would 
never  have  bisen  excited  to  the  discovery  of  truth 
and  the  invention  of  art  but  by  the  narrow  mptiveB 
vyhich  such  a  period  a^rds.    But  surely,  after  the 


Note  7,  page  113,  col.  2. 

And  statesmeo  boost 
Of  wealth!  • 

niiere  is  no  real  virealth  but  the  labor  of  man. 

Were  tlie  mountains  of  gold  and  the  valleys  of  silver, 

the  world  would  not  be  one  grain  of  com  the  richer ; 

BO  one  comfort  would  be  added  to  the  human  race. 

In  eoiMequence  of  our  consideration  for  the  precious 

netala,  one  man  is  enabled  to  heap  to  liimself  luxu- 
ries at  the  expense  of  the  necessaries  of  his  neigh- 
bor; a  system  admirably  fitted  to  produce  all  the 

fwietiea  of  disease  and  crime,  which  never  fail  to 

ckaracterise  the  two  extremes  of  opulence  and  penury. 

A  apeculator  takes  pride  to  himself  as  the  promoter 

of  hia  country's  prosperity,  who  employs  a  number 

of  hands  in  the  manufacture  of  articles  avowedly 

destitute  erf*  use,  or  subservient  only  to  the  unhallow- 
ed cravings  of  luxury  and  ostentation.    The  noble- 

mmn,  who  «nploys  the  peasants  of  his  neighborhood 

in  building  hii  palaces,  until  **jam  pauca  aratroju- 

gem  regia  molei  rdmqitura,"  flatters  himself  that  he 

has  gained  the  title  of  a  patriot  by  yielding  to  the 

impulses  of  vanity.    The  show  and  pomp  of  courts 

adduces  the  same  apology  for  its  continuance ;  and 

many  a  f$te  has  been  given,  many  a  woman  has 

ocKpsad  her  beauty  by  her  dress,  to  benefit  the  laboi^ 

ing  poor  and  to  encourage  trade.    Who  does  not  see 

that  this  is'  a  remedy  which  aggravates,  whilst  it  pal- 

liatea  the  counties  diseases  of  society  f    The  poor 

are  set  to  labor, — for  what  f   Not  the  food  for  which 

fhey  famish:  not  the  blankets  for  want  of  which 

their  babes  are  frozen  by  the  cold  of  their  miserable 

hovels:  not  those  comforts  of  civilization  without 

which  civilized  man  is  fiur  more  miserable  than  the 

meanest  savage;  oppressed  as  he  b  by  all  its  insidious 

evOs,  within  the  daily  and  taunting  prospect  of  its 

innumerable   benefits  assiduously  exliibited  before 

hhn :— no ;  for  the  pride  of  power,  for  the  miserable 

isolation  ef  pride,  for  the  folse  pleasures  of  the  hun- 
dredth part  of  society.    No  greater  evidence  is  af- 

Ibrded  of  the  wide-extended  and  radical  mistakes  of 

civilized  man  than  this  fact :  those  arts  which  are 

essential  to  his  very  being  are  held  in  the  greatest 
eonlempt ;  employments  are  lucrative  in  an  inverre 
ratio  to  their  usefulness  :^  the  jeweller,  the  t03rhian, 
the  actor,  gains  fame  and  wealth  by  the  exercise  of 

his  useless  and  ridiculous  art ;  whilst  the  cultivator  .savage  state  has  ceased,  and  men  have  set  out  in  tho 

glorious  career  of  discovery  and  invention,  monopoly 
and  oppression  cannot  be  necessary  to  prevent  them 
from  returning  to  a  state  of  barbarisuL — Godwin's 
Enquirer,  Eseay  II.  See  aUo  PoL.  Jtm.,  hook  VUL 
chap.  11. 

It  is  a  calculation  of  this  admirable  author,  that  all 
the  conveniences  of  civilized  life  might  be  produced, 
if  society  would  divide  the  labor  equally  among  its 
members,  by  each  individual  being  employed  hi  labor 
two  hours  during  the  day. 

Note  8,  page  113,  col  8. 

Or  raliffioB 
Drifts  his  wlfr  rariof  msd. 

I  am  acquainted  widi  a  lady  of  considerable  ac- 
comjdishmenls,  and  the  mother  of  a  numeroos  ftmfly, 
whom  the  Christian  religion  has  goaded  to  inciuabls 
inmnity.  A  parallel  ease  is,  I  believe,  within  the  ez- 
perienoe  of  every  physician. 


of  die  earth,  he  without  whom  society  must  cease  to 
subsist  struggles  through  contempt  and  penury,  and 
parishes  by  that  famine  which,  but  for  his  unceasing 
exertions,  would  annihilate  the  rest  of  mankind. 

I  win  not  insult  common  sense  by  insisting  on  the 
doctrine  of  the  natural  equality  of  man.  Tlie  ques- 
tion is  not  concerning  its  desirableness,  but  its  prac- 
ticability :  so  far  as  it  is  practicable,  it  is  desirable. 
Thai  state  of  human  society  which  approaches  nearer 
to  an  equal  partition  of  its  benefits  and  evils  should, 
eaterU paribus^  be  preferred:  but  so  long  as  we  con- 
ceive that  a  wanton  expenditure  of  human  labor,  not 
for  die  necessities,  not  even  for  the  luxuries  of  the 
mass  of  society,  but  for  the  egotism  and  ostentation 
of  a  few  of  its  members,  is  defensible  on  the  ground 
of  public  justice,  so  long  we  neglect  to  appcozimato 
to  die  redemption  of  the  human  race. 

Labor  is  required  for  physical,  and  leisiire  for 
fflonl  improvement :  fhnn  the  former  of  dieie  ad- 


*  See  BoHsseau, 
note  7. 


Be  vln^gMliU  gmmi  les  Hommes,' 


Ham  Jam  sspe  homioes  patriam^  carosqiie  parsatoi 
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NQtt9,i«g9ll4»eoLS. 
Bf«  krrt  ii  idd. 

Hot  mwmk  die  intsrooaiw  erf*  die  teiee  ii  emnpl 
linn  tbe  deipotMn  of  poatiTe  inilitation.  I^wpre- 
tHidf  even  to  govern  ihe  indiiraplinihle  wanderinfli 
of  pMBOO,  to  pot  l^ten  en  die  deuwt  deductioni 
of  roown.  ■»!»  by  tppeeb  to  die  will,  to  lubdne  tbe 
infolonlnj  oflacdom  of  oor  netnre.  Love  is  ineTi- 
toUy  oonemiTMint  upon  die  peroepikm  of  loveUneaL 
l4»TewidMa  aDder  oonetnunt:  its  very  eweoce  ii 
liber^:  it  ■  oompetible  naidier  widi  obedience, 
JeekiDiy,  nor  leer:  it  ie  dieie  moit  paie»  peiftct,  end 
vdioHted,  wbere  its  vottunei  live  in  mnfidenfo, 
oqndi^,and  unreMrve. 

How  kMig  then  ought  the  lenutl  copnerion  to  lartt 
wfait  law  ought  to  specify  the  extent  of  the  grier* 
•neeewUchriioald limit itedantion?  Ahoebendend 
wife  ooght  to  continue  lo  long  united  is  they  love 
eech  odier:  any  lew  which  should  bind  them  to  cth 
hebifstkiii  fir  one  moment  efier  the  decay  of  their 
aflection,  woold  be  a  most  intoleiable  tyranny,  and 
the  most  unworthy  of  loleradon.  Kiw  odwos  a 
wwrpation  of  the  right  of  private  judgment  should 
that  law  be  consideied,  which  should  make  the  ties 
of  fiiendship  indissoluble,  in  spite  of  the  caprices, 
dm  tnooostancy,  the  fidlibility,  and  capacity  Ibr  im- 
provement of  the  human  mmd.  And  by  so  much 
would  dw  fttteiB  of  love  be  heavier  and  more  unen- 
duiidde  dim  diose  of  flieodship,  ss  love  is  more 
vehement  and  capridoni,  mora  dependent  en  those 
ddicate  pecoliarides  of  imagination,  and  lea  capable 
of  rednclaon  to  the  ostensible  menu  of  the  otgect 

The  state  of  society  in  which  we  exist  is  a  mixture 
offtudalsavagenesi  and  imperfect  civiUaalkm.  The 
narrow  and  unenligfateded  monditjr  of  the  Christian 
religion  is  an  aggmvatioa  of  these  evils.  It  is  not 
even  until  lately  that  mankind  have  admitted  that 
happinem  is  the  sole  end  of  the  science  of  ethics,  as 
of  all  other  sciences ;  and  that  the  fanatical  idea  of 
mortifying  the  flesh  for  the  love  of  God  has  been 
discarded.  I  have  heard,  indeed,  an  ignorant  colle- 
gian adduce,  in  fiivor  of  Christianity,  its  hostility  to 
every  worldly  feeling.** 

But  if  happiness  be  the  olQect  of  morality,  of  all 
human  unions  and  disunions;  if  the  worthiness  of 
every  action  is  to  bo  estimated  by  the  quanti^  of 
plessurable  sensation  it  is  calculated  to  proiduoe,  then 
the  connexion  of  the  sexes  is  so  long  sacred  as  it 
contributes  to  the  comfort  of  the  parties,  and  is  natu- 
rally dissolved  when  iti  evils  are  greater  than  its 
benefitB.  There  is  nothing  immoral  in  this  separation. 
Constancy  has  nothing  virtuous  in  itself,  independent- 
ly of  the  pleasure  it  confers,  and  partakes  of  the 
tomporixing  spirit  of  vice  in  proportion  as  it  endures 
tamely  moral  defects  of  magnitude  in  the  object  of 
its  indiscreet  choice.  Love  is  free:  to  promise  for 
ever  to  love  the  same  woman,  is  not  less  absurd  than 
to  promise  to  believe  the  same  creed :  such  a  vow. 


*  Tbe  flrat  Christian  emperor  made  a  law  by  which  se* 
daction  was  punished  with  death :  if  the  female  pleaded 
hor  own  eonsent,  she  also  wss  punished  with  death;  if  the 
parents  endeavored  to  screen  tbe  criminals,  they  were 
l»anished  and  their  estates  were  confiscated ;  the  daves 
who  might  be  accessory  were  burned  alive,  or  forced  to 
swallow  melted  lead.  The  very  ofbpring  of  an  illegal  love 
were  involved  in  tbe  consequences  of  the  sentenee.^ 
ats»oH*9  ZheiiM  and  Fall,  tU.  vol.  ii.  page  SIO. 


in  bodi  caaes,  axieliides  us  fiom  all  imiaiqr.  Ths 
kngoage  of  dm  voCarist  is  dus:  Hie  wonn  I  wm 
love  DMgr  be  mfiniiely  inftrior  to  many  odwn ;  As 
creed  I  now  profess  waaj  be  a  mass  of 
absonlidea;  but  I  exdode  myaalf  finoi  all 
infermstkm  ss  to  dw  amiability  of  the 
truth  of  the  odier,  resolving  blindly,  and  m  apito  rf 
copvicdop,  to  adhere  to  them  la  this  tha  laqgaip 
of  ddieacy  and  reason?  Is  the  love  of  sook  a  fi%ii 
ImiioCmore  worth  than  ila  beHeff 

The  present  system  of  ooosiiaint  dsas  BO  aonw  ii 
the  majority  of  JBatencesi  than  nahi  lypoeritee  «r 
opaaanemies.  Parsons  of  delioaoy  «i  virtus^  ii». 
haniily  nniied  to  one  whom  theyiwl  k 
to  wve,  spend  dte  loveliest  season  of  dieur  lib  in 
prodoedve  eflbcts  to  appear  otherwise  dmn  thay  tn, 
Ardw  sake  of  dw  fediqp  of  Oeir  pnlan^  ar  Ihi 
walikre  of  their  mutnal  oflEipriQf :  dwre  of  Isa 
gonarosiiy  and  refinement  openly  avow  dwir 
pointment,  and  linger  oat  the  reanant 
which  on^  death  can  dissolve,  in  a  atela  of  i 
bickering  and  bosdlity.  The  eariy  adueadon  of  thw 
childrsQ  tskes  its  color  fiom  dw  aqnabbles  of  Ihi 
parents ;  diey  are  nursed  in  a  wpftmmtic  adioQl  «f 
ill4inmor,  vkOence,  and  falsehood.  Had  tbqr  h&m 
suffered  to  part  at  the  moment  wIwb 
rendered  th^  nmon  irksome,  dhay  woold  have 
spared  many  years  of  misery;  di^  woold  hove 
nacted  themselves  more  suttebly,  «i  woold  have 
iband  that  happiness  in  the  sooia^  of  aflneooifsoisl 
partners  whidi  is  for  ever  deoiad  dwm  ky  the  da^ 
potism  of  marriage.  They  would  htm  haen  aepa- 
ntely  nsefiil  and  happy  memben  of  ■ode^who^ 
whilst  united,  were  misemble,  and  rmdered  aiteDa- 
thropical  by  miseiy.  The  oonviotian  that  wodbefcis 
indimolnhle  holds  out  the  strongest  of  all  teapteifaaa 
to  the  pervem:  they  indulge  widwot  nofiaiiil  in 
acrimony,  and  all  the  little  t3rrannies  of  domestic  life, 
when  they  know  that  their  victim  is  without  appeal 
If  this  connexion  were  put  on  a  rational  basis,  each 
would  be  assured  that  habitual  ill  temper  would  ter> 
minato  in  separation,  and  would  check  thia  vidoos 
and  dangerous  propensity. 

Prostitution  is  the  legitimate  offipring  of  marriage 
and  iti  accompan]ring  errors.  Women,  for  no  odwr 
crime  than  having  followed  the  dictates  of  a  natural 
appetite,  are  driven  with  fury  from  the  comforto  and 
sympathies  of  society.  It  is  less  venial  than  murder: 
and  the  punishment  which  is  inflicted  on  her  vrho 
destroys  her  child  to  escape  reproach,  is  lighter  than 
the  life  of  agwiy  and  disease  to  which  the  proalitiito 
is  irrecoverably  doomed.  Has  a  woman  obeyed  the 
impulse  of  unerring  nature ;— society  declares  war 
against  her,  pitiless  and  eternal  war:  she  most  be 
the  tame  slave,  she  must  make  no  reprisals ;  theirs  is 
the  right  of  persecution,  hers  the  du^  of  endurance. 
She  lives  a  life  of  infomy :  the  loud  and  bitter  laugh 
of  scorn  scares  her  from  all  return.  She  dies  of  kog 
and  lingering  disease ;  jret  sAe  is  ia  feult,  aJbe  ia  the 
criminal.  Me  the  froward  and  untamable  child,— 
and  Society,  forsooth,  the  pure  and  virtoous  matron* 
who  casts  her  as  an  abortion  from  her  undefiled 
bosom!  Society  avenges  herself  on  the  criminals  of 
her  own  creation ;  she  is  employed  in  anathema  tiring 
the  vice  to-day,  which  yesterday  she  was  the  most 
lealous  to  teach.  Thus  is  formed  one-tenth  of  the 
population  of  London :  meanwhile  the  evil  is  twofold. 
Young  men,  excluded  by  Ihe  fenatical  idea  of  chaa- 


utMBOXB  nteiin$  and  Fall,  iU.  vol.  ii.  page  aiO.  See  alsoa  '.*~*«  —««.  «*v»uu«t*  w,  ««  »uimv«  .««•  m  v«w 
Ar  tbe  bau^  of  tbe  primiUve  Chrisliana  io  lova,  aad\^*J  ™^  ^*  «c»t^  of  modest  and  accomplished 
rvejB  marries,  pago  980.  \wom«i,  aBSM&a%e  wil^  tMsia  Tuoaraa  «s&.  is^^ 


kngi,  daMraying  Ihanbj  tU  IhoM  aKjuiBitD  nn 

■nIdliBgi  tuve  dmiadj  uiniULatiiig  all  eciium 
^(■ioi^  aod  dflbuDg  thtl  to  a  Hlliih  fai'lmE  l^ll1l 
h  A>  «u«i  of  gmenntf  and  davoledni-t.  'I'lir 
body  ami  miiid  alike  crumble  into  a  hid-ous  ivni 

■Ml-la  thaiiiniaerable  ofEipring,  and  digtiirii  L^irifr: 
iiBi  iofir  fir  ihc  bignlad  momliiy  of  Llii':r  f^iri 
fclliMa  CbMtily  ii  a  monkidi  and  i-\:iriE!'lLi^ 
■MJIIllth''**!  *  gnalerlw  to  Datural  lemprrnu' f  ^vr 
Amb  vliMdlectiial  aaniDBlJt]' ;  it  itiikei  di  Uia  ii> 
«f  al  domaatic  bappioeB,  and  conaigni  mnre  Uia 
Ut«t  >^  bnman  nee  lo  miiery,  Ihsl  lOinB  few  nui 
Didiiig  lo  law.  A  lyttna  could  m 
n  daviied  more  UndiaiDly  hoalilo  i 


1  the  aboUtioa  of  marrugn.  ihe 

igemanl  of  Miual  cunficiion 

I  by  no  moan  aMrl  Ihat  ihc  miri- 

proRiiacuoua:  so  Ibe  ii^iMniry;  Ji 

generally  oT  long  doratkm,  nml  mmUi! 
ben  with  ganenailf  and  M'lrHi.'%>iiii)ii. 
Bat  Ibia  k  a  >uty«t  which  il  ii  perhap)  [>r.'[Ti»iur<: 
>i  iliaiiiiM  llial  which  will  naoh  Trom  tlii^  iiMJiiun 
of  nuriage,  will  be  natural  and  right,  becnu^L'  chuK't' 
lad  cbaage  will  be  eiempted  from  lectiaiiii. 

b  fut,  religinn  and  nmalil]',  ai  Ihej  now  mnnd, 
ifipirtf  a  pmciical  code  of  nuaery  ami   Keiviiiide: 

)lha  genina  of  human  hapfuiaB  mnai  leer  every  Imf 
flora  the  accuiaed  bot^  of  God,  are  ntpn  cnu  read 
dM  inicHpiion  on  hii  beact.  How  woulil  mumliiy, 
rtiii  — ■*  up  in  iiifritayB  and  finery,  alirt  from  her  on  n 


HieDonb  polBriiar,  to  which  Ibe  alia  III  iln'  i' 
in  ila  pnaeiit  auie  of  obliquity,  point*.  1 1  ;■-  in 
ingly  pfobable,  fiom  many  conaideration'-.  tl<  ii 
oUiq oily  will  gradually  diminiah.  until  ilii>  i^qi 
coincidea  with  Ihe  ecliptic :  the  nighu  anil  i<ti)'9 
ihan  become  eqSH]  on  the  earth  throughoiii  iho  < 
and  pmbably  the  aeaaona  alao.  There  i^  iiu  i_ 
einmvagance  in  prenuning  that  the  proL'nx  ol 
parpendicularit)'  of  <bo  polea  may  be  ai  mpid  lu 
tuograaa  of  intellect;  or  that  (here  ihauM  be  a 
fact  identlEy  between    Ihe  ntoral  and  phj-aical 

wiadom  ii  rut  compatihle  wiih  dtaeaae,  nru!  ihn 
Ihe  preainl  itate  of  (he  climate*  oTthe  anrih,  lir 
in  Ibe  Ime  and  campreheniive  aetiae  of  ihp  v.ui 
ml  of  the  reach  of  civillied  man.  A^tnin 
■eadiea  di  that  Ihe  earth  ii  ntm  Lti  ila  pnerL-»<- 
dial  tbi  pole*  are  every  yew  becomini.'  morp 
mora  perpendicular  to  the  ecliptic.  The  v<r>iig 
denca  aflbrded  by  the  hiitoty  ormytbolocy.  arn) 
logical  reaearchea.  that  aome  event  ofllUH  naiun 
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climate  of  Hindcatan  G»  their  pfodactian.t  The 
reaearchea  of  M.  Baillyt  Mlahliih  the  eiiataiice  of  a 
people  who  inhabited  i  inicl  in  Taitary.  49°  ootlh 
latilude,  of  greater  aniiquity  Ihan  either  the  l~ii«n^ 
the  Cbineae,  or  the  Chaldeaaa,  Ironj  whom  tbeaa 
nationa  derived  their  aciencei  and  theology.  We  Snd, 
from  the  tealinKiny  of  ancient  viritan,  that  Hrilain, 
C^nnany  umI  Franca  were  mudi  colder  than  at 
preient,  atid  that  their  great  riven  were  annuany 
froien  over.  Ailionomy  tenchee  ua  alao,  Ihat  ainca 
ihia  period,  the  obliquity  of  Ihe  eanh'a  poaitioa  baa 
been  eoondenbly  dimiiuahed. 

ega  116.  col.  1. 


Denii 

riUe  le  principe  qui  vienl  d'itre  poa* ;  notia  gmpmn- 
leiDM  I'dh  dn  jj^yiique  el  I'autre  du  moral.     Dana 

un  tourtHllon  de  pouiaiire  qu'iiJve  un  vent  imptoi- 
eai,  qnelque  confua  qu'il  inroiae  k  no*  yeai ;  dana 
!b  plua  aSreuae  tempite  eictt^  par  dee  venta  oppoafa 
.qui  aoulJveni  lei  Sou.  il  n'y  a  pai  une  laule  moU- 
cole  de  poutaitre  ou  d'eau  qoi  aoil  plac^  au  Aoiani. 
qui  n'ait  >a  cause  niffiiante  pour  occuper  le  lien  oi 
elle  ae  nouve.  el  qui  n'agine  rigotueuaement  de  la 
manijre  dont  elle  doit  agir.     "       '      ■ 


^Ite* 


iiffiiei 


noljcnlca 


Dana  lea  convnlaiona  leiriblea  qut  agitent  qitalque- 
foii  !ea  lociAite  politiques.  et  qtu  prodniaenl  aouvenl 
lo  renveraement  d'un  empire,  il  n'y  a  pai  une  aeole 
action,  une  aeule  parole,  une  aeule  peniee,  ddb  arala 


involution. — Syatime  de  la  ffalUT^.  vol.  I.  page  4' 
Note  12.  page  IIG,  coL  E. 
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bean  (urniaed  by  i 
ffiimata  peculiar  to  the  torrid  Bvw  have  bi^cn  huw 
in  tli»  riorlh  of  Siberia,  and  on  Iha  banka  of  ihf  mc 
CMiol  Plania  have  been  found  in  lb*  Ibnil  ilato  u 
tba  JDMiior  ilf  Germany,  which  demand  the  pracii 

•  bapMen  2^n<«  du  Jfndt. 


He  who 

naaerai  Ihe  doctrine  of  Neceaaity,  meana 

moral  and 

material  univcnc,  he  beholda  only  an  im- 

menaeand 

uninlemipted  chain  of  cauaea  and  eflecti^ 

no  one  of 

which  could  occupy  any  other  place  Oaa 

Idoaocci 

py.  or  act  in  any  other  May  than  it  doaa 

acl.     The 

idea  of  neceaaity  la  obtained  by  out  ai- 

Miience   of  ibe    connaiion    between    objecli^   the 

mference 

of  one  frain  Ihe  other.      Mankind   are 

therefore  agreed  in  the  admiaaion  of  noceaaity.  if 

theyadmi 

in  voluntary  action.     Motive  ia,  to  volonlary  action 

in  the  bun 

lan  mind,  what  canM  ia  to  efleM  in  Ihe 

matarialm 

liverae.     The  word  liberty,  ai  applied  K> 

t  Cabaaia.  Bapporu  dn  PbrdqiM  at   du  Moral  d* 

■Hena>a.v> 

A  Ii.  paia  4M. 

Ilitnm 
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to  dw  woid  dbmoe,  m  t] 
_  _       r<  thiBy  fpriDg  fiom  an  ignoimiica  of  dw 
OMtifaitf  of  liM  ooi\juzictioQ  of  mteeedcnli  uod  caor 


fiveiy  hunan  being  ii  irreibtiUy  impelled  to  Mt 
pmcHoly  M  he  does  act:  in  the  etemi^  which  pre* 
eeded  hk  birth  a  chain  of  cauiea  waa  genenlad. 
iffateh.  opeialing  under  the  name  of  molivei,  make 
H  impoaakiie  that  any  thongfat  of  bis  mind,  or  any 
netion  of  his  life,  should  be  odierwiae  than  it  isi 
Were  the  doctrine  of  Neceaaty  ftlae,  the  hanai 
fBind  would  no  longer  be  a  legitimate  olgeot  of 
acienoe ;  from  like  causes  it  would  be  in  vain  that 
we  should  expect  like  efifects ;  the  strongest  molive 
would  no  longer  be  paramount  over  the  conduct ;  all 
knowledge  woidd  be  vague  and  undeteiminate;  we 
ooold  not  pradict  with  any  certainty  that  we  mi|^ 
not  meet  as  an  enemy  to-monow  him  widi  wfaomwie 
have  parted  in  fiiendship  to-night;  the inost  probable 
indneemenli  and  the  clearest  reesonings  would  lose 
the  innnable  influence  they  posscm.  The  eootmy 
of  this  is  demoostmbly  the  fiict  Similar  circnm- 
stances  produce  the  same  unvariabb  efiects.  Ttie 
pneise  character  and  motives  of  any  man  on  any 
oeearion  being  given,  the  moral  philosc^pher  could 
piedict  his  actionf  with  as  much  certain^  as  i|ie 
natiual  philosopher  could  predict  the  eflects  of  die 
miztnie  of  any  particular  chemical  substances.  Why 
Is  the  aged  hnshandman  more  experienced  dian  die 
young  begbooerf  Because  there  is  a  umfiam,  unde- 
niable necessity  in  the  operatioas  of  the  material 
miivene.  Why  is  die  old  statesman  more  ddlful 
dian  die  raw  politician  f  Because,  relying  on  the 
necessary  ooqjunction  of  motive  and  action,  he  pro- 
ceeds to  produce  moral  eflects,  by  the  appUeatkm  of 
those  monl  causss  which  experience  hM  shown  to 
be  eflectuaL  Some  actions  may  be  found  to  which 
we  can  attach  no  motives,  but  these  ore  the  efiects 
of  causes  with  which  we  are  unacquainted.  Hence 
the  relation  which  motive  bears  to  voluntary  action 
is  that  of  cause  to  effect ;  nor,  placed  in  this  point 
of  view,  is  it,  or  ever  has  it  been  the  subject  of 
popular  or  philosophical  dispute.  None  but  (he  few 
fanatics  who  are  engaged  in  the  herculean  task  of 
reconciling  the  ju8ti(ro  of  their  God  with  the  misery 
of  man,  will  longer  outrage  common  sense  by  the 
supposition  of  an  event  without  a  cause,  a  voluntaiy 
action  without  a  motive.  History,  politics,  monls, 
criticism,  all  grounds  of  reasonings,  all  principles  of 
science,  alike  assume  the  truth  of  the  doctrine  of 
Necessity.  No  fanner  carrying  his  com  to  market 
doubts  the  sale  of  it  at  the  market  price.  The  master 
of  a  manufactory  no  more  doubts  that  he  con  pur- 
chase the  human  labor  necessary  for  his  purposes, 
dian  that  lus  machinery  will  act  as  it  has  been  ac- 
customed to  act 

But,  whilst  none  have  scrupled  to  admit  necessity 
as  influencing  matter,  many  have  disputed  its  do- 
minion over  mind.  Independently  of  its  militating 
with  die  received  ideas  of  the  justice  of  God,  it  is 
by  no  means  obvious  to  a  superficial  inquiry.  When 
the  mind  observes  its  own  operations,  it  feels  no  con- 
nexion of  motive  and  action :  but  as  we  know  "  no- 
diing  more  of  causation  than  the  constant  conjunc- 
tion of  olgects  and  Vie  consequent  inference  of  one 
from  the  other,  as  we  find  that  these  two  drcnm- 
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wiA  li ISMM  and 

wdmUBfy  aoliaB,  what 

only  idea  we  can  feim  of 

co^jnnciioo  of  snular  olvects,  and  ihn 

infttenoe  of  eoa  flom  the  other: 

die  caaatnaeeM^  is  deariy  aaiablMiied.     .      . 

The  idea  of  liber^,  apidiad  mataphoriflallf  ti  i» 
wflUhaa  apmng  from  a  ■iaconeepiioe  of  Iha 
ing  of  iha  word  power.  What 
jmM;  dat  which  can  pioduoe  aiqr  gii 
deny  pmmr.  ia  lo  aay  that  nodu 
poiwar  ti  ba  ar  act  In  the  only 
word  powar,  it  appliea  with  equal 
slona  as  to  the  hnman  wiO.  Do  ymt 
nodvas^  whkh  I  shall  prsaent,  an  poanrfU 
to  moee  himf  ia  a  qneadon  joat  as  coHaaM  aa^  Da 
yon  diink  diis  lever  has  dw  poiwar  of  nistag  Mi 
wijghtf  The  ndvocatea  of  five-will  aavrt  An  Ihi 
will  has  die  power  of  lefonig  to  ba  dalanHMi  fef 
die  ilniBgeat  modfo :  bntdieslraQgaataodmbAsft 
which,  overoonung  all  odian^  nliiMtilj  pwirib; 
due  aasertMMi  dwrefere  amoonls  to  •  denial  «f  fta 
win  beii«  ultimately  detemiDad  bf  that  wtokm 
which  does  detenmne  it,  whkh  la  alawd.  Bat  it  ii 
equally  oaitain  that  a  man  oanootMdrt  Iho  am^fait 
niodva,  as  that  he  cannot  uiimwa  a  physieal  aB> 
|WBsihilitjf 

Ttie  dootrina  of  Neccsil^  mtk  U  Jtwidw  a 
great  chai^  into  die  establidMd  nodoBB  of  Bocdi^, 
and  nttariy  to  deatroy  religkn.  Bawaid  aad  pnal^ 
ment  mvt-ba  ecmsidered,  by  die  NaoamariaB,  MMn^- 
oa  modvaa  which  he  would  employ  in  oidar  to  fm^. 
cure  die  adoption  or  abandonment  of  any  giiia  Km 
of  condnet  Deoert,  in  the  preaanT  aenae  of  Ae«M4 
would  na  longer  have  any  msamug;  and  ha^wka 
should  inflbt  pam  upon  anodier  fer  no  battar  tmtam 
than  that  be  deserved  it,  would  onfy  gndiy  Us  re- 
venge under  pretence  of  satisfying  justioe.  It  is  not 
enough,  sajrs  the  advocate  of  free-will,  that  a  crim- 
inal should  bo  prevented  from  a  repetitioa  of  his 
crimes :  he  should  feel  pain,  and  his  torments,  when 
justly  inflicted,  ought  precisely  to  be  proportioned  to 
his  fiiulL  But  utility  is  morality ;  that  which  is  in- 
capable of  producing  happiness  is  useless;  and  thon^ 
the  crime  o€  Damiens  must  be  condemned,  yet  tibe 
frightful  torments  which  revenge,  under  the  name 
of  justice,  inflicted  on  this  unhappy  man,  cannot  be 
supposed  to  have  augmented,  even  at  the  long-run, 
the  stock  of  pleasuraUe  sensation  in  the  world.  At 
the  same  time,  the  doctrine  of  Neceasity  doee  not  in 
the  least  diminish  our  di8approbati<m  of  vice.  The 
conviction  which  all  feel,  that  a  viper  is  a  poisonoas 
animal,  and  that  a  tiger  is  constrained,  by  the  inevi- 
table condition  of  his  existence,  to  devour  men,  doss 
not  induce  us  to  avoid  them  less  sedukrasly,  or,  even 
more,  to  hesitate  in  destroying  them  .*  but  he  would 
surely  be  of  a  hard  heart,  who,  meeting  with  a  se^ 
pent  on  a  desert  island,  or  in  a  situation  where  it 
was  incapable  of  injury,  should  wantonly  deprive  it 
of  existence.  A  Necessarian  is  inconsequent  to  bis 
own  principles,  if  he  indulges  in  hatred  or  contempt ; 
the  oompoarion  which  he  feels  fer  the  criminal,  k 
unmixed  with  a  desire  of  iBijuring  him;  he  looks 
with  an  elevated  and  dreadless  composure  upon  the 


links  of  the  univeisal  diain  as  they  pass  before  hii 

eyes ;  whilst  cowardice,  cnriooty  mid  inconsistency 

stances  are  univemlly  allowed  to  have  place  in  vol- 1  only  assail  him  in  proportkn  to  the  feebleness  and 

untary  actkm,  we  may  be  easily  led  to  own  diat  dieyl  indistincmess  with  which  he  has  perceived  and  ra- 

an  Mulgected  to  the  neceonty  oommon  to  al\  cawMa.*^\  letiled  i^e  deVanooa  ks(  Cn»-wilL 

Tbe  actiooB  of  the  will  have  a  regular  coi^uiictioiA    ^>iGUQia\a^SM  ^eKw^^Bsxi^^Mi^s^ 
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to  the  principle  of  the  universe.  But  if  the 
prin**!**^  of  the  nnivene  be  not  an  organic  being,  the 
BHidal  and  (Hototype  of  roan,  the  relation  between  it 
ml  hT""*"  beings  is  absolutely  none.  Without  some 
inlo  its  will  respecting  our  actions,  religion  is 
and  Vain.  But  will  is  only  a  mode  of  animal 
;  moral  qualities  also  are  such  as  only  a  human 
bang  can  poneas ;  to  attribute  them  to  the  principle 
of  the  muverse,  is  to  annex  to  it  properties  inoom- 
palifale  with  any  possible  definition  of  its  nature.  It 
ii  prabable  that  the  word  God  was  originally  only  an 
dwioting  the  unknown  cause  of  the  known 
which  men  perceived  in  the  universe.  By  the 
Tilgar  ouitake  of  a  metaphor  for  a  real  being,  of  a 
mni  tot  a  thing,  it  became  a  man,  endowed  with 
luBUi  qualities  and  governing  the  universe  as  an 
•aithly  mcmarch  governs  his  kingdom.  Their  ad- 
iiumtm  to  this  imaginary  being,  indeed,  are  much  in 
Iba  mna  style  as  those  of  subjects  to  a  king.  They 
acknowledge  his  benevolence,  deprecate  his  anger, 
supplicate  his  favor. 

But  die  doctrine  of  Necessity  teaches  us,  that  in 
could  any  event  have  happened  otherwise 
than  ii  did  happen,  and  that,  if  God  is  the  author  of 
good,  he  is  also  the  author  of  evil ;  that,  if  he  is  en- 
titled to  our  gratitude  for  the  one,  he  is  entided  to 
our  hatred  for  the  other;  that,  admitting  the  existence 
oi  (km  hypothetic  being,  he  is  also  subjected  to  the 
^hfoinrm  of  an  immutable  necessity.  It  is  plain  that 
die  aaaie  arguments  which  prove  that  God  is  the 
moAmx  of  food,  hght,  and  life,  prove  him  also  to  be 
die  author  of  poison,  darkness,  and  death.  The  wide- 
waiting  earthquake,  the  storm,  the  battle,  and  the 
tyranny,  are  attributable  to  this  hjrpothotic  being,  in 
die  same  degree  as  the  fairest  forms  of  nature,  sun- 
dune,  liberty,  and  peace. 

But  we  are  taught,  by  the  doctrine  of  Necessity, 
diat  there  is  neither  good  nor  evU  in  the  universe, 
otherwise  than  as  the  events  to  which  we  apply 
dieae  e|Hthets  have  relation  to  our  own  peculiar  mode 
of  being.  Still  less  than  with  the  hypothesis  of  a 
God,  will  the  doctrine  of  Necessity  accord  with  the 
belief  of  a  future  state  of  punishment.  God  mode 
man  such  as  he  is,  and  then  damned  him  for  being 
so:  for  to  say  that  God  was  the  author  of  all  good, 
and  man  the  author  of  all  e\il,  is  to  say  that  one 
man  made  a  straight  line  and  a  crooked  one,  and  an- 
ocber  man  made  the  incongruity. 

A  Mahometan  story,  much  to  the  present  purpose, 
is  recorded,  wherein  Adam  and  Moses  are  introduced 
disputing  before  God  in  the  following  manner.  Thou, 
says  Moses,  art  Adam,  whom  God  created  and  ani- 
mated with  the  breath  of  hfe,  and  caused  to  be  wor- 
shipped by  the  angels,  and  placed  in  Paradise,  from 
whence  mankind  have  been  expelled  (or  thy  fault 
Whereto  Adam  answered,  Tliou  art  Moses,  whom 
God  chose  for  his  apostle,  and  intnisted  with  his 
word,  by  giving  thee  the  tables  of  the  law,  and  whom 
he  vouchsafed  to  admit  to  discourae  with  himself. 
How  many  years  dost  thou  find  the  law  was  written 
before  I  was  created  ?  Says  Moses,  Forty.  And  dost 
thou  not  find,  replied  Adam,  these  wonls  therein. 
And  Adam  rebelled  against  his  Lord  and  transgress- 
ed? Which  Moses  confessing,  Dost  thou  therefore 
Uame  me,  continued  he,  for  doing  that  which  God 
wrote  of  me  that  I  should  do,  forty  years  before  I 
was  created ;  nay,  for  what  was  decreed  concerning 
me  BSty  thoosana  years  before  the  creation  of  heaven 
and  earth  ?— Salc's  Prtlim.  Disc,  to  the  Koran^  pagei 
164. 
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Note  13,  page  117,  coL  1. 
There  it  no  God! 

This  negation  must  be  understood  solely  to  afiect  a 
creative  Deity.  The  hypothesis  of  a  pervading  Spirit 
ooetemal  with  the  universe,  remains  unshaken. 

A  close  examination  of  the  validity  of  the  prooft 
adduced  to  support  my  proposition,  is  the  only  secure 
way  of  attaining  truth,  on  the  advantages  of  which 
it  is  unnecessary  to  descant :  our  knowledge  of  the 
existence  of  a  Deity  is  a  sutgect  of  such  importance, 
that  it  cannot  be  too  minutely  investigated ;  in  con- 
sequence of  this  conviction,  we  proceed  briefly  and 
impartially  to  examine  the  proofs  which  have  been 
adduced.  It  is  necessary  first  to  consider  the  nature 
of  belief 

When  a  proposition  is  offored  to  the  mind,  it  per- 
ceives the  agreement  or  disagreement  of  the  ideas  of 
which  it  is  composed.  A  perception  of  their  agree- 
ment is  termed  belief.  Many  obstacles  frequently 
prevent  this  perception  from  being  immediate ;  these 
the  mind  attempts  to  remove,  in  order  that  the  ^et- 
caption  may  be  distinct  The  mind  is  active  in  the 
investigation,  in  order  to  perfect  the  state  of  percep- 
tion of  the  relation  which  the  component  ideas  of 
the  proposition  bear  to  each,  which  is  passive :  the 
investigation  being  confused  with  the  perception,  has 
induced  many  falsely  to  imagine  that  the  mind  is 
active  in  belief^ — that  belief  is  an  act  of  volition^— 
in  consequence  of  which  it  may  be  regulated  by  the 
mind.  Pursuing,  continuing  this  mistake,  they  have 
attached  a  degree  of  criminality  to  disbehef;  of 
which,  in  its  nature,  it  is  incapable :  it  is  equaUy  in- 
capable of  merit. 

Behefl  then,  is  a  passion,  the  strength  of  which, 
like  every  other  passion,  is  in  precise  proportion  to 
the  degrees  of  excitement 

The  degrees  of  excitement  are  three. 

The  senses  are  the  sources  of  all  knowledge  to 
the  mind;  consequently  their  evidence  claims  the 
strongest  assent 

The  decision  of  the  mind,  founded  upon  our  own 
experience,  derived  from  these  sources,  claims  the 
next  degree. 

The  experience  of  others,  which  addresses  itself  to 
the  former  one,  occupies  the  lowest  degree. 

(A  graduated  scale,  on  which  should  be  marked 
the  capabilities  of  propositions  to  approach  to  the  test 
of  the  senses,  would  be  a  just  barometer  of  the  behef 
which  ought  to  be  attached  to  them.) 

Consequently  no  testimony  can  be  admitted  which 
is  contrary  to  reason ;  reason  is  founded  on  the  evi- 
dence of  our  senses. 

Every  proof  may  be  referred  to  one  of  these  three 
divisions :  it  is  to  bo  considered  what  arguments  we 
receive  from  each  of  them,  which  should  convince  us 
of  the  existence  of  a  Deity. 

1st  The  evidence  of  the  senses.  If  the  Deity  should 
appear  to  us,  if  he  should  convince  our  senses  of  his 
existence,  this  revelation  would  necessarily  command 
belief  Those  to  whom  the  Deity  lias  thus  appeared 
have  the  strongest  possible  conviction  of  his  existence. 
But  the  God  of  Theologians  is  incapable  of  local  visi- 
biUty. 

2d.  Reason.  It  is  uiged  that  man  knows  that  what- 
ever is,  qnust  either  have  had  a  beginning,  or  have 
existed  finom  all  eternity :  he  also  knows,  that  what- 
ever is  not  eternal  must  have  had  a  cause.  When 
this  reasoning  is  applied  to  the  universe,  it  is  necessary 
to  prove  that  it  was  CT«nA«4\  xoi^  iScaX  ''o^  <\««3^?| 
demonstmted,  wa  ma^  i^uoiniK^^  «v\v\a^  ^dEAX*^\aak 
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Mdnnd  flom  aU  ettnaty.  We  moit  prove  deeigii 
btftm  vn  can  mfer  a  deiigiier.  The  cxihr  idea  whieh 
we  en  Ibnn  of  cauatioii  is  deriTabw  torn  the 
comiBat  ooqjunctioii  of  olgeeti,  and  the  cooeeqiienl 
infefeneeof  onefiomdieodier.  In  a  caae  wbeie  two 
propoMtfaM  are  diametrically  oppoate,  the  mind 
IwUeres  that  which  ia  leaat  inoompr^ell■ble^-4t 
if  flMier  to  aappoie  that  the  univene  haa  exiated  from 
all  eternity,  than  to  conceive  a  being  beyond  iti  limili 
capable  of  cteating  it:  if  themindankabeneadi  the 
weight  of  one,  ia  it  an  alleviation  to  incieaae  the  in- 
lolembili^r  of  the  biudien  f 

The  o&r  argmnent,  which  it  fimnded  en  a  man'ii 
knowledge  of  hii  own  exiatenee,  atanda  tfana  A  man 
knowB  not  only  that  he  now  ia,  bat  that  once  he  waa 
not  {oonaequentlydieiB  moat  have  been  a  caoae.  Bot 
ear  ideaof  caoation  ia  alone  derivable  fiom  the  eon* 
Blant  coqjonction  of  olgecto  and  the  conaeqoent  infer* 
enee  of  one  fiom  the  other;  and,  reasoning  experi- 
mentally, we  can  onfy  infer  fiom  eflecta,  cauaes  ei- 
acdy  adeqoate  to  those  efibcta.  But  there  certainly 
is  a  gennative  power  which  ia  efiected  by  certain 
instnunents:  we  cannot  prove  that  it  ia  inherent  in 
thaae  instroments;  nor  is  the  contraiy  hjrpothens  ca- 
pable of  demonatiation:  we  admit  that  the  generative 
power  ia  inoomprehenaible ;  bat  to  snppoae  diet  the 
aame  eflect  ia  prodooed  by  an  eternal,  omniaeient^ 
omnipotent,  bebig,  leaves  die  cause  in  die  same  ob- 
scurity, bat  renders  it  more  inoompfehensible. 

3d  Testimony.  It  is  reqoired  that  testimony  shoold 
not  be  contrary  to  reason.  The  testimony  that  the 
Deity  convinces  the  senses  of  men  of  his  existence 
can  only  be  admitted  by  ns,  if  our  mind  considers  it 
less  probable  that  theae  men  riiould  have  been  de- 
ceived, than  that  the  Deity  should  have  appeared  to 
them.  Our  reason  can  never  admit  the  testimony  of 
men,  who  not  only  declare  that  they  were  e3re-wi^ 
neases  of  miracles,  but  that  tho  Deity  was  irmtioDal; 
for  he  commanded  that  ho  should  be  believed,  he 
proposed  the  highest  rewards  for  faith,  eternal  punish- 
ments  for  disbelief.  We  can  only  command  vol- 
untary actions ;  belief  is  not  an  act  of  volition ;  the 
mind  is  even  pasnve,  or  involuntarily  active :  from 
this  it  is  evident  that  we  have  no  sufficient  testimony, 
or  rather  that  testimony  is  insufficient  to  prove  the 
being  of  a  God.  It  has  been  before  shown  that  it 
cannot  be  deduced  from  reason.  They  alone,  then, 
who  have  been  convinced  by  the  evidence  of  the 
senses,  can  believe  it 

Hence  it  is  evident  that,  having  no  proofi  from  either 
of  the  three  sources  of  conviction,  the  mind  cannot 
believe  the  existence  of  a  creative  God :  it  is  also 
evident,  that,  as  belief  is  a  passion  of  the  mind,  no 
degree  of  criminality  is  attachable  to  disbelief;  and 
that  they  only  are  reprehensible  who  neglect  to  re- 
move tho  false  medium  through  which  their  mind 
views  any  subject  of  discussion.  Every  reflecting 
mind  must  acknowledge  that  there  is  no  proof  of  the 
existence  of  a  Deity. 

God  is  an  hypothesis,  and,  as  such,  stands  in  need 
of  proof:  the  onua  probandi  rests  on  the  theist  Sir 
Isaac  Newton  says :  "  Hypotheses  non  fingo,  quicquid 
cnim  ex  phaenomenis  non  deducitur,  h3rpothe8is  vo* 
canda  est,  et  h3rpothe8is  vol  meta  physics,  vel  physicv, 
vel  qualitatum  occultarum,  seu  mechanics,  in  philo- 
aophilL  locum  non  habent"  To  all  prooft  of  the 
ex'utence  of  a  creative  God  apply  this  valuable  role. 
fVe  Bee  a  variety  of  bodies  possesKng  a  variety  oT 


we  iMieily  know  their  eflbets;  w  oviit 
stale  of  ignotanoe  with  respect  to  dioir 
eanaea.  Theaa  If  ewtoQ  caOa  the 
but  the  pride  of  philosopfay  is  uiwiUiiif  la  i 
ignoianoe  of  th^  caoaea.   noas  iha 
yMA  are  die  olgecti  of  oar 
inftr  a  canae^  which  we  call  God,  and 
endow  it  vrith  all  negadve  and  oomradictDqrqnalte 

From  this  hypothesis  we  invent  this  ganaed  anHbli 
conceal  oar  ignorance  of  mmm  and  a—waa.   Ill 
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being  called  God  bynomeaaa 
dttkms  praaoribad  by  Newlon;  it 
of  a  veil  wovw  by  pmoaophical 
ignoiance  of  phiksopheia 
lliey  boRow  dub  threads  of  its 
thropomorphism  of  die  vnlgar*  Wends  hsva  bm 
used  by  sophists  ftr  die  saaM  puipoMip  ftoM  dM 
occolt  qoalitieB  of  the  peripatelies  la  die  f/kmbm^ 
BoyleaoddieeriittfiesorfiehilvofHonehiL  CUb 
repvQaanted  aa  infinite,  etenial,  inooa^nhairifela }  hi 
ia  contained  under  every  pnadieala  hi  lam  Ihrt  tka 
ktgie  of  ignorance  could  fidiricalai  £ven  his  «» 
shippers  allow  that  it  if  impnmible  to  feim  ai^  iin 
of  1dm :  they  exclaim  with  die  VnaA  poe^ 

Psor  db«  cs  qa*'a  sat,  ii  feat  Ita 


Lord  BaooD  says,  that 
leason,  phUeaophy,  natural  pie^,  kmy  npatatio^ 
and  evwy  ildng  diet  can  aerve  to  eandict  him  n 
virtoe;  bat sapeisdtion  destraya all  dMsaband « 
itself  into  a  tyranny  over  the  iiniliiialBiMlhifi  of  ■Mij 
hence  atheism  never  distoria  the  gommmoBi,  bitfV 
rendeiB  man  more  clearsighted,  ainoe  he  i 
beyond  the  boundaries  of  the  praaant  life.' 

Mofti  jEtKML 

1m  pnmi^  diMogie  de  lliomme  hd  il  dUoid 
cnindre  et  adorer  les  6li6menti  mteie,  des  olgeti  mate* 
riels  et  grossien ;  il  rendit  ensuite  see  hommages  k  dss 
agents  presidents  aux  ^l^mcnts,  k  des  g&iies  inl^rieois, 
k  des  h^ros,  ou  k  des  hommes  dou^  de  grandes  qua- 
Ut^  A  force  de  r^flcchir,  il  crut  simplifier  les  choses 
en  soumottant  la  nature  entidro  k  un  seul  agent,  k  on 
esprit,  k  une  ame  universelle,  qui  mettoit  cette  natars 
et  see  parties  en  mouvement  En  remontant  des  cawes 
en  causes,  les  mortels  ont  fini  par  ne  nea.  voir;  et  c*est 
dans  cette  obscurity  qu'ils  ont  plac6  leur  Dieu ;  c*6st 
dans  cet  abyme  t^n^breux  que  leur  imagination  in- 
qui^te  travaille  toujours  k  se  fabriquer  des  chimdrei^ 
qui  les  affligeront  jusqu'^  ce  que  la  omnoissance  de 
la  nature  les  d^trompe  des  fantomes  qu'ils  ont  totyoan 
si  vainement  ador^. 

Si  nous  voulons  nous  rendre  compte  de  nos  id^  snr 
la  Divinity  nous  serons  oblig^  de  oonvenir  que,  par  le 
mot  Dieu,  les  hommes  n'ont  jamais  ^  designer  que 
la  cause  la  plus  cach^e,  la  plra  ^loignie,  la  plus  inoon- 
nue  des  eflets  qu'ils  voyoient :  ils  ne  fimt  usage  de  ce 
mot,  que  lorsque  le  jeu  des  causes  naturelles  et  con- 
nues  cesse  d'etre  visible  pour  eux ;  dds  qu'ils  perdent 
le  fil  de  ces  causes,  ou  dds  que  leur  esprit  ne  peat 
plus  en  suivre  la  chaine,  ils  tranchent  leur  difficult^ 
et  terminent  leur  recherches  en  appellant  Dieu  la 
demi^  des  caus^  c'est-iKlire  celle  qui  est  au-deli 
de  toutes  les  causes  quMls  oonnnssent;  ainri  ils  ne^oirt 
qu'assigncr  une  denomination  vague  k  uno  cause 
ignor6e,  k  laquelle  leur  paresse  on  les  bomes  de  leuis 
connoissances  les  fbrcent  de  s*an^ter.  Toutea  les  fiiis 
qu'on  nous  dit  que  Dieu  est  Tanteur  de  quelque  ph^- 
mmikie,  cela  signifie  quVm  ignore  comment  un  tel 
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ft  pu  tfopint  par  le  secoan  dei  ibnm  ou 
iqae  houb  oonnoiawns  dans  la  nature.  C'eit 
que  le  oommim  des  hommes,  dont  rignorance 
flU  1ft  pBifftge,  attribue  k  la  Divinit^  non  iieulement 
Im  ftfilli  inunt^  qui  les  frappent,  mais  encore  les 
let  plus  timplefl,  dont  les  causes  sont  les 
ftcilea  k  oonnoitro  pour  quiconque  a  pu  les  m^ 
En  UQ  mot,  Thonune  a  toiyours  respect^  les 
inooimues  des  eflets  surprenans,  que  son  igno* 
I'smp^choit  de  d^m^lor.  Ce  fut  sur  les  debuts 
1ft  iifttiire  que  les  bommes  61evirent  le  colosse 
de  la  Divinity 
ligjiKMaDce  de  la  nature  donna  la  naissance  aux 
1ft  eonnoissance  de  la  nature  est  faite  pour  les 
A  mesure  que  lliomnie  s'instruit,  ses  forces 
raftKmrces  augmentent  avec  ses  lumieres ;  les 
les  arts  oonservateurs,  rindustrie,  lui  ibur- 
des  seconn ;   Texp^rience  le  rossure  ou  lui 
des  moyens  de  resistor  aux  efibrts  de  bien 
qui  cessent  de  Talarmer  d^  qu'il  les  a 
En  un  mot,  ses  terreurs  se  dissipent  dans 
proportion  que  son  esprit  s'^claire.  L'homme 
I  d'etre  superstitieux. 
n'est  jamais  que  sur  parole  que  des  peuples 
ftdorent  le  Dieu  de  leurs  p^res  et  de  leurs 
ffttoes;   Tantoritd,  la  confiance,  la  sounussion,  et 
rhftfaitiide,  leur  tiennent  lieu  de  conviction  et  de  preu- 
Vftt ;  ib  ee  prostement  et  prient,  parce  que  leurs  pires 
Iftor  oot  appris  k  se  prostemer  et  prier :  mais  pourquoi 
•ftHipci  se  sont-ils  mis  k  genoux  ?   C'est  que  dans  les 
tftrngm  ^loignte  leurs  l^gidateun  et  leurs  guides  leur 
en  ont  fait  un  devoir.    **  Adores  et  croyez,"  ont>ils 
dit,  **  des  dieux  que  vous  ne  pouves  comprendre ;  rap- 
portez-vous  en  k  notre  sagesse  jnofimde ;  nous  en  sa* 
Tons  plus  que  vous  sur  la  Divinity."    Mais  pouiquoi 
m*ea  rapporteroia-je  k  vous?  C'est  que  Dieu  le  veut 
ftinsi,  c'est  que  Dieu  vous  punira  si  vous  osez  rteister. 
Bfais  ce  Dieu  n'est-il  done  pas  la  cbose  en  question  ? 
Cependant  les  hommes  se  sont  toiyoan  payte  de  ce 
oeicle  videux;  la  peresse  de  leur  esprit  leur>fit 
trouver  plus  court  de  s'en  rapporter  au  jugement  des 
aatiee.    Toutes  les  notions  religieuses  sont  fondles 
muqnement  sur  I'autoritd;   toutes  les  religions  du 
moode  ddfendent  Texamen  et  ne  veulent  pas  que  Ton 
nuaoone;  c'est  Tautorit^  qui  veut  qu'on  croye  en 
Dieu ;  ce  Dieu  n'est  lui-m£me  fbnd6  que  sur  I'autoritd, 
de  quelques  bommes  qui  pn^tendent  le  connottre,  et 
venir  de  sa  part  pour  Tannoncer  &  la  terre.  Un  Dieu 
fiut  par  les  hommes,  a  sans  doute  besoin  des  hommes 
poor  ae  ftire  conooftre  aux  hommes. 

Ne  sercMt-ce  done  que  pour  des  prdtres,  des  inspirte, 
des  m^taphysiciens  que  seroit  r^serv^e  la  conviction 
de  I'existence  d'un  Dieu,  que  Ton  dit  n^anmoins  n 
nteesnire  a  tout  le  genre  humain  f  Mais  trouvons- 
noiM  de  lliarmonie  ontro  les  opinions  thtelogiques 
des  diffirens  inspires,  ou  des  penseurs  r^pandus  sur 
1ft  terre  f  Ceux  rofimes  qui  font  profession  d'adorer  le 
m6me  Dieu,  sonUls  d'accord  sur  son  compte  ?  Sont* 
ib  contento  des  preuves  que  leurs  collegues  apportent 
de  son  existence  ?  Sbnscrivent-ils  unanimement  aux 
id^es  qui'ils  prteentent  siir  sa  nature,  sur  sa  conduite, 
ear  la  fagon  d'entendre  ses  pr^tendus  oracles  f  Est^il 
una  contr6e  sur  la  terre,  ou  la  science  de  Dieu  se 
floit  rtollement  perfectionn^?  A-t-ello  pris  qnelque 
part  la  consistance  et  I'unifbrmit^  que  nous  voyons 
prendre  aux  connoissances  humaines,  aux  am  les  plus 
liitileB,  aux  m^tien  les  plus  mdprisds  f  Des  moia  ^es- 
prd,  iimmaUriaUU,  de  aiadont  de  pridettinatumt 


de  grace ;  cctte  fbule  de  distinctionB  subtiles  dont  la 
thtelogie  s'est  pertout  remplie  dans  quelques  pays, 
ces  inventions  si  ing^nieuses,  imagin^es  par  dee  pen- 
seurs  qui  se  sont  succdd^  depuis  tant  de  sidles, 
n'ont  fkit,  h^las !  qu'embrouiller  les  choses,  et  jamais 
la  science  la  plus  n^cessairo  aux  hommes  n'a  jus* 
qu'ici  pu  acqu^rir  la  moindre  fixity.  Depuis  des  mil- 
liers  d'ann^es,  ces  r^veurs  oisifi  se  sont  perp6tuelle- 
ment  relays  pour  m^diter  la  Divinity,  pour  deviner ses 
voies  cachdes,  pour  inventer  des  hypotheses  propres 
a  d^velopper  cette  dnigme  importante.  Leur  pen  de 
succ^n'a  point  ddcouragd  la  vanity  thtologique ;  tou- 
jours  on  a  parl^  de  Dieu :  on  s'est  6gorgd  pour  lui, 
et  cet  6tre  sublime  demeure  tocyourB  le  plus  ignore 
et  le  plus  discut^.- 

Les  hommes  auroient  6t^  trop  heureux,  si,  se  bor- 
nant  aux  objets  visibles  qui  les  int^reaient,  ils  eus 
sent  employ^  k  perfectionner  leurs  sciences  r^elles, 
leurs  lois,  leur  morale,  leur  ^ucation,  la  moitid  des 
eflbrts  qu'ils  ont  mis  dans  leurs  recherches  sur  la  Di- 
vinity    Us  auroient  6\6  bien  plus  sages  encore,  et 
plus  fortune,  s'ils  eussent  pu  conscntir  k  laiaser  leurs 
guides  d^Ksuvr^  se  qu^reller  entre  eux,  et  sonder 
des  profbndeurs  capables  de  les  ^tourdir,  sans  se  m6- 
ler  de  leurs  disputes  insens^ea     Mais  il  est  de  Tea* 
sence  de  rignorance  d'attacher  de  I'importance  k  ce 
qu'elle  ne  comprends  pas.  La  vanity  humaine  fiut  que 
I'esprit  se  roidit  contre  les  difficult^s.     Plus  un  ob- 
jet  se  d^robe  a  nos  yeux,  plus  nous  fiusons  d'eflbrts 
pour  le  saisir,  parceque  des-lors  il  aiguillonne  notre 
orgueil,  il  excite  notre  curiosity,  il  nous  paroit  inter- 
essant    En  combattant  pour  son  Dieu  chacun  ne 
combattit  en  eflet  que  pour  les  int^rdts  de  sa  propre 
vanity,  qui  de  toutes  les  passions  produits  par  la  mal 
organisation  de  la  sod^t^,  est  la  plus  prompte  k  s'alar- 
mer,  et  la  plus  propro  k  produire  de  ti^  grandes  Iblies. 
Si  ^cartant  pour  un  moment  les  id^es  ftcheuses 
que  la  thtologie  nous  donne  d'un  Dieu  capricieux, 
dont  les  d^crets  partiaux  et  despotiques  d^cident  du 
sort  des  humains,  nous  ne  voulons  fixer  nos  yeux  que 
sur  la  bontd  pr^tendue,  que  tons  les  hommes,  m6me 
en  tremblant  devant  ce  Dieu,  s'accordent  k  lui  don- 
ner ;  si  nous  lui  supposons  le  projet  qu'on  lui  pr6te, 
de  n'avoir  travaill^  que  pour  sa  propre  gknre ;  d'exi- 
ger  les  hommages  des  dtres  inteUigens ;  de  ne  cher- 
cher  dans  ses  ocuvres  que  le  bien-^tre  du  genre  hu- 
main ;  comment  concilier  ses  vues  et  ses  dispositions 
avec  rignorance  vraiment  invincible  dans  laquelle 
ce  Dieu,  si  glorieux  et  si  bon,  laisse  la  plupart  des 
hommes  sur  son  compte  ?  Si  Dieu  veut  6tre  connu, 
ch^ri,  remercid,  que  ne  se  montre-^il  sous  des  traits 
&vorables  k  tous  ces  dtres  intelligens  dont  il  veut 
6tre  airo^  et  adorb  ?  Pourquoi  ne  point  se  manifester 
k  toute  la  terre  d'une  fafon  non  Equivoque,  bien  plus 
capable  de  nous  oonvaincre,  que  ces  revelations  par> 
ticuli^res  qui  semblent  accuser  la  Divinity  d'une  par- 
tialitd  f  icheuse  pour  quelques  unes  de  ses  creatures  ? 
Le  Tout-Puissant  n'auroit>il  done  pas  des  moyens 
plus  convainquans  de  se  montrer  aux  hommes  que 
ces  metamorphoses  ridicules,  ces  incarnations  pre- 
tendues,  qui  nous  sont  attest^es  par  des  ecrivains  si 
pen  d'accord  entre  eux  dans  les  r6cits  qu'ils  en  font  ? 
Au  lieu  de  tant  de  miracles  inventus  pour  prouver 
la  mission  divine  de  tant  de  legislateurs  reverds  par 
les  diArens  peuples  du  monde,  le  seuverain  des  ea- 
priti  ne  pouvoit41  pas  convaincre  lout  d'un  coup  I'ea- 
prit  humain  des  choses  qu'il  a  voulu  lui  faire  connot- 
tre  ?  Au  heu  de  suspendre  un  soleil  dans  la  voflte  du 
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fiftpninont ;  au  lieu  dc  r^poiulre  raiw  oniro  les  ctoiles 
et  loa  conatuUatiotut  qui  rompliwcnt  rottpocc,  ii'eut-il 
pM  buj  plus  coiilurnie  aux  vuo8  d'un  Uieu  jaloux  de 
n  f;loiit>  et  hi  bien  inlcntiunnC  jiuur  rhonime,  d'ecrire 
d'une  fii^on  non  wyetle  a  dispnio,  son  nom,  ties  attri- 
buta,  M'A  vuloiiuja  pcrmoiientva  on  cararterGfl  inefia^- 
blea  cl  liiiiblc  ef^ilcmcnt  pour  toun  lit  habitans  de  la 
tcrrc  f  I'vnonno  alora  n'auroit  pu  duulcr  do  Texia- 
fence  d'un  Dieu,  de  aea  volontwi  rlaim^  do  aea  in- 
tcnlions  viflihlea.  SSuus  lea  yeiix  de  (re  Ihcu  si  terri- 
ble pereoime  n'auroil  eu  Taudaco  de  violor  aca  or- 
donnani^ca ;  nul  niurlel  n'eut  use  ho  inettre  dana  lo 
caa  d'ttltirer  aa  colcre ;  enfin  nul  honinic  n'eul  ou  le 
front  tVvn  impoaer  en  aon  nom,  ou  d'interprcter  aea 
volontf'M  Huivant  Hes  pn)prefl  fantaisiea. 

Vji  eflel.  quand  memo  on  adniettroit  Vexiatence  dn 
Dieu  thcologique,  et  la  rcalilc  dea  atthbuUi  ai  diacor- 
dana  qu*on  lui  donne,  Ton  ne  pout  en  ricn  conelure, 
pour  auioriiier  la  eonduite  ou  les  i-uIiok  (iu*on  preacrit 
de  lui  reniirc.  I^a  llu'rolc^ie  est  vrainient  U  tonneau 
dr*  DandUlefL  A  lone  de  qualilca  eonlrodictoirea  et 
d'affierlionji  hosanlres,  ello  a.  fumr  aiiuti  dire,  toUo- 
ineut  garote  aon  I>ieu  qu'ellc  Tu  inia  dona  TimiKMai- 
billte  d'agir.  S'il  cat  infiniinent  hon,  qu'ellc  rainon 
aurioiw  nouH  de  Ic  craindrc  ?  S'd  est  iiiTiniment  sage, 
do  quoi  noua  inquieter  siir  noire  Murt  ?  S'il  noit  tout, 
pounpioi  I'avertir  de  noa  l)ei)oinj<.  el  lo  ditiguer  de  noa 
priiTfw  I  S'il  eKt  pnrtout,  pounjuoi  lui  elcver  dea  tem- 
plen  I  S'il  eiit  muitro  de  tout.  )M>uri|uoi  lui  fiiire  dea 
aacrificoa  et  dea  offraiidea  (  S'il  vnX  juste,  comment 
cn)ire  qu'il  punij»ne  dea  crraturea  qu'il  a  n-mpliea  de 
Ibiblessea  \  Si  la  grace  fait  tout  en  elles,  quelle  ruiaon 
aun>il-il  delean'^compcnaer?  S'il  est  tout-puiasant,  com- 
ment I'ofreuMT,  conuuenl  lui  reslHier  ?  S'il  eat  raisoii- 
nahle.  comment  se  meitmit-il  en  colcre  conlre  dcaaveu- 
glets  k  qui  il  a  laiiM'  la  libertc  de  dcroiiionner !  S'il 
est  imnuiable,  de  quel  droit  pn;lnndriona-noiia  faire 
clianger  ws  drrretn  l  S'il  C8t  in«'onr<'\  nMo,  {Murquoi 
nous  en  <H-cu{M'r/  S'il  a  tarlk.  rociiuroi  i/lM- 

VFRS  n'KST-IL  pas  COWAINCI'^  SI  lil  (oiiuoijwince 
<l'un  Dii'U  est  lu  plu.«<  nt'<-('.v::iire,  (tounjudi  n'est-elle 
|iQs  la  pluH  rvidnitc.  v\  la  i>lu»  cluiro  ' — Si/xlattc  dc 
la  \alUTr.   lA'tuhin,  ITHl. 

The  cnlighlonid  and  l)onovolont  IMiiiy  thus  pub- 
licly prolcsscs  himself  uii  alhtMst : — ({iiapmptcr  efli- 
giem  Dei,  fomianiquc  quicrcrc,  iinUM.illiialiM  humana; 
rcor.  (^uistjuiM  est  Deus  (si  modn  vs\  alius)  cl  qua- 
cuntiue  in  j>arle.  lotus  est  80ii>«us.  iDtiiH  o«t  \isus.  lotus 
aiidilus.  lotus  aniiiMC.  IoIum  aiiimi.  lotus  «ui.  *  •  • 
lm|MTfr<-Ut>  vcro  in  honiinc  nalune  pnecipua  aolatia 
ne  dcum  (luidcni  iK>sse  omnia.  iSuuhiuo  ncc  sihi  jio- 
tet«t  nMirtcui  coiiMcuKcere,  si  velil,  ijuod  homini  dedit 
optimum  in  tiintli  vita  {xrnis :  nee  morlales  ancniilatc 
doiiaro,  aut  revocaro  dcfunclos;  mc  facoKf  ut  qui 
vivil  non  \ixerit,  (jui  honorcs  gcssit  non  gesserit.  nul- 
luraijuc  IuiIktc  in  pra'teritura  jus  pnetcnjuam  oblivi- 
onis,  alquo  ul  facctis  qiiofjue  arirumontissocietaM  luec 
cum  dco  copulotiir,  ut  bis  deua  vi^rinla  non  sint,  et 
niuita  similitiT  clliccrc  non  j^iisuc. — Per  i\nve,  decla- 
ratur  baud  dubio.  iialum'  {lOtcntiani  id  qutxjue  esse, 
quo<l  I)eura  vo<  amus. — Plin.  Sat  Ilist.  nip.  dv  Deo. 

The  consistent  Newtonian  w  necessarily  an  alfaeisl. 
Scii  Sir  W.  Drv^imosd  8  Airuliniittd  Uuc*tiuns,  chap. 
in. — ♦sir  W.  seems  lo  eonsidur  the  atheism  lo  which 
it  leads,  as  a  Huiricient  presumption  of  the  falsehood 
of  the  fy.stem  of  gnivitation :  but  surely  it  is  more 
(^>nsintcnl  with  tlin  good  faith  of  philosophy  to  admit 
a  doducuon  from  facta  than  an  by^MUlie^ia  incapable 


procoDccptiona  of  the  aimob.  Had  thia  author,  imind 
of  inveighing  againat  the  guilt  and  abvurditjof  ■lb' 
iam,  deinonttrated  ita  fiilaehood.  hia  oonduet  wooM 
liave  been  more  auited  to  the  modeaty  of  the  aeepbe 
and  the  toleration  of  the  philoaopher. 

Omnia  cnim  per  Dei  potcntiam  (acta  nmt:  iM^ 
quia  Datura  polentia  nulla  eat  niii  ipaa  Dei  potma, 
artem  eat  noa  catemua  Dei  potcntiam  non  intelligent 
quatemia  cauaaa  naturalea  ignoramua ;  adeoqoe  ahdit 
ad  eendem  Dei  poientiam  recurritiir,  qnando  ni  aB- 
ciyua,  cauaam  naturalem,  aive  eat,  ipaam  Dei  pot«» 
tiam  ignoramua.— Sflxoba,  Tract  Tkteitgia^Pd 
^ap.  L  page  14. 

Note  14.  page  1 17,  ool.  S. 
Ahaiueius,  riaa ! 

"  Ahaauenis  the  Jew  crept  forth  from  the  dark 
cave  of  Mount  (Jarroel.  Near  two  thouaand  yean 
have  einpaed  inncc  ho  was  firit  goaded  by  naver^nd- 
ing  rcatleaineas  to  rove  the  globe  from  pole  lo  pole. 
When  our  Lord  was  wearied  with  the  burthen  of 
hia  pondenniM  crujis.  and  wanted  to  reat  before  the 
door  of  Aluwuerua,  the  unfeeling  wreleh  drove  hin 
away  with  brutality.  'Ihe  Savior  of  mankind  ateg- 
geriHi,  sinking  under  the  heavy  kiad.  but  uiteivd  m 
complaint  An  angel  of  death  appeared  beibrc  Aha* 
aueruH,  and  exclaimed  indignantlyt*  Barbarian  !  thoa 
ha«t  denied  rest  to  the  Son  of  Man :  be  it  denied  Ihtc 
alao.  until  he  comes  to  judge  the  worid.* 

"  A  black  demon,  let  looae  from  hell  upon  AhMB* 
crus.  goods  him  now  from  country  to  coimtry :  he  ■ 
denied  the  connolation  which  death  aflbrda,  and  pre> 
eluded  from  the  rest  of  the  peaceful  grave. 

**Aha8uerus  crept  forth  from  the  dark  cave  of 

Mount  Camiel — he  shook  the  duat  from  hia  beaid 

and  taking  up  one  of  the  skulla  heaped  there,  buried 
il  down  the  eminence  :  il  reboundf^d  from  the  earth 
in  »ihivcrc<i  aionis.  Tliis  was  my  father!  roared  Aha- 
suerus.  S'vcii  nion»  hkiills  rolk>f]  down  from  rock  to 
nxk:  wliile  the  infunaie  Jew,  following  them  wiA 
ghastly  looks  cxrlaimcd — And  these  were  my  wives! 
He  still  coniinucii  lo  hurl  down  skull  aiU'r  skull,  roa^ 
ing  in  dreadful  acccnu« — And  these,  and  these,  and 
these  were  my  chiliiren!  They  nmld  die;  but  I! 
n^prolxite  wrolch,  alas!  I  cannot  die!  Dreadful  be- 
yond conception  is  iht*  judgment  that  hangy  over  me. 
Jerusalem  tell — I  crushed  the  sacking  halte.  and  pre- 
cipitated myself  into  the  destructive  tlames.  I  cursed 
the  l^unans — but,  alas !  alas !  the  restless  curse  held 
me  by  the  hair, — nnd  1  could  not  die ! 

"  Home  ihe  giantess  It'll — I  place<l  m3raclf  before 
the  falling  slntue — she  fell,  and  did  not  crush  me. 
Nations  sprung  up  and  disappenrtHl  before  me ; — bat 
I  remained  ami  did  not  die.  From  cloud-encircled 
clitiit  did  1  precipitate  myself  into  the  ocean ;  but  the 
foiuning  billows  ctwt  me  upon  the  shore,  aixi  the 
burning  arrow  of  existence  pierced  my  cold  heart 
again.  1  leaiK'd  into  Ktna's  llannng  ab)*aB,  and  roared 
with  the  giants  lur  ten  long  months,  polluting  with 
my  groans  the  Mount's  sulphureous  mouth — ah !  ten 
long  niontliK.  The  volcano  fcnnente<I,  an<l  in  a  fiery 
stream  of  lava  cust  me  up.  I  lay  toni  liy  the  tortura- 
snakes  of  hell  amid  the  glowing  cmders.  and  yet 
continuetl  to  exist. — A  forest  waa  on  fim :  I  darted 
on  wings  of  fury  and  despair  into  the  crackUng  wood. 
Fire  dropped  upon  me  from  the  trees,  but  the  flamea 
only  singed  my  limlM ;  alas !  it  could  not  consume 


of  proof,  although  it  might  militate  wil\v  lUc  o\»UiuiAe\\\wm.— V  t\»vi  Toi^^viwVvV^  WuUcni  of  mankind 
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and  plunged  in  the  tempett  of  the  raging  battle.  I 
toand  defiance  to  the  infuriate  Gaul,  defiance  to  the 
Tit%B*w"  German ;  but  arrows  and  spean  rebounded 
ta  ibnren  from  my  body.  The  Saracen's  flaming 
bnrice  upon  my  skull:  balls  in  vain  hissed 
me :  the  lightnings  of  battle  glared  harmless 
jfjH|iul  wf  loins:  in  vain  did  the  elephant  trample 
in  vmin  the  inm  hoof  of  the  wrathful  steed ! 
big  with  destructive  power,  burst  upon 
hurled  me  high  in  the  air — I  fell  on  heaps 
«f  — »*iwg  limbs,  but  was  only  singed.  The  giant's 
,  dob  rebounded  from  my  body ;  the  executioner's 
eould  not  strangle  me,  the  tiger's  tooth  could 
pieree  me,  nor  would  the  hungry  lion  in  the  cir- 
devonr  me.  I  cohabitated  with  poisonous  snakes, 
end  pinched  the  red  crest  of  the  dragon.  The  ser- 
pnt  ■Cong,  but  could  not  destroy  me. — ^The  dragon 
lofmented,  but  dared  not  to  devour  me. — I  now  pro- 
volsBd  the  iiiry  of  tyrants:  I  said  to  Nero,  Thou  art 
a  Moodhoand !  I  said  to  Christiem,  Thou  art  a  blood- 
hMmd!  I  eaid  to  Muley  Ismail,  Thou  art  a  blood- 
-The  tyrants  invented  cruel  torments,  but 

not  kill  me^ Ha!  not  to  be  able  to 

lo  be  able  to  die — not  to  be  permitted  to 
nrt  after  the  toils  of  life— to  be  doomed  to  be  im- 
ftr  ever  in  the  clay-formed  dungeon — to  be 
ever  cfegged  with  this  worthless  body,  its  load  of 
and  infirmities — to  be  condemned  to  hold  for 
wDeiuiiums  that  yawning  nxmster  Sameness,  and 
that  hungry  hyena,  ever  bearing  children,  and 
devouring  again  her  ofispring ! — ^Ha !  not  to  be 
pMBitted  to  die !  Awful  avenger  in  Heaven,  hast 
Ihoa  in  thine  armory  of  wrath  a  punishment  more 
dnadful  T  then  let  it  thunder  upon  me,  command  a 
lonicane  to  sweep  me  down  to  the  ibot  of  Carmel, 
that  I  there  may  lie  extended ;  may  pant,  and  writhe, 
and  die!" 

Thia  fragment  'm  the  translation  of  part  of  some 
Qerman  work,  whoao  title  I  have  vainly  endeavored 
la  discover.  I  (Hcked  it  up,  dirty  and  torn,  some 
jrean  ago,  in  linooln's-Inn  Fields. 

Note  15,  page  118,  col.  1. 

I  wiD  benet  a  Son.  sod  he  iliall  bear 
The  nni  of  all  the  world. 

A  book  is  put  into  our  hands  when  children,  called 
the  BiUe,  the  purport  of  whose  history  is  briefly  this : 
That  God  made  the  earth  in  six  days,  and  there  planted 
a  delightful  garden,  in  which  he  placed  the  first  pair 
of  human  beings.  In  the  midst  of  the  garden  he 
planted  a  tree,  whose  fruit,  although  within  their 
readi,  they  wore  forbidden  to  touch.  That  the  Devil, 
in  the  riiape  of  a  snake,  persuaded  them  to  eat  of 
thii  firnit;  in  consequence  of  which  God  condemned 
both  diem  and  their  poeteri^  yet  unborn,  to  satisfy 
hie  justice  by  their  eternal  misery.  That,  four  thou- 
sand years  after  these  events  (the  human  race  in  the 
meanwhile  having  gone  unredeemed  to  perdition), 
God  engendered  with  the  betrothed  wife  of  a  car- 
penter in  Judea  (whose  virginity  was  nevertheless 
oniiyured),  and  begat  a  Son,  whose  name  was  Jesus 
Christ ;  and  who  was  crucified  and  died,  in  order 
that  no  more  men  might  be  devoted  to  hell-fire,  he 
bearing  the  burthen  of  his  Father's  displeasure  by 
proxy.  The  book  states,  in  addition,  that  the  soul  of 
whoever  disbelieves  this  sacrifice  will  be  burned  with 
everlasting  fire. 

During  many  ages  of  misery  and  daiknesi»  this 
atory  gained  implicit  belief;  but  at  length  men  arose 
who  suspected  that  it  was  a  iable  and  imposture,  and 


that  Jesus  Christ,  so  fiir  from  being  a  God,  was  only 
a  man  like  themselves.  But  a  numerous  set  of  men, 
who  derived  and  still  derive  immense  emoluments 
from  this  opinion,  in  the  shape  of  a  popular  belief^ 
told  the  vulgar,  that,  if  they  did  not  believe  in  the 
Bible,  they  would  be  damned  to  all  eternity;  and 
burned,  imprisoned,  and  poisoned  all  the  unbiassed 
and  unconnected  inquirers  who  occasionally  arose. 
They  still  oppress  them,  so  far  as  the  people,  now 
become  more  enlightened,  will  allow. 

The  belief  in  all  that  the  Bible  contains,  is  called 
Christianity.  A  Roman  governor  of  Judea,  at  the  in- 
stances of  a  priest-led  mob,  crucified  a  man  called 
Jesus,  eighteen  centuries  s:go.  He  was  a  man  of  pure 
life,  who  desired  to  rescue  his  countrymen  from  the 
t3rranny  of  their  barbarous  and  dog^rading  superstitions. 
The  common  fate  of  all  who  desire  to  benefit  man- 
kind awaited  him.  The  rabble,  at  the  instigation  of 
the  priests,  demanded  his  death,  although  his  very 
judge  made  public  acknowledgment  of  his  innocence. 
Jesus  was  sacrificed  to  the  honor  of  that  God  with 
whom  he  was  afterwards  confounded.  It  is  of  im- 
portance, therefore,  to  distinguish  between  the  pre- 
tended character  of  this  being  as  the  Son  of  God 
and  the  Savior  of  the  worid,  and  4iis  real  character 
as  a  man,  who,  for  a  vain  attempt  to  reform  the  worid, 
paid  the  forfeit  of  his  life  to  that  overbearing  tyranny 
which  has  since  so  long  desolated  the  universe  in  his 
name.  Whilst  the  one  is  a  hypocritical  demon,  who 
announces  himself  as  the  God  of  compassion  and 
peace,  even  whilst  he  stretches  forth  his  blood-red 
hand  with  the  sword  of  discord  to  waste  the  earth, 
having  confessedly  devised  this  scheme  of  desolation 
from  eternity ;  the  other  stands  in  the  foremost  list  of 
those  true  heroes,  who  have  died  in  the  glorious 
martyrdom  of  liberty,  and  have  braved  torture,  ocm- 
tempt,  and  poverty,  in  the  cause  of  sufilering  hu- 
manity.* 

The  vulgar,  ever  in  extremes,  became  persuaded 
that  the  crucifixion  of  Jesus  was  a  supernatural  event 
Testimonies  of  miracles,  so  frequent  in  unenlightened 
ages,  were  not  wanting  to  prove  that  he  was  some- 
thing divine.  This  belief,  rolling  through  the  lapse 
of  ages,  met  with  the  reveries  of  Plato  and  the  rea- 
sonings of  Aristotle,  and  acquired  force  and  extent, 
until  the  divinity  of  Jesus  became  a  dogma,  which 
to  dispute  was  death,  which  to  doubt  was  infemy. 

Christianity  is  now  the  established  religion:  he 
who  attempts  to  impugn  it,  must  be  contented  to  be- 
hold murderers  and  traitors  take  precedence  of  him 
in  public  opinion :  though,  if  his  genius  be  equal  to 
his  courage,  and  assisted  by  a  peculiar  coalition  of 
circumstances,  future  ages  may  exalt  him  to  a  di- 
vinity, and  persecute  others  in  his  name,  as  he  was 
persecuted  in  the  name  of  his  predecessor  in  the 
homage  of  the  world. 

The  same  means  that  have  supported  every  other 
popular  belief,  have  supported  Christianity.  War, 
imprisonment,  assassination,  and  fiilsehood ;  deeds  of 
unexampled  and  incompomble  atrocity,  have  made  it 
what  it  is.  The  blood  shed  by  the  votaries  of  tlio 
God  of  mercy  and  peace,  since  the  establishment  of 
his  religion,  would  probably  suffice  to  drown  all  other 
sectaries  now  on  the  habitable  globe.  We  derive 
from  our  ancestors  a  faith  thus  fostered  and  support- 
ed :  we  quarrel,  persecute,  and  hate  for  its  mainte- 

*  Since  writing  this  note,  I  have  seen  reason  to  sospcct 
that  Jesus  was  an  ambitious  man^  who  aspired  to  tbe. 
throne  of  Judea. 
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Kfwi  undflr  ft  govwrnoMnt  wliidi,  wfaibt  it 
hiUlmiM  dw  veiy  right  of  dMNig^ftiid  ■peecfa,  boftiti 
of  ptmittiiig  dw  liberty  of  the  pnm,  a  nan  ie  pil- 
loried and'  imprieooed  becftUM  he  b  ft  deiit,  and  no 
one  reiwe  hii  voioe  in  the  indignetian  of  ontrftged 
hanonity.  But  it  ie  ever  e  proof  that  the  ftleehood 
of  ft  propoaitioa  ie  felt  bjr  thoee  who  use  coenaoo, 
not  reftiooing,  to  procure  iM  admiMon ;  and  a  die- 
liMrimnatn  obaerrer  would  feel  himself  moro  power> 
fottj  intsreeted  in  fiivor  of  e  man,  who,  dependiqg 
eo  the  trodi  of  hie  opinioae,  amply  elated  hie  reeao 
ftr  eniettaining  them,  than  in  that  of  hit  aggremi 
wIm)  daoni^y  avowing  hie  nnwillingneei  or  incapacity 
ID  aiMwer  them  by  aigoment,  proceeded  lo  reprem 
the  eoeigiee  and  blreak  the  epirit  of  their  promnlgalor 
ly  that  torture  and  imprtaoomient  whoae  inflictinn  he 
oould  commanii. 

Analogy  eeeme  to  fiivor  the  opinioo,  that  ae,  like 
other  By*<0>Bi,ChriotianityhBe  ariien  and  augmented, 
eo  like  them  it  will  decay  and  perieh ;  that,  ao  no- 
lance,  darimem,  and  dec^t,  not  reeonning  and  perwm- 
akm,  have  procured  its  admiarioQ  among  mankind, 
ao,  when  enthufiawn  baa  fubnded,  and  time,  diet  in- 
iillible  Gontroverter  of  fiihe  opiniooe,  hae  involved 
in  pretended  evidencee  in  the  darknem  of  andqui^, 
it  wiU  become  oboolete;  diat  MUion'o  poem  alooo 
will  give  permanency  to  the  remembrance  of  ill  ab- 
anrd^toef  and  diat  men  will  lau|^  ao  heartily  at 
graook  fidth,  redemption,  and  ori^nol  an,  as  they 
now  do  at  the  metamorphoses  of  Jupiter,  die  miradee 
of  Romiih  saints,  the  Aoaoy  of  witduiraft,  and  the 
appeannoe  of  departed  spirits. 

Had  the  Christian  religion  commenced  and  con- 
tinued by  the  mere  force  of  reesoning  and  penoasion, 
the  preceding  analogy  would  be  inadmimibie.  We 
should  never  speculate  on  the  future  ofaeoleteneos  of 
a  system  perfectly  conlbnnable  to  nature  and  reason: 
it  would  endure  so  long  as  they  endured ;  it  would 
be  a  truth  as  inditfputable  ai  the  light  of  the  sun,  the 
criminality  of  murder,  and  other  facts,  whose  evi- 
dence, do}>ending  on  our  organization  and  relative 
situations,  must  remain  acknowledged  as  satisfactory 
80  long  as  man  is  man.  It  is  an  incontrovertiblo  fact, 
the  consideration  of  which  ought  to  repress  the  hasty 
conclusions  of  credulity,  or  moderate  its  obstinacy  in 
maintaining  them,  that,  had  the  Jews  not  been  a 
fanatical  race  of  men,  had  even  the  resolutiun  of 
Pontius  Pilate  been  equal  to  his  candor,  the  Christian 
religion  never  could  have  prevailed,  it  could  not  even 
have  existed  :  on  so  feeble  a  thread  hangs  the  most 
cherished  opinion  of  a  sixth  of  the  human  race! 
When  will  the  vulgar  learn  humility?  When  will  the 
pride  of  ignorance  blush  at  having  believed  before  it 
oould  comprehend? 

Either  the  Christian  religion  is  true,  or  it  is  folse : 
if  true,  it  comes  from  God,  and  its  authenticity  can 
admit  of  doubt  and  dispute  no  further  than  its  om- 
nipotent author  is  willing  to  allow.  Either  the  power 
or  the  goodness  of  God  is  called  in  question,  if  he 
leaves  those  doctrines  most  essential  to  the  well-being 
of  man  in  doubt  and  dispute ;  the  only  ones  which, 
since  their  promulgation,  have  been  the  subject  of 
unceasing  cavil,  the  cause  of  irreconcilable  hatred. 
If  God  has  tpokeut  why  is  the  univerm  nU  convincedt 

There  is  this  passage  in  the  Christian  Scriptures : 
*"  Those  who  obey  not  God,  and  believe  not  the  Gos- 
pel of  his  Son,  shall  be  punished  with  everlasting 
destruction."     This  is  the  pivot  upon  which  all  re- 
lighnM  turn  :  they  all  assume  that  it  is  in  our  power . 
to  believe  or  not  to  believe ;  whereas  the  nuiMi  caik\ 


only  hii&sw  Ikat  wludi  it  diinki  tran.  A 
boteg  can  only  be  anpposed  ftoeoonlftblft  ftr  tei 
edona  which  an  Influeiioad  by  his  wiQ.  But  bsM 
is  utterly  distinct  fimn  and  imconneeted  wiA  vftlidnt 
it  is  the  ftpprehenaion  of  the  ftgreewiftntor 
aont  of  the  ideas  that  eompose  any  proposidoik 
liaf  is  ft  passinn,  or  involuntary  opantioQ  of  ihei 
and,  likft  other  paanons,  in  iniaaity  is  pndMlly  p» 
poctfonala  lo  die  degrees  of  eicilanflnL  VoliiQn  b 
aasontifti  to  merit  or  demerit  Bot  dw  GfarisiiHi  nft. 
gkm  iWanhfl'  the  i»»g**^F*  poasiUe  dMnas  o£  wkA 
and  deoMrit  to  that  which  iawofdw  of  iMidMr,  and 
wfaidt  ia  totally  winnnnacted  Mk  dw 
iftcnlty  of  tfao  Bdnd,  whose  prea— bo  i 
their  being. 

Chriadani^  was  intended  to  rofiMU  ika  wldi  hfti 
an  all-wise  Being  phumed  it,  nodmy  IB  am  impnkfr 
ble  dian  diat  it  should  have  feikd:  omoiMianDt 
would  infellibly  have  fowaeon  die  innlllifc  ef  a 
adiaaie  which  eiperience  danwnKmfb  Iftiio  %fi 
to  have  been  ntterly  nnsneoaasfiiL 

fTirifrtinity  inenhsales  the  necaoril^flf  nsikiAK 
the  Deity,  ftayer  may  be  coosidind  «d«  Um 
points  of  view  }— as  an  endenfor  to  rhii^  te  ki* 
tanlkns  of  God,  or  as  a  fbraml  taMteoiiy  ofoor  ok^ 
dienoe.  Bat  tbo  former  case  Mfpoaas  tknt  Ik*  m' 
prioes  of  ft  limited  intelligencft  cm  oooftaBDnftUy  li^ 
stmct  the  Crealor  of  the  worid  ham  to  ingiilftto  Ai 
onivMae;  and  the  latter,  a  certoki dflgma of  aftrvi% 
anaki|pms  to  die  kyalty  demanded  ky  MiAly  tyranto 
Obedienre  indeed  is  only  the  pitifid  aad  cowndkr 
egoiini  of  him  who  thinks  that  hft  osn  dn  i 
better  than  reason. 

Chrisdanity,  like  all  odier  religioni^  iwto 
mindea,  prophecies,  and  mai^^domoL  Ifo  id^^ 
ever  enstod,  which  had  not  its  proplietib  ito  aamtod 
miracles,  and,  above  all,  crowda  of  diimtoui  wkft 
would  bear  patiently  die  moot  horrible  toitaiaB  to 
prove  its  authenticity.  It  should  appear  that  in  no 
case  can  a  discriminating  mind  subscribe  to  the  genu- 
ineness of  a  miracle.  A  miracle  is  an  infraction  of 
nature's  law,  by  a  supernatural  cause ;  by  a  cause 
acting  beyond  that  eternal  circle  within  which  all 
things  are  included.  God  breaks  throuj^  the  law  of 
nature,  that  he  may  convince  nmnlrinH  of  die  trath 
of  that  revelation  which,  in  spite  of  his  precautions, 
has  been,  since  its  introduction,  the  sulgect  of  un- 
ceasing schinn  and  cavil. 

Miracles  resolve  themselves  into  the  foUowiiy 
questions  .■* — Whether  it  is  more  probable  the  laws 
of  nature,  hitherto  so  immutably  harmonious,  should 
have  undergone  violation,  or  that  a  man  dumld  have 
told  a  lie?  Whether  it  is  more  probable  diat  we  are 
ignorant  of  the  natural  cause  of  an  event,  or  that  we 
know  the  supernatural  one?  Hiat,  in  old  limes, 
when  the  powcn  of  nature  were  less  known  dian 
at  present,  a  certain  set  of  men  were  themselves  de- 
ceived, or  had  some  hidden  modve  for  deceiving 
others;  or  that  God  begat  a  son,  who,  in  his  legUa- 
tion,  measuring  merit  by  belieC  evidenced  liiwiJf 
to  be  totally  ignorant  of  the  powers  of  the  huBaa 
mind— of  what  is  voluntary,  and  what  is  the  con- 
trary? 

We  have  many  instances  of  men  tolling  liea  9— 
none  of  an  infraction  of  nature's  laws,  those  laws  of 
whose  government  alone  we  have  any  knowledge 
or  experience.  The  records  of  aU  nations  aflord  in- 
numerable instances  of  men  deceiving  other*,  either 
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on  TUiity  or  interest,  or  themselves  being  deceived 
f  the  Umitedness  of  their  views  and  their  ignorance 
r  natiiral  causes:  but  where  is  the  accredited  case 
r  God  having  come  upon  earth,  to  give  the  lie  to 
ii  own  creations  f  There  would  be  something  truly 
moderful  in  the  appearance  of  a  ghost ;  but  the 
mBt^ask  of  a  child  that  he  saw  one  as  he  passed 
ifoagh  the  churchryard  is  univeisally  admitted  to  be 
■a  BuracnkMis. 

Bat  evoi  supposing  that  a  man  should  raise  a  dead 
ody  to  life  before  our  eyes,  and  on  this  fact  rest  his 
Ub  to  being  considered  the  son  of  God ; — the  Hu- 
me Society  restores  drowned  perM)ns,  and  because 
t  Bikea  DO  mystery  of  the  method  it  employs,  its 
Bsmbeis  are  not  mistaken  for  the  sons  of  God.  All 
hat  we  have  a  right  to  infer  from  our  ignorance  of 
Im  CMise  of  any  event  is,  that  we  do  not  know  it : 
ttd  the  Mexicans  attended  to  this  simple  rule  when 
bay  heard  the  cannon  of  the  Spaniards,  they  would 
m  have  OQDsidered  them  as  gods :  the  experimenti 
€  nodan  chemistry  would  have  defied  the  wisest 
jnloaoplien  of  ancient  Greece  and  Rome  to  have 
fioonnled  fof  them  on  natural  principles.  An  author 
f  slRM^  oommon  sense  has  observed,  that  **  a  miracle 
I  no  nimcle  at  second-hand ;"  he  might  have  added, 
hat  ft  nuracle  is  no  miracle  in  any  case ;  for  until 
f*  are  acquainted  with  all  natural  causes,  we  have 
»  raano  to  imagine  others. 

Tliere  remains  to  be  considered  another  proof  of 
^hialiaiiity — Prophecy. '  A  book  is  written  before  a 
sMtun  event,  in  which  this  event  is  foretold ;  how 
mdd  die  prophet  have  foreknown  it  without  inspi- 
tdoof  how  could  he  have  been  inspired  without 
Sod  7  The  greatest  stress  is  laid  on  the  prophecies  of 
ioaee  and  Hosea  on  the  dispersion  of  the  Jews,  and 
bat  of  Isaiah  concerning  the  coming  of  the  Messiah. 
Rm  prophecy  of  Mosea  is  a  collection  of  every  pos- 
iUe  cursing  and  blesnng;  and  it  is  so  for  from  being 
Darvellous  that  the  one  of  dispersion  should  have 
wen  falfilled,  that  it  would  have  been  more  sur- 
irising  if^  out  of  all  these,  none  should  have  taken 
iflect.  In  Deuteronomy,  chap,  xxviii.  ver.  64,  where 
kloaea  explicitly  foretells  the  dispersion,  he  states  that 
hey  shall  there  serve  gods  of  wood  and  stone :  "  And 
he  Lord  diall  scatter  thee  among  all  people,  from  the 
me  end  of  the  earth  even  to  the  other,  and  there  thou 
lAott  mrpe  other  gods,  which  neither  thou  nor  thy 
fathers  hoK  knoum^  even  gods  of  wood  and  tt<me.'* 
rhe  Jews  are  at  this  day  remarkably  tenacious  of 
heir  religion.  Moses  alto  declares  that  they  shall 
ye  sulgected  to  these  causes  for  disobedience  to  his 
itnal :  **  And  it  shall  come  to  pass,  if  thou  wilt  not 
learken  unto  the  voice  of  the  Lord  thy  God,  to  ob- 
enre  lo  do  all  the  oommandmenti  and  statutes  which 
;  command  you  this  day,  that  all  these  curses  shall 
upon  thee  and  overtake  thee."  Is  this  the  real 
f  The  third,  fourth  and  fifth  chapters  of  Hosea 
ire  a  piece  of  immodest  confession.  The  indelicate 
ype  might  apply  in  a  hundred  senses  to  a  hundred 
lungs.  Tlie  fifVy-third  chapter  of  Isaiah  is  more 
explicit,  3ret  it  does  not  exceed  in  clearness  the  oracles 
if  Delpbos.  The  historical  proofs  that  Moses,  Isaiah 
ind  Hosea  did  write  when  they  are  said  to  have 
arritten,  is  &r  fipom  being  clear  and  circumstantial. 

Bat  prophecy  requires  proof  in  its  character  as  a 
nuracle ;  we  have  no  right  to  suppose  that  a  man 
foreknew  future  eventi  fiom  God,  until  it  is  demon- 
itrated  that  he  neither  could  know  them  by  his  own 
exertions,  nor  that  the  writings  which  contain  the 
prediction  could  possibly  have  been  fobricaled  after 


the  event  pretended  to  be  foretold.  It  is  more  prob* 
able  that  writings,  pretending  to  divine  inspiration* 
should  have  been  fabricated  after  the  ftilfilment  of 
their  pretended  prediction,  than  that  they  should  have 
really  been  divinely  inspired;  when  we  conader 
that  the  latter  supposition  mskee  God  at  once  the 
creator  of  the  human  mind,  and  ignorant  of  its  pri- 
mary powers,  particularly  as  we  have  numberless 
instances  of  fiilse  reUgions,  and  forged  prophecies  of 
things  long  past,  and  no  accredited  case  of  God  hav- 
ing conversed  with  men  directly  or  indirectly.  It  is 
also  possible  that  the  description  of  an  event  might 
have  for^jone  its  occurrence;  but  this  is  for  from 
being  a  legitimate  proof  of  a  divine  revelation,  as 
many  men,  not  pretending  to  the  character  at  a 
prophet,  have  nevertheless,  in  this  sense,  {Hophesied. 

Lord  Chesterfield  was  never  taken  for  a  prophet, 
even  by  a  bishop,  yet  he  uttered  this  remarkable 
prediction :  **  The  despotic  government  of  France  is 
screwed  up  to  the  highest  pitch;  a  revolution  is  fost 
approaching ;  that  revolution,  I  am  convinced,  will 
be  radical  and  sanguinary."  Thii  appeared  in  the 
letters  of  the  prophet  long  before  the  accomplishment 
of  this  wonderful  prediction.  Now,  have  these  par- 
ticulars come  to  pass,  or  have  they  not  ?  If  they  have, 
how  could  the  Earl  have  foreknown  them  without 
inspiration  ?  If  we  admit  the  truth  of  the  Christian 
rehgion  on  testimony  such  as  this,  we  most  admit, 
on  the  same  strength  of  evidence,  that  God  has  af- 
fixed the  highest  rewards  to  belief  and  the  eternal 
tortures  of  the  neverdying  worm  to  disbelief;  both 
of  which  have  been  demonstrated  to  be  involuntary. 

The  last  proof  of  the  Christian  religion  depends 
on  the  influence  of  the  Holy  Ghost  Theologians 
divide  the  influence  of  the  Holy  Ghost  into  its  ordi- 
nary and  extraordinary  modes  of  operation.  The 
latter  is  supposed  to  be  that  which  inspired  the 
Prophets  and  Apostles;  and  the  former  to  be  the 
grace  of  God,  which  summarily  makes  known  the 
truth  of  his  revelation,  to  those  whose  mind  is  fitted 
for  its  reception  by  a  submissive  perusal  of  his  word. 
Persons  convinced  in  this  manner,  can  do  any  thing 
but  account  for  their  conviction,  describe  the  time  at 
which  it  happened,  or  the  maimer  in  which  it  came 
upon  them.  It  is  supposed  to  enter  the  mind  by 
other  channels  than  those  of  die  senses,  and  there- 
fore profeases  to  be  superior  to  reason  founded  on 
their  experience. 

Admitting,  however,  the  usefulness  or  possibility 
of  a  divine  revelation,  unless  we  demolish  the  foun- 
dations of  all  human  knowledge,  it  is  requisite  that 
our  reason  should  previously  demonstrate  its  genu- 
ineness ;  for,  before  wo  extinguish  the  steady  my  of 
reason  and  common  sense,  it  is  fit  that  we  should  dis- 
cover whether  we  can  do  without  their  asristance, 
whether  or  no  there  be  any  other  'widch  may  suflice 
to  guide  us  through  the  labjrrinth  of  life.**  for,  if  a 
man  is  to  be  inspired  upon  all  occasions,  if  he  is  to 
be  sure  of  a  thing  because  he  is  sure,  if  the  ordinary 
operations  of  the  spirit  are  not  to  be  considered  very 
extraordinary  modes  of  demonstration,  if  enthusiasm 
is  to  usurp  the  place  of  proof,  and  madness  that  of 
sanity,  all  reasoning  is  superfluous.  The  Mahometan 
dies  fighting  for  his  prophet,  the  Indian  immolates 
himself  at  the  chariot-wheels  of  Brahma,  the  Hot- 
tentot worships  an  insect,  the  Negro  a  bunch  of  foa- 


*  Bee  Locke's  Essay  on  the  Raman  Understandiiif ,  book 
iv.  chap.  xix.  on  EnUnuiaam. 
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cIh.  Thai  which  u  incapable  of  jnof  iltetf,  ii  no 
pimf  oT  nn;  IldnK  elie.  ProphMy  hu  aln  been 
rejected  by  the  mm  of  reann.  llian.  then,  who 
IuT«  hDen  necniiiny  inipired.  are  llui  onlf  tnie  be- 
Uaren  to  Ihe  Chnatinn  relighia. 


■  of  Ihe 
ViTid  ■enaticin.  of  eithor  pain 
oi  plcwura,  nwkea  ihe  time  apsm  Inie.  oa  the  con- 
cnuD  pbnw  is.  biTcsme  il  rendcn  i»  niure  aculoly 
ranKiaiw  of  our  idms.  If  a  miiiil  J>e  roruwiDiu  ofa 
huiKlrHl  idmi  during  oue  minulp.  by  ths  Elock,  tod 
of  two  hundred  during  annlher,  thr  loiter  of  Iheaa 

(n  the  mind  ai  mo  0ici>pd  one  in  quonlily.  If.  there- 
fbrc.  the  human  mind,  by  any  future  improvemenl 
of  in  aepflibiljty,  ihould  become  conscioua  of  an  irw 
fitule  number  of  iileos  in  a  minute,  tiiai  tninute  would 
be  eternity.  I  do  not  hence  infer  that  the  actual 
apace  between  the  binh  and  death  of  a  man  will 
ever  be  pmlonged ;  but  thai  hii  >ennln)ily  i*  pe^ 
lectible,  and  Ihat  the  number  of  ideiu  which  hii 


,   Onem 


another 


if  receivio)!  u  indetim 
le  rack  during  twelve  \a 
sleei*  aoundly  in  hi*  bedi  Ihe  difliii 
perceived  by  thete  iivo  ponMU  ia  immonH,-  nne 
hardly  will  believe  Ihiii  half  an  hour  hu  olapied, 
the  other  roiild  rreilti  thai  ccnluriea  bad  Down  dai^ 
ing  hit  agony.  Thus,  the  life  of  a  man  of  virlnn 
and  talenl  who  should  die  in  hia  thirlieih  year,  ia, 
with  regard  to  hii  own  feelinga,  longer  llum  thai  of 


t.riddcn 


century  of  duilno«.  The  one  hai  perpetually  cnl- 
livBied  hie  menial  faculiiea,  liaa  rendered  himaelf 
master  of  hii  Ihoughln,  ran  abBtrocI  ond  gcoeraliie 
amid  the  lolbargy  of  every-doy  lii»itie« ,' — Ihe  olhor 
mn  BlombtT  over  (he  bn|[h1eft  momcnuof  hia  being, 
and  it  unable  to  rememtwr  Ihe  hajipieit  hour  of  hii 
hH,  Prrhapt  Iho  periahiag  ephvmenui  oii^i  ■ 
Jrniger  tile  Ihaa  Ihe  (ortoiie. 


note  17,  paga  ISO,  cat  1 

He  dinthi  1ui»  tiMl  k»b  hta  la  &•  fe<» 

t  hold  ihst  Ihe  ilepravity  of  ihe  lAyacal  tai  m 

Datnre  of  man  oriiiitialed  ia  hii  umutnnl  b^ta 

life.     The  origin  of  maik  lilia  Ibu  <£  IW  irfN 

*  ■   ■    ■      part,iiei 


■ook  the  padi  of  naluiOi  uid  wnlHiiai 

hajqinea  of  hia  being  to  unnatiinl  a^ _^ 

:dale  of  diia  erenl  aeenu  to  hare  aim  imm  llattf 
■ona  (real  change  ui  the  dinalea  of  dw  m 
wlucli  il  baa  an  obvioua  conaapoodnKK    ' 


and  Ihe  loa  of  sverlaning  liA,  • 

eiplanalion  than  Ihe  dincoie  and  crina 

flowed  from  unnoniral  iJiet     Miitoo  t 

aware  of  Ihia,  that  he  makes  Ratihael  Ihiu  eihibit  » 

Adam  the  cooiequciit-c  of  hii  iliaobedlenee. 

dark: 


BeAnhiicra 

appear-d 

Kumbenofi 

diRiaod 

all  BilladM 

Offbaillyu. 

unny,  all 

IfmunUDdi. 

Dro^Hin,  iiid  uttauu,  and  Joial-rackiiif  ifamiM 

And  how  many  Ihooiandi  nkore  might  not  be 
added  to  thii  liighlful  eatalogqe  I 

The  atory  of  Promethi>m  ii  one  likewin  whic^ 
nlihough  univeimlly  admitted  to  be  allegorical  ha 
never  been  nliifactniy  eiiploined.  Pimneiheui  ilDla 
lire  fiom  heaven,  and  nos  chained  for  thii  irinw  N 
Mount  Caucoiui.  where  n  vulture  conliiiually  de- 
voured bii  liver,  that  gtev  lo  meei  iia  hunger,  H^ 
nod  soys,  thai,  before  Ihe  time  of  Promethcua.  man- 
kind were  eiomiil  Ihim  lufloing;  that  (bey  enjayH 
a  vtgi>roni  youth,  and  that  death,  when  at  length  il 
came,  appmached  like  deep,  and  gently  ctoied  their 
tf/ei.  Again,  n  genenl  wo*  lbs  opinion,  that  Horace 

poel  o(  the  Atiguilan  age,  writei — 
Andai  omnia  perpMi. 
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Aodut  Tapati  genu 
IgnoD  fraudt  mala  gentibuf  iniuUt: 

Poat  ignem  Btheiii  domd 
Sabdnetuin,  madeaet  nova  febrium 

Terria  incubuit  eotaora, 
flMDoUque  priua  tarda  naoeantaa 

lietlii  Gorripuit  gradmn. 

How  pkin  a  language  ia  apoken  by  all  thia !  Pktmie- 
AaaaCwho  repreaenta  the  human  race)  effected  aome 
gnat  diange  in  the  condition  of  hia  nature,  and  ap- 
pliad  lire  to  ctfinary  purpoaea ;  thua  inventing  an  ex- 
pwiianr  fixr  acreening  firnn  hia  diaguat  the  horma  of 
A»  ahamUea.  From  thia  moment  hia  vitala  were 
daamned  by  the  vulture  of  diaeaae.  It  oooaumed 
Ua  being  in  every  ahape  of  ita  lotheaome  and  infinite 
variety,  inducing  the  aonl-quelling  ainkingn  of  prema- 
liirB  aad  violent  death.  All  vice  aroae  fVom  the  ruin 
of  iMahhfiil  innocence.  Tyranny,  aupentition,  com- 
■nd  inequality,  were  then  firat  known,  when 
vainly  attempted  to  guide  the  wanderinga  of 
paaaion.  I  ccmclude  thia  part  of  the 
■nl^laet  with  an  extract  from  Mr.  Newtoo'a  Defence 
of  VagetaUe  Regimen,  from  whom  I  have  borrowed 
tkai  inieipretation  of  the  faUe  of  Prometheua. 

*  Making  allowance  for  auch  tranapoaition  of  the 
9W9B/tB  of  the  allegory  aa  time  might  produce  after 
tfie  important  trutha  were  fiwgotten,  which  thia  por- 
tioB  of  die  ancient  mythology  waa  intended  to  trana- 
■ii;  ttm  drift  of  the  fhble  aeema  to  be  thia : — Man  at 
Ua  cnation  waa  endowed  with  the  gift  of  perpetual 
yomh;  that  ia,  he  waa  not  formed  to  be  a  aickly  auf> 
ftring  creature  aa  we  now  aee  him,  but  to  e^joy 
health,  and  to  aink  by  alow  degreea  into  the  boaom 
of  hia  parent  earth,  without  diaeaae  or  pain.  Prome- 
OieoB  fiiat  taught  the  uae  of  animak  food  (primua 
bovem  ocddit  Piometheua*)  and  of  fire.  Math  which 
to  render  it  more  digeatiUe  and  pleaaing  to  the  taate. 
Jnpitor,  and  the  reat  of  the  goda,  fbreaeeing  the  con- 
aaquencea  of  theae  inventiona,  were  amuaed  or  irri- 
taled  at  the  ahort-aighted  deviceaof  the  newly-formed 
creafure,  and  left  him  to  experience  the  aad  efie^ta 
of  Aem.  Thirat,  the  neceaaary  concomitant  of  a 
llaah  diet,"  (perhapa  of  all  diet  vitiated  by  culinaiy 
pieparatioo,)  **enaued;  water  waa  reaorted  to,  and 
man  Ibrfoited  the  ineatimable  gift  of  health  which  he 
had  received  from  Heaven :  he  became  diaeaaed,  the 
partaker  of  a  precarioua  exiatence,  and  no  Icmger 
deaoeoded  alowly  to  hia  grave.'*t 

Bat  Joat  diaeaae  to  luxury  auecaeda. 
And  every  death  its  own  avenger  breeda ; 
The  (Ury  pasaions  fVom  tbat  blood  began, 
Aad  tarn'd  on  man  a  fiercer  aavage— man. 

Man*  and  the  animala  whom  he  haa  infected  with 
nia  aodety,  or  depraved  by  hia  dominion,  are  alone 
diaeaaed.  The  wild  hog,  the  mouflon,  the  biaon,  and 
the  wolfl  are  perfecfly  exempt  from  malady,  and  in- 
variaMy  die  either  from  external  violence,  or  natural 
oM  age.  But  the  domeatic  hog,  the  aheep,  the  cow, 
and  the  dog,  are  anbject  to  an  incredible  variety  of 
diatempeia ;  and,  like  the  oorruptora  of  their  nature, 
have  phyaiciana  who  thrive  upon  dieir  miaeriea.  The 
aapereminence  of  man  ia  like  Satan'a,  a  auperemi- 
nance  of  pain;  and  the  m^iority  of  hia  apedea, 
doomed  to  penury,  diaeaae,  and  crime,  have  reaaoa  to 
eniae  the  untoward  event,  that  by  enabling  him  to 

•  Plin.  Nat.  Hist.,  lib.  vii.  aaet.  57. 
t  Return  to  Nature.  Cadall.  1611. 


oommnmcate  hia  aenaaiioaB,  raiaed  him  above  ttm 
level  of  hia  fellow  animala.  But  the  atopa  that  have 
been  taken  are  irrevocable.  The  whole  of  human 
adence  ia  compriaed  in  one  queation:— How  can  the 
advantagea  of  intellect  and  civilisation  be  recondlea 
with  the  liberty  and  pure  pleeaurea  of  natural  Ule  f 
How  can  we  take  the  bonefila,  and  reject  die  evila 
of  the  a3ratem,  which  ia  now  intervi-oven  with  all  the 
fibrea  of  our  being? — I  believe  that  abatinenoe  from 
animal  food  and  apirituoua  liquora  would  in  a  great 
meaaure  capacitate  ua  for  the  eolation  of  thia  import- 
ant queation. 

It  ia  true,  that  mental  and  bodily  derangemoit  ia 
attributable  in  part  to  other  deviationa  fiom  rectitiide 
and  nature  than  thoae  which  c<Micem  diet  The  nd»> 
takea  cheriahed  by  aociety  reapecting  the  ooimexioa 
of  the  aexoa,  whence  the  miaery  and  diaeaaea  of  un- 
aatiafied  celibacy,  unenjojring  proatitution,  and  the 
premature  arrival  of  puberty,  neceaaarily  apring;  the 
putrid  atmoaphere  of  crowded  citiea ;  tttt  exhalatioBa 
of  chemical  proceeaea ;  the  muffling  of  our  bodieain 
auperfluoua  apparel ;  the  abaurd  treatment  of  in&niB : 
— -all  theae,  and  innumerable  other  cauaea,  oontribato 
their  mite  to  the  maaa  of  human  evil. 

Comparative  anatomy  teachoa  ua  that  man  reaem- 
blea  fiiigivoroua  animala  in  everything,  and  camivor* 
oua  in  nothing ;  he  haa  neither  clawa  wherewith  to 
aeize  hia  prey,  nor  diatinct  and  pointed  teeth  to  tear 
the  living  fibre.  A  Mandarin  of  the  firat  claaa,  with 
naila  two  inchea  long,  would  probably  find  them  alone 
inefficient  to  hold  even  a  hajre.  After  every  aubcer- 
fuge  of  gluttony,  the  bull  muat  be  degraded  into  the 
ox,  and  the  ram  into  the  wether,  by  an  unnatural 
and  inhuman  operation,  that  the  flaccid  fibre  may 
ofller  a  fiuntor  reaiatance  to  rebelliona  nature.  It  ia 
only  by  aofVening  and  diaguiaing  dead  fleah  by  culi- 
nary preparation,  that  it  ia  rendered  aoaceptible  of 
maatication  or  digeation;  and  that  the  aigfat  of  ila 
bloody  juicea  and  raw  horror  doea  not  excite  intoler- 
able k>thing  and  diaguat.  Let  the  advocate  of  animal 
food  force  himaelf  to  a  deciaive  experiment  on  ila 
fitnoaa,  and,  aa  Plutarch  recoramenda,  tear  a  living 
lamb  with  hia  teeth,  and  plunging  hia  head  into  ita 
vitala,  alake  hia  thirat  vrith  the  atreaming  blood ;  when 
freah  from  the  deed  of  horror,  let  him  revert  to  the 
irreaiatible  inatincta  of  nature  that  would  riae  in  judg- 
ment againat  it,  and  aay,  Nature  formed  me  for  audi 
work  aa  ttiia.  Then,  and  then  only,  would  he  be 
conaiatent. 

Man  reaemblea  no  camivOTOua  animal  lliere  ia 
no  exception,  unleaa  man  be  one,  to  the  rule  of  her- 
bivoroua  animala  having  cellulated  colona. 

The  orang-outang  perfectly  reaemblea  man  both 
in  the  order  and  number  of  hia  teeth.  The  orang- 
outang ia  the  moat  anthropomorphooa  of  the  ape  tribe, 
all  of  which  are  atrictly  frugivoroua.  There  ia  no 
other  apedea  of  animala,  which  live  on  different  food, 
in  which  flua  analogy  exiMa4  In  many  frugivOTOua 
animala,  the  canine  teeth  are  more  pointed  and  dia- 
tinct than  thoae  of  man.  The  reaemblance  alao  of 
the  human  atomach  to  that  of  the  orang-outang,  ia 
greater  than  to  that  of  any  other  animal. 

The  inteatinea  are  alao  identical  with  thoae  of  her^ 
faivoroua  animala,  which  preeent  a  larger  aurfaee  for 
afaaorptioo,  and  have  ample  and  celhilated  colona. 
The  ooBCumalao,  though  abort,  ia  larger  ttan  that  of 

t  Cteviw,  Lafona  d'Anat.  Comp.  torn.  iii.  page  100.  S73, 
448, 485, 480.    Iteea'a  Cyclppadia,  article  Mak. 
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of  te  Imn  ftHM  ten  k  *■!  of 
»  a  pan  ngtHhto  di<t^  in  iiwj  —mill 
.   It  a  tn§,  that  te  nlnoiuiM  l»  ataitin 
iiod,  m  tboM  who  bnve  bma  long  ao- 
l»  in  ninMlai.  ii  lo  gnat  m  mmm  ptam 
MtoteKstietlyovwQaBM;  bottfali 
bringinf  nj  aitmnoBt  in  in  4vor.    A 
ftd  fixr  tome  linionfliiklqrn 
il^  «vm  MfiMd  ito  mtnnl  diet  at  tfM  «nd  of  te 
la  aia  nuMVooi  InniufM  of  bona 
and.amwood-pigMni^  having  baan 
l»  Inn  ivon  lltih.  nnia  tbBf  hava  kdiad  dMir 
Toong  ehOdian  andanUjr  pia^ 
apidaib  and  oiber  flnit,  totbaiarii 
|\niil,  if  tha  gnalnal  dafiavation  of  tha 
HHi^  tba  flaa  nw  of  TarMablai  !■§  ftra 
inoonvaniflneai ;  for  a  tkm,  I 


ftoB  apinnawi  liqnon  vi^  aniinal  ftod  la 
iigaiiblii  and  pua  nraiar,  hai  flulad  nUmlriv  la 
fangonla  tba  body,  bw  landoiing  in  joiooa  Hind 
■ri'cwniinlonnwn.  and  to  laoloia  to  tba  aind  tel 
and  olartcity,  wbi^  not  ona  la  fiftjr 
on  fta  piM  Mil  ■|Huin  Alavaafrtmng 
kahawilkdiakal^tuight  toinftnto.  J^ 
nmi  avai^  ona  lananbaiB  tha  wiy  frcai  whiflh  tlia 
inti^of  pottpindaeod.  Umophi<icnlad  hntinat 
Ii  invaiiahlf  nniifi«g;  hmtodaoidaon  On  ilni 
of  aaiaal  ftod,  tan  tha  pocvailad  appolim  wUah 
In  Bimi'TiHf'^  ndapiian  pndnoi^  ii  to  anka  dw 
crindnalajodgainluionmaanM:  itioaranwon 
ll  ii  awr— ^  to  te  hiftlnalid  dnmkaid  la  a  qnia> 
Hon  of  On  nlofariiy  of  bnnhr. 

Whtt  ii  dw  aauM  of  morind  aeHon  hi  *a  anfanal 
mmtmt  NbtdwairwabraathabftronrftOow^ani- 
Mmof  natma  biaasha  dw  oama  imiBjafad ;  noCdia 
watar  we  drink,  (if  lemoie  fitmi  the  pollationi  of 
man  and  hk  inventioai,*)  for  the  animali  drink  it  too; 
not  die  earth  we  tread  upon ;  not  the  unobicurad 
■ght  of  glorious  nature,  in  the  wood,  the  fiek),  or  the 
axpanw  of  sky  and  ocean ;  nothing  that  we  are  or 
do  in  oonunon  with  the  undiseaaed  inhabitant!  of  tha 
fiveit  Something  then  wherein  we  difler  from  them: 
oar  liabit  of  altering  our  food  by  fire,  lo  that  our  ap- 
patito  if  no  kaiger  a  joit  criterion  for  the  fitne«  of  iii 
gratification.  Except  in  children,  there  remain  no 
tracoi  of  that  instinct  which  determines,  in  all  other 
animals,  what  aliment  is  natural  or  otherwise ;  and 
10  parftctly  obliterated  are  they  in  the  reasoning  adults 
of  our  species,  that  it  has  become  necessary  to  urge 
oonaderaikms  drawn  from  comparatiTe  anatomy  to 
prove  that  we  are  naturally  frugivorous. 

Crime  is  madness.  Madness  is  disease.  Wbenever 
the  cause  of  disease  shall  be  discovered,  the  root, 
fiom  which  all  vice  snd  misery  have  so  long  over- 
ihadowed  the  globe,  will  lie  bare  to  the  ax.  All  the 
aaartions  of  man,  fiom  that  moment,  may  be  ooosid- 
arad  as  tending  to  the  clear  profit  of  his  spades.  No 
aana  ovnd  in  a  sane  body  resolves  upon  a  real 
ciima.   It  Ii  a  man  of  violent  passkms,  bkiodabot 
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*  Ths  Bseessity  of  resorting  to  some  means  of  parifyiag 
watsr,  and  the  disease  wMcb  arises  from  its  adulteratioa 
la  dviliaed  eoontries,  is  sofldently  aiiparenL— Bee  Dr. 
I^Aaaa*e  Reports  on  Caaoer.  I  do  not  sssert  that  the  aee 
or  water  is  in  itself  oanataral,  bat  t^t  the  nnpervartad 
fmlMtt  woald  saraUow  ao  liqaid  capahfa  of  oeeasioniag 


lal  nitonli.lookwidiooolMBoiiOBMna^fil 
it  to  ba  battivad  dnt  a  bw«  ofga^a 
linngftatohii  maal  of  raon^  wonld  toko 
qnito  of  bloodt  Wm  Naro  a  aan  of 
hfr  t  eoold  yon  mad cnhn  haabh ia hiii 
with  nngovoniabia  propanritiai  of  hnriod  Ar  dn 
homan  race f  Did  Muley  Ismael's  poke  baatovanly, 
was  his  skin  transparent,  did  his  eyas  beam  widi 
healthfulness,  and  in  invariable  oonoomilanti^  dioir> 
fulness  and  benignity  ?  Though  history  has  dacidad 
none  of  those  questions,  a  child  ooold  not  hasifita  to 
answer  in  the  negative.  Surely  the  bile  niflusiid 
cheek  of  Bonaparte,  his  wrinkled  bsow,  and  yaOow 
eye,  the  ceaseless  inquietude  of  his  nervooi  sfnas^ 
speak  no  less  plainly  the  char^ter  of  his  muaniiv 
ambition  than  his  murders  and  hia  vidoriaa  It  ia 
impossible,  had  Bonaparte  descended  from  a  rKa  of 
vegetable  feeders,  that  he  could  have  had  aidiar  tha 
inclination  or  the  power  to  ascend  the  thrana  of  Iha 
Bourbons.  The  desire  of  tyranny  eonld  scaroaly  ba 
exdted  in  the  individual,  the  power  to  tyranniaa 
would  certainly  not  be  delegated  by  a  soda^  mitbar 
firended  by  inebriation  nor  rendered  impotent  and 
irrational  by  disease.  Pregnant  indeed  with  inex- 
haustible calamity  is  the  renunciation  of  inatinct,  ai 
it  concerns  our  physical  nature;  arithmeiio  oannol 
enumerate,  nor  reason  perhaps  suspect,  the  mnllito- 
dinous  sources  of  disease  in  dviliaed  lift.  Evan 
common  water,  that  apparendy  infwiwi*^w  pabohnn» 
when  oomipted  by  the  filth  of  popoloos  ciiias,  ia  a 
deadly  and  insidious  destroyer.*  Who  can  wonder 
that  all  the  inducemento  heki  out  by  God  himself  in 
the  Bible  to  virtue  should  have  beoi  vainer  than  a 
nurse's  tale;  and  that  those  dogmas,  by  whidi  ha  has 
diare  exdted  and  justified  the  most 
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dioiild  haT0  alone  been  deemed   easential; 
ChriitiaiM  are  in  the  daily  pnctice  of  all  thoee 
nHudi  have  infected  with  dieease  and  crime, 
oolf  the  reprobate  aom,  but  those  fiivored  chil- 
of  the  common  Father's  love?   Omnipotence 
eonld  not  nve  them  from  the  oonBequences  of 
ttia  original  and  oniveraal  sin. 

Tboro  ■  DO  disease,  bodily  or  mental »  which  adop* 
tlon  of  TagotaUe  diet  and  pure  water  has  not  infidli- 
Uf  nitigaledt  wherever  the  experiment  has  been 
ftiilf  tiied.      Debility  is  gradually  converted  into 
ttnifph,  disease  into  healthfulness ;  madness,  in  all 
in  hideous  variety,  from  the  ravings  of  the  fettered 
to  the  unaccountable  irrationalities  of  iU 
r«  that  make  a  hell  of  domestic  life,  into  a  calm 
eonsiderate  evenness  of  temper,  that  alone  might 
a  certain  pledge  of  the  future  moral  reformation 
of  aoeiely.    On  a  natural  system  of  diet,  old  age 
be  our  last  and  our  only  malady ;  the  term  of 
ntence  would  be  protracted ;  we  should  ei^y 
US^  and  no  longer  preclude  others  from  the  e^joy- 
■MDt  of  it;  all  sensational  delights  would  be  infi- 
aiialy  more  exquisite  and  perfect ;  the  very  sense  of 
boing  would  then  be  a  continued  pleasure,  such  as 
wo  now  ieel  it  in  some  few  and  favored  moments  of 
our  yoQth.    By  all  that  is  sacred  in  our  hopes  for 
tfio  human  race,  I  coqjure  those  who  love  happiness 
and  truth,  to  give  a  fair  trial  to  the  vegetable  system. 
RoMoning  is  surely  superfluous  on  a  subject  whose 
Borits  an  eiperience  of  six  months  would  set  for 
•Tor  at  rest     But  it  is  only  among  the  enlightened 
and  benevolent  that  so  great  a  sacrifice  of  appetite 
and  prcgodice  can  be  expected,  even  though  its  ulti- 
mate excellence  should  not  admit  of  dispute.     It  is 
Ibond  easier,  by  the  short-sighted  victims  of  disease, 
to  palliate  their  torments  by  medicine,  than  to  pre- 
TODt  them  by  regimen.  The  vulgar  of  all  ranks  are  in- 
Tariably  sensual  and  indocile ;  yet  I  cannot  but  feel 
myself  persuaded,  that  when  the  benefits  of  vegeta- 
ble diet  are  mathematically  proved ;  when  it  is  as 
eloar,  that  those  who  live  naturally  are  exempt 
fiom  premature  death,  as  that  nine  is  not  one,  the 
most  sottish  of  mankind  will  feel  a  preference  to- 
wards a  kmg  and  tranquil,  contrasted  with  a  short  and 
painful  life.    On  an  average,  out  of  sixty  persons, 
finir  die  in  three  years.    Hopes  are  entertained  that, 
in  April  1814,  a  statement  will  be  given,  that  sixty 
penoos,  all  having  lived  more  than  three  yean  on 
Togetablea  and  pure  water,  are  then  in  perfect  health. 
Mon  than  two  yean  have  now  elapsed ;  not  one  of 
tkem  ha$  died ;  no  such  example  will  be  found  in  any 
sixty  pemns  taken  at  random.    Seventeen  persons 
of  all  ages  (the  families  of  Dr.  Lamb  and  Mr.  New- 
Ion)  have  lived  for  seven  yean  on  this  diet  without 
a  death,  and  almost  without  the  slightest  illness.  Sure- 
ly, when  we  consider  that  some  of  these  were  infants. 
Mid  one  a  martyr  to  asthma  now  nearly  subdued,  we 
may  challenge  any  seventeen  persons  taken  at  ran- 
dom in  this  city  to  exhilxt  a  parallel  case.    Those 
who  have  been  excited  to  question  the  rectitude  of 
established  habits  of  diet,  by  these  loose  remarks, 
ahoold  consult  Mr.  Newton's  luminous  and  eloquent 

When  these  jaooA  come  &irly  before  the  world, 
and  are  cleariy  seen  by  all  who  underhand  arithmetic 
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it  is  scanely  poanble  that  abstinence  from  aUmenls 
demonstrably  pernicious  should  not  become  vnw- 
sal.  In  proportion  to  the  number  of  proselytes,  ao 
will  be  the  weight  of  evidence ;  and  when  a  thou- 
sand persons  can  be  produced,  living  on  vegetables 
and  distillod  water,  who  have  to  dread  no  disease  but 
old  ago,  the  world  will  be  compelled  to  regard  ani- 
mal flcrih  and  fermented  liquon  as  slow  but  certain 
poisons.  The  change  which  would  be  produced  by 
simpler  habits  on  political  economy  is  sufficiently  re- 
markable. The  monopolizing  eater  of  animal  flesh 
would  no  longer  destroy  his  constitution  by  devouring 
an  acre  at  a  meal,  and  many  loaves  of  bread  would 
cease  to  contribute  to  gout,  madness  and  apO|;dexy, 
in  the  shape  of  a  put  of  porter,  or  a  dram  oif  gin, 
when  appeasing  the  long-protracted  famine  of  the 
hard-working  peasant's  hungry  babes.  Theqnanti^of 
nutritious  vegetable  matter,  consumed  in  fottening  the 
carcass  of  an  ox,  would  afibrd  ten  times  the  sustenance, 
undepra\ing  indeed,  and  incapable  of  generating  dis- 
ease, if  gathered  immediately  from  the  bosom  of  the 
earth.  The  most  fertile  districts  of  the  habitable  gtobe 
are  now  actually  cultivated  by  men  finr  animals,  at  a 
delay  and  waste  of  aliment  absolutely  incapable  of 
calculation.  It  is  only  the  wealthy  that  con,  to  any 
great  degree,  even  now,  indulge  the  unnatural  cra- 
ving for  dead  flesh,  and  they  pay  for  the  greater 
license  of  the  privilege  by  sub)ecdon  to  supernu- 
merary diseases.  Again,  the  spirit  of  the  nation  that 
should  take  the  lead  in  this  great  reform,  would  in- 
sensibly become  agricultural ;  commerce,  with  all  its 
vice,  selfishness  and  corruption,  would  gradually  de- 
cline; more  natural  habits  would  produce  gentler 
monnen,  and  the  excessive  oompUcation  of  political 
relations  would  be  so  far  simplified,  that  every  indi- 
vidual might  feel  and  understand  why  he  loved  his 
country,  and  took  a  personal  interest  in  its  wel&re. 
How  would  England,  for  example,  depend  on  the 
caprices  of  foreign  rulen,  if  she  contained  within 
herself  all  the  necessaries  and  despised  whatever 
they  possessed  of  the  luxuries  of  life  ?  How  could 
they  starve  her  into  compliance  with  their  views? 
Of  what  consequence  would  it  be  that  they  refused 
to  take  her  woollen  manu&ctures,  wrhen  large  and 
fertile  tracts  of  the  island  ceased  to  be  allotted  to  the 
waste  of  pasturage  f  On  a  natural  system  of  diet,  vre 
should  require  no  spices  from  India ;  no  wines  from 
Pbrtugal,  Spoin,  France,  or  Madeira ;  none  of  those 
multitudinous  articles  of  luxury,  for  which  every 
comer  of  the  globe  is  rifled,  and  which  are  the  causes 
of  so  much  individual  rivalship,  such  calamitous  and 
sanguinary  national  disputes.  In  the  history  of  mod- 
em times,  the  avarice  of  commercial  monopoly,  no 
less  than  the  ambition  of  weak  and  wicked  chieft, 
seoms  10  have  fomented  the  univerul  discord,  to 
have  added  stubbonmess  to  the  mistakes  of  cabinets, 
and  indocility  to  the  infatuation  of  the  people.  Lei 
it  ever  be  remembered,  that  it  is  the  direct  influence 
of  commerce  to  make  the  interval  between  the  rich- 
est and  the  poorest  man  wider  and  more  unconquer- 
able. Let  it  be  remembered,  that  it  is  a  foe  to  every 
thing  of  real  worth  and  excellence  in  the  human 
character.  The  odious  and  disgusting  aristocracy 
of  wealth  is  built  upon  the  ruins  of  all  that  is  good 
in  chivalry  or  republicanism ;  and  luxury  is  the  fore- 
runner of  a  barbarism  scarce  capable  of  cure.  Is  it 
impoanble  to  realiie  a  state  of  sodoty,  where  all  the 
energioB  of  man  shall  be  directed  to  the  prodnctiOQ 
of  hu  solid  happiness  ?  Certainly,  if  this  advantage 
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■II7  b  ftr  Ufhier*  Ihui  ia 
'  puinliT  mtk.  cot  OTa)>  for  Ihun- 


artlw««fl.    T»  (Matdr  O*  ^xaM  of  bgUMiOD, 
'■^'■—  -'-  -prapenitia  ^■MfA  dwr 

■  toopmia.  Bat&BeS- 
«M]r  of  Ab  ijiIuu  dipan^  entirrif  <n  ibi  frm 
ij^t  cf  Bdrridnal^  and  groundi  ila  oMnH  "  > 
taofdt »  Aa  iTwii— nky.  opon  Ihe  total  nhian  af 


If  NiataUi  OfaUWteaM. 

«M«&.    Un«4h*i»inMiManaB^aN2 


bUity.  the  dfaact  » . .     . _ 

•nnld  yield  »  Oa  pMNt  «f  MlBWl  a^  D^ 
imiHilHi.  HawiDMhNgM-ifaawrfNAalaAa 
of  enrnil,  tlat  annDqaanUa  WMdMH  «r  Htk  w 


eonb  AvBanmaba 
ii  n^MOHl,  am]  kM 
lyHada,  AaiMa 


Lat  DOl  kn  Hneb  lamaTar  be  eipeoled  from  Iha 
■JHWL  Tha  h»allhi««  WBPBt  in  ■  not  etannnftpm 
haradiaiy  dknta.  Th*  mat  lymnielna],  alhlelk, 
aad  kaH>*«di  )■  •  ^''■■fl  ioeipmnbly  infarior  to 
what  be  mxild  hara  bam,  had  not  tiie  unnitonl 
haUli  afhk  ancaiMiiacciunulalcil  Tor  himacfrtain 
portioa  of  malady  and  defonmiy.  In  Iho  moit  pei- 
fact  apednion  of  dviliied  man,  something  ia  nitl 
faand  waMiiig  )?  the  phyno-logiFnl  Friiic  Csn  a 
leluni  10  Datura,  Ibeo,  inManluieauily  enddale  pre- 
diipiaitioDi  that  hava  been  aloivly  laliing  rant  in  the 
slence  of  ionumenble  ageat—lndubitatily  not.  Ail 
thai  I  conlend  lor  ii,  thai  from  ih»  momenl  of  the 
nlinquiahing  all  uniuiural  haliiii.  no  new  iliieiue  ii 
ggoaiatad ;  and  that  the  prediapontion  to  hereditary 
uialadH  (radually  pehahai,  for  wntit  of  ita  accuitoia- 
•d  nipiily.  In  caaea  of  cooaiimpilon.  osncer.  gout, 
iiduDB,  and  •crofula,  nich  ii  thi;  imarioble  lendanojr 


n|ran  breakizig  Ihiough  a  peiiii<  Idue  lubil  rootiitely 
and  at  once.  Dr.  TroUert  aBcHs,  thai  no  drunkard 
Wa  avar  reformed   by  gradually  relinquiihing 


«f«aaQf  riHpla  Ubiia,  v  («M«  ^add  ha  m^ 
■ewplahla ftan lh» happtoaw ttVtmmtmm.  Ha 
would  ba  JMapabla  cf  bating  or  pMM«a^  Mhaa 
Ibr  ttw  lore  «f  God.  Ha  wil  tel  —ww ,  a  qa- 
an  «f  oiqda  diat  te  ba  a  ^aW  af  jMfcet  i^ 

«  nd  datfrnring  Aow  aiBBB  ft^  irtU 
he  eipeBtthfa  patiBfalim.    n*  plaaaoiaa  «f  MM 


rchWaln. 
luiipiiTled  large 


la*,  altalnad  to  aa  enfiibto  »tu  of  inder 
t  Am  IVviCer  oa  lAt  Narroiii  TemivranK 


A<d^  «^  fa  lb  iflhMi  a 


vbania^t 


^BiaMarflMaiiHp. 
pOHid.    Thoaa  who  wail  nnlil  tttajr  can  eat  Ihia  pla^ 
''    dia  iBtice  of  appetite  will  acarcoly  join 
bypocriiicil  eermialiM  at  a  lonl«Myi»'i 

fnut,  whodscUimi  Bgainit  the  pleaanma  of  the  table. 


■pail  that  all  waa  vanity.     "Hie  man  wboae  ^p- 

icn  ii  cmalitnted  by  the  aodely  of  00a  aniabla 

xaan,  would  find  aonw  difficulty  in  qmpadiiav 

Lth  the  di)aiqninlm«nt  cri'lhi*  Taneiable  dabaOEbae. 

I  oddrea  nyaalf  not  only  to  the  yomg  enlhiBHt, 

B  aidont  devotee  of  nudi  and  Tiitaa,  dM  pma  i^ 

paanonate  rnonliM,  yet  imvitialed  tr  Iba  naiii^aii 

of  Ihe  world.   He  urII  emlM*M  a  para  *}»um,  ftoB 

in  afastract  Iniih,  ita  bean^,  iM  liaiiJici^,  and  ila 


Imned  poiam  into  food,  be  will  hale  the  braid  pleaa- 
ana  of  (he  chaae  I7  inMinetj  it  will  be  a  eimteB- 
plaiion  fu^l  of  hoiTor  and  dbiappainlmeDI  to  hk  wai, 
that  bein^  enable  of  the  genlleel  and  ooal  ^Mtaa- 
trie  sympalhiea,  ihould  take  delight  in  tba  dealk- 
paugB  and  leal  amvulnon  of  dying  ammala.     n* 


tempptsnre,  or  who  baa  hred  with  appami  rnodBn. 
tion,  Bivl  19  aflhetad  with  a  variety  of  painflil  IMb- 
diet,  would  fold  hi>  account  in  a  beneficial  cliatiga 
produced  withail  the  rnk  cf  pcinaoDi  medidaea. 
The  iDoiher,  10  whom  ibe  ptrpeoia]  — Ir^im 
of  diseiLiE,  and  unaccoimtaUe  deaiha  incidenl  la 
her  chililrun.  an  the  camea  of  meurabla  tuibap- 
INncK  would  00  diii  diet  eipericoee  the  Mliabciiao 
of   beholding    Ibeir    perpetoal   biallh  and  nalonl 
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lihjlflilnnM*^  The  most  vsluable  livea  are  daily  de- 
mnftd  bf  diieaiea,  diat  it  ii  dangeroin  to  palliate 
and  iBApoanble  to  eure  by  medicine.  How  much 
lumper  will  man  continue  to  pimp  for  the  gluttony  of 
deadly  hia  meet  insidioui,  implacable,  and  eternal 

fiM? 

'AXA^  ifOKArrof  iypio^s  icaXtirt  koI  rapitXiis  xal 
XiiPTTf,  «ir»2  S€  fLia^ovtiri  tU  it^irnra  Karakiirivrtt 


On  ydp  tic  Irrtv  avd/kSiry  Kard.  ^iiciv  t6  oa^Ko^ayiiv^ 
wflkrw  fikv  iri  rmv  mt^druv  IfiXoHrai  rJ^s  KaraaKttris, 


*  See  Mr.  Newton*«  book.  Hit  children  are  the  most 
keaatifhl  and  healthy  creatures  it  is  possible  to  conceive ; 
tht  firla  are  perfect  models  for  a  sculptor ;  tbeir  dispoei- 
I  are  also  the  most  gentle  and  conciliatinf ;  the  Judi. 
treatment,  which  they  experience  in  other  points, 

ly  be  a  eorrelati ve  caose  of  this.  In  the  first  five  years 
oC  their  Ulb,  of  16,000  children  that  are  born,  7,500  die  of 
varloos  diseases ;  and  how  many  more  of  those  that  sor- 
viva  an  not  rendered  miseraUe  by  maladies  not  immedi- 
ately mortall  The  quality  and  quantity  of  a  woman's 
milk  are  materially  injured  by  the  use  of  dead  fieslk  In 
aa  island  near  Iceland,  where  no  vegetables  are  to  be  got, 
the  'children  invariably  die  of  tetanus,  before  they  are 
tkne  weeks  old,  and  the  population  is  supplied  from  the 
main  land.— Sir  G.  MAcaaitsia's  IBsL  qf  Ic$land.  See  also 
MmiUt  chap.  i.  pages  S3, 54, 50. 


OWor  yip  hiKS  rd  ivepdirov  vSfM  rmv  nl  vapKo^yl^ 
ytyavdrwv,  o^,  XP^-K^-nn  x«^9Wf,  oix  i^Tfit  Swxof  e« 
rpaxvnis  diivnav  vpictvrtv,  oh  KoiXtas  atrovluf  col  irvi»- 
Haroi  Seppirrnf  rpi^l/ai^  koI  Karcpydaaaeai  ivpari^  r6  fiapi 
Kai  KptS6ss ;  <IX\'  alrrddtv  9  <p^ais  rfi  XuSrnrt  rwy  iUvrmVf 
«ai  nj  vpiKp6TfiTi  roD  oopdroi^  koI  tji  /utXactfnjrc  Ti|f 
yXwaffiK,  KoL  rp  ir^of  irhpiv  apSXhnjTt  rov  nhpanf, 
t^6pwrat  ri^v  vapKo^ayidv.  Et  8t  \tyels  nt^Kiveu  vcao- 
rdv  hi  TotaJhTtv  i6<iSnVf  8  fioiyu  ^aytiv,  wpArop  air4i 
avdrrttvov.  (UA*  alT6ff  Sid  navrov  /i^  XP^^^f^^^f  Kowiift, 
pilii  TVftvaw^  phii  ntXiKU.  iXXi  &s  Xiicoi,  Koi  ipxretf  nU 
XtSvtf  airSi  &(  iixt^ioiin  ^ovsvoHctv^  ivtXt  S^pmri  /SoSy, 
H  tnipari  aiVf  If  apva  ii  Xay&tov  iid^fni^ov,  Kal  ^y<  xpow 
xtcCiv  hri  ^QvTos  i>s  ixciva. 

H/tcif  ^2  o6rbi;  ev  np.  piat^ivtp  rpv^dptVf  Stcrt  9^v¥  ri 
Kpias  irpooayoptioptVf  tlra  8\f;<av  wfios  ivr6  rd  xpias  tio^ 
ptdoj  ivaptyvirrtf  Aacoy,  oiyov,  piXtj  yipov,  Ifof,  4  Mo» 
paci  XvpioKoXSf  *A(S^a^t«oi;i  wnrsp  Smas  viKp&Vf  Ivraf t- 
a^ovrti,  Kal  yip  8rws  ahrtav  iiaXv^ivrav  Koi  pL^Xax^h' 
Tiav  KoX  Tp6rov  rivd  xpnoairivvTwv  ipyov  larl  ri^y  ithptv 
Kparflcat  KtU  StaKpanjdllaiis  ii  Stivds  Paodniras  ipnnitt 
KtU  voo&itii  ave^tdit 

08rw  rd  irpSTOv  &ypi6v  ri  ^Qov  Hp^ii  koX  KaKo9pyo9 
lira  ipvii  rif  ^  Ix^S  cfXievcTo'  Koi  yc6opifmVf  otro  ffo} 
irpoftcAcrffffay  cv  ixtlvots  rd  viKodv  hri  fio^v  Ipydniv  ^Ot^ 
Kal  rd  Kocpov  irpiiarov  nai  rdv  oUevpov  iXiKvpHova'  Kal 
Karaptxpiv  otro  ri^v  dirXtioridv  mv6cavTttf  hivfayif 
avdpiatrCiVf  Kai  ^6vovs  Koi  ndXipovs  vrpoUXdtv, 

nXovr.  ir^t  Tvi  aopKo^oXiaf* 


UttmAw ;  or  tlie  Sbnirit  of  SoUtutre. 


Nondum  amabam,  et  amare  amabam,  qusrcbam  quid  amarem  amans  amare. 

Confn9.  St.  JtugUML 


PREFACE. 


The  poem  entitled  "  Alastor,"  may  be  conaidered  as 
allegorical  of  one  of  the  moet  interesting  situations 
of  dbe  human  mind.  It  represents  a  youth  of  uncor- 
nipted  feelings  and  adventurous  genius  led  forth  by 
an  imagination  inflamed  and  purifled  through  fiuni- 
liarily  with  all  that  is  excellent  and  majestic,  to  the 
contemplation  of  the  universe.  He  drinks  deep  of 
the  fountains  of  knowledge,  and  is  still  insatiate. 
The  magnificence  and  beauty  of  the  external  world 
ainks  profoundly  into  the  frame  of  his  conceptiona, 
and  afibtds  to  their  modifications  a  variety  not  lo  be 
exhausted.  So  long  as  it  is  poasible  for  his  desires 
to  point  towards  objects  thus  infinite  and  unmeasured, 
he  is  joyous,  and  tranquil,  and  self-possessed.  But 
the  period  arrives  when  these  olyects  cease  to  suf- 
fice. His  mind  is  at  length  suddenly  awakened,  and 
thirsts  for  intercourse  with  an  intelligence  similar  to 
itself  He  images  to  himself  the  being  whom  he 
lovea  oonvenant  with  speculations  of  the  snblimest 
and  roost  perfect  natures,  the  vision  in  which  he 


embodies  his  own  imaginations  unites  all  of  wonder- 
ful, or  wise,  or  beautiful,  which  the  poet,  the  philoso* 
pher,  or  the  lover  could  depicture.  The  intellectual 
Acuities,  the  imagination,  the  functions  of  sense,  have 
their  respective  requisitions  on  the  sympathy  of  cor> 
responding  powers  in  other  human  beings.  The  Poet 
is  represented  as  uniting  these  requisitions,  and  at- 
taching them  to  a  single  imago.  He  seeks  in  vain 
for  a  prototype  of  his  conception.  Blasted  by  his 
disappointment,  ho  descends  to  an  untimely  grave. 
The  picture  is  not  barren  of  instruction  to  actual 
men.  The  Poet's  self-centred  seclusion  was  avenged 
by  the  furies  of  an  irresistible  passion  pursuing  him 
to  speedy  ruin.  But  that  power  which  strikes  the 
luminaries  of  the  world  with  sudden  darkness  and 
extinction,  by  awakening  them  to  too  exquisite  a  per- 
ception of  its  influences,  dooms  to  a  slow  and  poison- 
ous decay  those  meaner  spirits  that  dare  to  abjure  its 
dominion.  Their  destiny  is  more  abject  and  inglori- 
ous, as  their  delinquency  is  more  contemptible  and 
pernicious.  They  who,  deluded  by  no  generous  er* 
ror,  instigated  by  no  sacred  thirst  of  doubtful  know- 
ledge, duped  by  no  illustrious  supentition.  k»ving 
nothing  on  this  earth,  and  cherishmg  no  hopea  be- 
yond, yet  keep  aloof  from  sympathies  with  thdr  kind 
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itt  hfi"**'"  Jojf  HOT  iBWinifcn  mflk 
lu^m'§Mt  ihm§,  •nd  «idi  m  dinr,  lave  tfialr 
liMriaMd  eiuM.  Th&f  kngniih,  dmum  non 
M  with  dMm  dMir  oomMn  mtan,  Tbi&f  m 
— lily  iliBJ  Tbejr  ■nneidMr  fikndi» nor liiVM% 
Bor  ftlhtn.  nor  cidasni  of  a»  world,  nor  bsnifreion 
if  llMir  ecNmij.   Anong  tboM  wbo  attonpl  to  wirt 


p«kb  duoni^  tbo  imooii^  and  poakn  of  ilMir 
flHieli  oAor  in  ooBMnnnitio^  when  tho  vnoncy  of 
flhofe  ipiiit  onddMdy  mtUo  ^olf  Mt  AU  oloob  ool- 
ft^  Ittod,  ond  torpid,  wn  ttooo  unteoMoinf  nnltl* 
tote  who  cqwritnto,  toptdm  with  thoir  own,  tho 
llh^  Miioiwj  oml  limntinwo  nf  iho  Tinrirt  Thooo 
wholofo  ml  dMir  ftUow4Min|%  Uto  nnfruilfiil  Uroi^ 
«d  inpwi  ftr' thoir  old  ogo  o  miwnihlo  gravo. 

Thr  food  4to  tot, 
whon  hMito  an  dnr  •• 
tothinilHtl 
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.  air,  nowoQ  DmnoinooQi 
If  our  gnat  MoAer  hai  imhnod  mv  ooot 
Wbh  ui^  of  natmal  pietf  to  ftol 
Tonr  kifo,  and  focoMponoo  die  boon  wiA  ndne ; 
If  dowy  mofn,  and  odoroai  noon,  and  orw, 
Whh  tnnoot  and  iti  goifooai  ininiitef% 
And  oolenn  midnkdif §  ^^hf  iilontnooi  i 
If  antoBin^  boUow  rigfai  &  die  ooie  wood^ 
And  whiter  lobing  with  poie  now  and  crowno 
Of  itarry  ice  die  gray  greio  and  bare  booghi; 
If  ipring*!  voluptuom  pentings  when  she  breadkoo 
Her  fint  iweet  kiiaes,  have  been  dear  to  me ; 
If  no  bright  bird,  insect  or  gende  beait 
I  comciouily  have  iigured,  but  itill  loved 
And  cheriih'd  thete  my  kindred  ; — then  fingive 
lliia  boaat,  beloved  brethren,  and  withdraw 
No  portion  of  your  wonted  fiivor  now ! 

Modier  of  thia  rnifathomable  world ! 
Tvrm  my  aolemn  aong,  for  I  have  loved 
Thee  ever,  and  thee  only ;  I  have  watch'd 
Thy  shadow,  and  the  darkness  of  thy  steps, 
And  my  heart  ever  gaxes  on  the  depth 
Of  thy  deep  mysteries.    I  have  made  my  bed 
In  chamels  and  on  coffins,  where  black  death 
Keeps  record  of  the  trophies  won  from  thee, 
Hoping  to  still  these  obstinate  questionings 
Of  thee  and  thine,  by  forcing  some  lone  ghost. 
Thy  messenger,  to  render  up  the  tale 
Of  what  W9  are.    In  lone  and  silent  honn. 
When  night  makes  a  weird  sound  of  its  own  itillnnas, 
like  an  inspired  and  desperate  alchemyst 
Staking  his  very  life  on  some  d^  hope, 
Have  I  mix'd  awful  talk  and  asking  IooIb 
With  my  most  innocent  love,  until  strange  tean, 
Uniting  with  those  breathless  kisses,  made 
Sooh  magic  aa  compels  the  charmed  night 
To  render  up  thy  charge :  and,  though  ne*er  yet 
Tbaa  hast  uoveird  diy  inmost  sanctuary. 


And  twilight  plwntMBia,  and  daap 
Baa  dMMW  widiin  na,  that  oennaly  now. 
And  HMwaiasB  aa  a  longwrgotm  lyrab 
Snspandad  in  die  aoUlaiy  dona 
Of  soflM  ■miarioQBand  deaeilad  ftnn, 
I  wait  d^  inadi.  Gnat  Buam,  dMH  nf 
ifw  Modntaa  widi  mmmoia  of  te  aii^ 
And  motion  of  the  ftnat  nad  tteM, 
And  voice  of  Hfing  baimi,  and  woifwi 
Of  night  and  d^r,  and  i[^  daap  hoait  ar 


There  WW  a  Poat  nvfaoM 
No  human  hands  wlA  piom 
Bat  the  ohann'd  addiaa  of  antnmnal 
Bnilt  o^er  his  nooldarinf  hoDaa  a  pyraadd 
Of  BMNddeiing  leaToa  in  die  w 
A  knraly  joQth.*-HM>  moomiiif  naidan  dacM 
With  weeping  lloweiB,  or  voiiva  ejpini 
Hm  kne  oooch  of  his  everiaaiiiig  4aapt 
Gantla,  and  brave,  and  ganaroMb  an  MB 
Btaadied  o'er  his  dark  iate  one  ■ilodiiM  i%li 
Ha  Uvad,  he  died,  he  song,  m  aoHfda 
Sirangen  have  wept  to  hear  his 
And  TiigfaiB,  aa  unknown  he  paa^  hata  i^hld 
And  w««ed  ftr  ted  love  of  hfa  wild 
The  dre  of  thoaa  aoft  orbs  has  eaaaai 
And  Silenoa,  too  enamor'd  of  tel 
Locka  in  onite  nmoic  hi  her  ragged  ea& 


Sf  aobam  Tiwm  and  bright  oflvar 
His  intecv  waa  nurtured.    Eveiy  sight 
And  ooondiioin  the  vast  eaidi  and  andMBtaii^ 
Bent  to  hii  heart  its  choicest  impnlaai. 
The  tentaina  of  divine  phikaopfaj  . 
Fled  not  his  thirrting  lips ;  and  all  of  groai. 
Or  good,  or  lovely,  which  the  sacred  past 
In  truth  or  fable  consecrates,  he  felt 
And  knew.    When  early  youth  had  past,  ha  left 
His  cold  fireside  and  alienated  home, 
To  seek  strange  truths  in  undiscover'd  lands. 
Many  a  wide  waste  and  tangled  wilderness 
Has  lured  his  fearless  steps ;  and  he  has  booght 
With  his  sweet  voice  and  eyes,  from 
His  rest  and  food.    Nature's  most  secret  stepa 
He,  lilce  her  shadow,  has  purraed,  where'er 
The  red  volcano  overcanopes 
Its  fields  of  snow  and  pinnacles  of  ice 
With  burning  smoke ;  or  where  bitumen  lakee. 
On  black  bare  pointed  islets  ever  beat 
With  sluggish  surge ;  or  where  the  secret 
Rugged  and  dark,  winding  among  the  springs 
Of  fire  and  poison,  inacceeuble 
To  avarice  or  pride,  their  starry  domes 
Of  diamond  and  of  gold  expand  above 
Numberiess  and  immeasurable  hal]% 
Frequent  widi  crystal  column,  and  clear  shrinea 
Of  peari  and  duones  radiant  widi  chiysolite. 
Nor  had  that  scene  of  ampler  imuesty 
Than  gems  of  gold,  the  varying  roof  of  heaven 
And  the  green  earth,  lost  in  his  heart  its  claims 
To  love  and  wonder;  he  wooU  linger  long 
In  lonesome  vales,  maldng  dM  wild  his  hcnae. 
Until  die  doves  and  squirrals  would  partake 
From  his  innocuous  hand  his  bloodless  ibod. 
Lured  by  the  gentle  meaniag  of  hii  locdts, 

390 


ALASTOR. 


143 


mid  antelope,  that  Btarts  whene'er 
leaf  ruBtles  in  the  brake,  suspend 
I  steps,  to  gaze  upon  a  form 
ceful  than  hor  own. 

His  wandering  step, 
to  high  thoughts,  has  visited 
il  ruins  of  the  days  of  old  : 
md  Tyre,  and  Balbec,  and  the  waste 
Dod  Jerusalem,  the  fidlen  towers 
on,  the  eternal  pymnds, 
I  and  Thebes,  and  whatsoe'er  of  strange, 
d  on  alabaster  obelisk, 
r  tomb,  or  mutilated  sphinx, 
hiopia  on  her  desert  hills 

Among  the  ruin'd  temples  there, 
nis  columns,  and  wild  images 
than  man,  where  marble  demons  watch 
iac's  teuten  mystery,  and  dead  men 
»ir  mute  thoughts  on  the  mute  walls  around, 
r'd,  poring  on  memorials 
KMld's  youth,  through  the  long  burning  day 
I  those  speechless  shapes,  nor,  when  the  moon 
)  mysterious  halb  with  floating  shades 
id  he  that  task,  but  ever  gazed 
ed,  till  meaning  on  his  vacant  mind 
ike  strong  inspiration,  and  he  saw 
lling  secrets  of  dia  birth  of  time. 

dme  an  Arab  maiden  brought  his  food, 

y  portion,  fhxn  her  father's  tent, 

ead  her  matting  lor  his  couch,  and  stole 

ities  and  repose  to  tend  his  steps : — 

d,  yet  not  daring  for  deep  awe 

k  her  love :— and  watch 'd  his  nightly  sleep, 

•  herself,  to  gaze  upon  his  lips 

1  slumber,  whence  the  regular  breath 

tent  dreams  arose :  then,  when  red  mom 

iler  the  pale  moon,  to  her  cold  home, 

I  and  wan  and  panting,  she  retum'd 

V>et  wandering  on,  through  Arabie 
via,  and  the  wild  Carmanian  waste, 
r  the  aerial  mountains  which  pour  down 
Ml  Oxus  from  their  icy  caves, 
nd  exultation  held  his  way, 
he  vale  of  Cachraire,  far  \%nthin 
iest  dell,  where  odorous  plants  entwine 
the  hollow  rocks  a  natural  bower, 
I  sparkling  rivulet  he  stretch'd 
;uid  limbs.     A  vision  on  his  sleep 
ame,  a  dream  of  hopes  that  never  yet 
th'd  his  cheek.    He  dream'd  a  veiled  maid 
ir  hun,  talking  in  low  silver  tones. 
2e  was  Uke  the  voice  of  his  own  soul 
1  the  calm  of  thought :  its  music  long, 
»ven  sounds  of  streams  and  breezes,  held 
Dst  sense  suspended  in  its  web 
^^color'd  woof  and  shifting  hues, 
jge  and  truth  and  virtue  were  her  theme, 
ty  hopes  of  divine  liberty, 
ts  the  most  dear  to  him,  and  poesy, 
a  poet    Soon  the  solemn  mood 
jNire  mind  kindled  through  all  her  firame 
sating  fire :  wild  numbers  then 
ad,  with  voice  stifled  in  tremulotti  sobs 


Subdued  by  its  own  pathos :  her  fair  hands 

Were  bare  alone,  sweeping  from  some  strange  harp 

Strange  symphony,  and  in  their  branching  vema 

The  eloquent  blood  told  an  inefiable  tale. 

The  beating  of  her  heart  was  heard  to  fill 

The  pauses  of  her  music,  and  her  breath 

Tumultuously  accorded  with  those  fits 

Of  intermitted  song.    Sudden  she  rose, 

As  if  her  heart  impatiently  endured 

Its  bursting  burthen :  at  the  sound  he  tum'd. 

And  saw  by  the  warm  light  of  their  own  life 

Her  glowing  limbs  beneath  the  sinuous  veil 

Of  woven  wind ;  her  outspread  arms  now  bare. 

Her  dark  locks  floating  in  the  breath  of  night, 

Her  beamy  bending  eyes,  her  parted  lips 

Outstretch'd,  and  pale,  and  quivering  eagerly. 

His  strong  heart  sunk  and  sicken'd  with  exceaa 

Of  love.  He  rear'd  his  shuddering  limbs,  and  qaall'd 

His  gasping  breath,  and  spread  his  arms  to  nwel 

Her  panting  bosom . — she  drew  back  awhile. 

Then,  yielding  to  the  irresistible  joy. 

With  frantic  gesture  and  short  breathleaa  cry 

Folded  his  frame  in  her  dissolving  arms. 

Now  blackness  veil'd  his  dizzy  eyes,  and  night 

Involved  and  swallow'd  up  the  vision ;  sleeps 

Like  a  dark  flood  suspended  in  its  course, 

RoU'd  back  its  impulse  on  his  vacant  brain. 


Roused  by  the  shock,  he  started  fit>m  his  trance— 

The  cold  white  light  of  morning,  the  blue  moon 

Low  in  the  west,  the  clear  and  garish  hills. 

The  distinct  valley  and  the  vacant  woods. 

Spread  round  where  he  stood^— Whither  have  fled 

The  hues  of  heaven  that  canopied  his  bower 

Of  yesternight?  The  sounds  that  soothed  hia  deep^ 

The  mystery  and  the  majesty  of  earth. 

The  joy,  the  exultation?  His  wan  eyes 

Gaze  on  the  empty  scene  as  vacantly 

As  ocean's  moon  looks  on  the  moon  in  heaven. 

The  spirit  of  sweet  human  love  has  sent 

A  vision  to  the  sleep  of  him  who  spum'd 

Her  chmcest  gifts.    He  eagerly  pursues 

Beyond  the  realms  of  dream  that  fleeting  shade : 

He  overleaps  the  bound.    Alas !  alas ! 

Were  limbs  and  breath,  and  being  intertwined 

Thus  treacherously  I  Lost,  lost,  for  ever  lost, 

In  the  wide  pathleas  desert  of  dim  sleep. 

That  beautiful  shape !  does  the  dark  gate  of  death 

Conduct  to  thy  mysterious  paradise, 

O  Sleep?  Does  the  bright  arch  of  rainbow  clouds. 

And  pendent  mountains  seen  in  the  calm  lake. 

Lead  only  to  a  black  and  watery  depth. 

While  death's  blue  vault  with  lothelieet  vapors  hnng; 

Where  every  shade  which  the  foul  grave  exhalea 

Hides  its  dead  eye  from  the  detested  day. 

Conduct,  O  Sleeps  to  thy  delightful  realms  f 

This  doubt  with  sudden  tide  flow'd  on  his  heart. 

The  insatiate  hope,  which  it  awaken'd,  stong 

His  brain  even  like  despair. 

While  daylight  held 
The  skj,  the  Poet  kept  mute  oonferenoe 
With  his  still  souL    At  night  the  passion  cane. 
Like  the  fierce  fiend  of  a  distempered  dream. 
And  shook  him  fifom  his  r9it»  and  led  him  fortl^ 
Into  the  darkness.— As  an  eagle  giasp'd 
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b  Mb  of  te  pMB  mpm.  iMb  iMT 

mmcK^tU^vui  dqr*  tKtfMU  and 
AmOo  iiriSldinariiv  H^niA.  te  UU 
OTto  At  wUe  Miy  irildMiMt  thni  diifw 

Bnndi  dM  aoU  iMi  of  dM  dMokto  aigb^ 

8iudiii(  widi  oMvlmrtsp  dio  aMMMHi^Mikiii 
Bt  fltd— Bad  aomiiv  dftwii'd  npon  Ui  iiite. 
flhaddaiv  te  wmIbvj  of  in  ^rild  kw 
nMo Hi dbMk of d«dh.    Hi«udw*dia; 
TBI  iHt  AonM  Mta  fron  ftlm*i  i*Mp 
B«K«^«  te  tow  korim  fiki  a  dBDd ; 
nm^  Brik,  UMl  vriMia  tha  teotoltd  loBba 
or  FteMni  UmiMattv  l»  avaiy  wind 
tWr  WHlii«  dail,  wildlf  ft»  waadw'd  an, 
Bir  atar  dqr>  •  i«Mf  ^wwt*  <if  hauBi, 
BaariiV  wJiiMi  Hi  KA  te  faraoduv  oaM 
tint  atir  Ad  an  in  daamg  fluM. 
And  now  lib  liiiAa  wan  laan ;  Ui  aoatlaed  lair, 
Saiad  faf  dia  aataHi  of  anaoga  aaftring. 
■■« dvM in  te  wind;  Hi ttida«  Iwd 
Hh«  MW  dMd  bona  widdn  in  widM'd  ririn; 
lift,  and  dM  InaM  dart  aownmad  il^  dmw 
Aa  in  a  dn— aa  twiming  aaaiady 
9nuk  Ui.dariE  afaa  akaa.    Tka  oalhiini^ 
Wko  BHirtwk'd  widi  kunan  diari^ 
EBi  knnan  waan^  babald  widi  wondaring  awa 

Tka  Bwiiniainaaf, 
dii^r  pn€ipioa 
tint  ipaocnd  imn.  daaai'd  diat  dia  Spbil  af  wkid, 
Widi  Hgktnhf  ayaa,  and  aagar  hreadi,  and  fcal 
DiMQiWng  not  dM  diifiad  «iw,  kid  pannd 
In  Idi  eaiaar.    Tlia  in&nt  woold  ooneeal 
EBi  middad  wim^  in  kii  ondiar'i  iobi» 
In  tanar  at  dia  glaia  of  diaaa  wild  afM^ 
To  lamembar  Aeir  iCnuiga  light  in  manj  a  diaani 
Of  afteMimei :  but  srouthful  maidena  taught 
Sf  nature,  would  intarpret  half  the  woe 
Tliat  waited  him,  would  call  him  with  ftlaa  namea 
Biother,  and  firieod,  would  preH  hie  pallid  hand 
At  parting,  and  watch,  dim  through  teaia,  the  padi 
Of  liii  dapartora  from  their  fiither^s  door. 


At  lengdi  upon  the  lone  Choraimian  iboie 
He  jaoied,  a  wide  and  melancholy  waste 
Of  pntrid  marihee-~a  ttrong  impuJie  urged 
ffii  iteiM  to  the  lea-ihore.    A  iwan  was  there 
Baode  a  duggidi  itream  among  the  reedt. 
It  rote  ai  he  approach'd,  and  with  ftrong  wingi 
Scaling  the  upward  iky,  bent  its  bright  coufm 
High  over  the  immeasurable  main. 
His  eyas  punued  its  flight. — ^"Thou  hast  a  boma, 
Beautiful  bird :  thou  Toyagett  to  thine  iioaie. 
Where  thy  sweet  mate  will  twine  her  downy  naok 
With  diine,  and  welcome  thy  return  widi  eyaa 
Bright  in  the  lustra  of  their  own  Ibnd  joy. 
And  what  am  I,  that  I  should  linger  here. 
With  Toice  Ai  sweeter  than  thy  dying  notes. 
Spirit  more  vast  than  thine,  frame  more  attuned 
Tb  beauty,  wasting  these  surpawing  powers 
In  the  deaf  air,  to  the  blind  eardi,  and  heaven. 
That  echoes  not  my  thoughts  t"  A  gloomy  smOa 
Of  desperate  hope  wrinUed  hia  quivering  lips. 
For  sleep,  he  knew,  kept  moik  r^endassly 


Bliidad  fagr  kia  nwn  Ihonf^ii  ba  tosldd 
aaa  no  liur  nrndnaaf  ki^  not  n^ph 
Or  aomd  of  nwa  bM  kk  kis  own  daap  hMT. 
A  lilda  didkip  floadiV  aaar  te  Aon 
GM«kllka  k^Mdani  waodaniv  of  Ui 
It  kid  baan  k^r  AlMndon'^  ftr  te 
Gapad  wida  wlA  a»  a  ifa  and  Hi 
sway  a  wnn  na  VMinHDOBaoa  ina 
A  Madaa'ktipiha  agad  kin  t» 
And  meat  lone  Daadi  OB  dM 
Pw  waU  ka  kaaw  diat  algk^ 
Hm  dhny  eavana  af  te 


Tkaday  was  Airaadaanny:  aaiaa 

Dmnk  in  niBpMnf  fidknoa*  and  dia 

Bwapi  slNQgly  fkan  dM 

Mtowing  Us  aagar  soni,  tka 

Leap'd  in  Aa  boat,  ba  sprsad  kia 

Qa  te  bare  niMt,  and  look  Ub  Imm^  baa^ 

And  M  dM  boat  spaed  o'er  te 

lika  a  tan  etond  befiire  tka 


Aa  ona  diat  in  a  iflvar  visfam 
Obedient  lodMawaep  of  odoaom 
Upon  ra^MDdant  nonds,  so  npidfy 
AioQg  tha  dark  and  ruffled  walan  dad 
Hm  abakdng  boat— A  wbiriwnd  awapt  it  o^ 
Wldi  fiaroa  gosts  and  pradpilaling  9mo$, 
Tknii^  dM  wkite  liases  of  die  chaftd  aaa. 
Hm  wavea  arasa.    Hi^ier  and  Ujgkar  oiffl 
Tkair  fiaroa  naeb  wiidiad  kanaatk  ttia 


like  aerpanti  struggling  in  a  voItOBa^  gnfipk 
Calm  and  rejoicing  in  the  feailnl  war 
Of  wave  running  on  wave,  and  Mast  on  blast 
Descending,  and  black  flood  on  whirlpool  driven' 
With  dark  obliterating  ooune,  he  sate : 
As  if  their  genii  were  the  ministers 
Appointed  to  conduct  him  to  the  light 
Of  those  beloved  ej^es,  the  Fbet  sate 
Holding  the  steady  helm.    Evening  came  oo. 
The  beams  of  sunset  hung  their  rainbow  hnaa 
High  'mid  the  shifting  domes  of  sheeted  spny 
That  canopied  his  path  o'er  the  waste  deep; 
Twilight,  ascending  slowly  from  the  east, 
Entwhied  in  duskier  wreaths  her  braided  toeks 
O'er  the  &ir  front  and  radiant  eyes  of  day ; 
Night  ibllow'd,  clad  with  stan.    On  every  side 
M<»ne  horribly  the  multitudinous  streams 
Of  ocean's  mountainous  waste  to  mutual  war 
Rnsh'd  in  dark  tumult  thundering,  as  to  mock 
The  calm  and  spangled  sky.    The  little  boat 
Sdll  fled  before  die  storm;  still  fled,  like  ftani 
Down  the  sleep  cataract  of  a  wintry  river ; 
Now  pausing  on  the  edge  of  the  riven  wave ; 
Now  leaving  fiir  briund  die  bursting  mam 
That  fell  convulsing  ocean.    Salely  fled— 
As  if  diat  frail  and  wasted  human  ftrm 
Had  been  an  elemental  god. 

At  Budnight 
Hie  moon  arose :  and  lo !  Ike  edieraal  clift 
Of  Caucasus,  whose  icy  sonanii  shone 
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Im  itan  like  ranBght,  and  aromid 
sTCfo'd  baw  the  ^pdiirtpoob  and  the  wavei 
mod  eddying  imsatibly 
1  leaound  tot  ever^-Who  ihall  nve  f 
I  fled  OD^— ttie  boiling  torrent  drove,— 
gi  doeed  rocmd  with  blaek  and  jagged  anna, 
HOT^d  mwmf*"  ovefhnng  the  sea, 
er  Biill,  bejpond  all  human  ipeed, 
ad  en  the  sweep  of  the  miooth  wave, 
a  boait  was  driven.    A  cavern  there 
■ad  amid  its  slant  and  winding  depdis 
die  mriiing sea.   Theboatfledon 
rolaidi^  speed.   « Vision  and  Love!" 
t  cried  aloud,  **  I  have  beheld 
1  of  diy  departure,   ffleep  and  death 
t  divide  us  kmg." 

The  boat  pursued 
kdiofs  of  the  cavern. — Daylight  shone 
h  upaa  that  gloomy  river^s  flow ; 
bera  the  fiercest  war  among  the  waves 
OB  dM  unfathomable  stream 
1  moved  skywly.  Where  the  mountain  riven 
.  those  black  depths  to  the  azure  sky, 
die  flood's  enormous  volume  fell 
the  base  of  Caucasus,  with  sound 
]ok  the  everlasting  rocb,  the  mass 
ith  one  whirlpool  all  that  ample  chasm ; 
Dve  stair  the  eddying  waters  rose, 
immeasurably  fiist,  and  laved 
temating  dash  the  gnaried  roots 
ity  trees,  that  stretdi'd  their  giant  arms 
aeas  over  it    F  the  midst  was  left, 
ng,  yet  distorting  every  doud, 
of  treacherous  imd  tremendous  calm. 
iy  the  sway  of  the  ascending  stream, 
zxy  swiftnoss,  round,  and  round,  and  round, 
iter  ridge  the  straining  boat  arose, 
the  verge  of  the  eztremest  curve, 
through  an  opening  of  the  rocky  bank 
lien  overflow,  and  a  srooodi  spot 
ly  quiet  'mid  those  battling  tides 
the  boat  paused  shuddering.    Shall  it  sii^ 
he  abyss  f  Shall  the  reverting  stress 
renstless  gulf  embosom  it  t 
lall  it  &11  f  A  wandering  stream  of  wind, 
id  from  the  west,  has  caught  the  expanded 
il. 


!  with  gentle  motion  between  banks 
sy  stope,  and  on  a  placid  stream, 
1  a  woven  grove,  it  sails,  and,  hark ! 
aady  torrent  mingles  its  far  roar 
le  bieeie  murmuring  in  the  musical  woods, 
die  embowering  trees  recede,  and  leave 
space  of  green  expanse,  the  cove 
d  by  meeting  banks,  whose  yellow  flowers 
ir  gsM  on  their  own  drooping  eyes, 
sd  in  the  cryntaH  calm.    The  wave 
boat's  motion  niarr'd  their  pensive  task, 
naught  but  vagrant  bird,  or  wanton  wind, 
ng  spear-grass,  or  their  own  decay 
n  disturb'd  before.    The  Poet  long'd 
k  with  their  bright  hues  his  wither'd  hair, 
his  heart  its  solitude  retum'd, 
t  finrbore.    Not  the  strong  impulse  hid 
la  flnsh'd  cheeks,  bent  eyes,  and  dndowy 


Upon  hia  life,  as  lightning  m  a  doud 
Gleams,  hovering  ere  it  vanish,  ere  flie  floods 
Of  night  dose  over  it 

The  noonday  son 
Now  shone  upon  the  forest,  one  vast  mass 
Of  fningimg  fhado,  whose  brown  magnifioenee 
A  narrow  vale  embosoms.   There,  huge  caves^ 
Scoop'd  in  the  dark  base  of  those  aery  rocks. 
Mocking  its  moans,  respond  and  roar  for  ever. 
The  meeting  boughs  and  implicated  leaves 
Wove  twilight  o'er  the  Fbet's  path,  as  led 
By  love,  or  dream,  or  God,  or  mightier  Death, 
He  sou^t  in  Nature's  dearest  haunt,  some  bank. 
Her  cradle,  and  his  sepulchre.    More  dark 
And  dark  the  shades  accumulate— the  oak, 
Expanding  its  immeasumUe  arms. 
Embraces  the  light  beach.    The  pyramida 
Of  the  tall  cedar  overarching,  finune 
Most  solemn  domes  within,  and  fu  below. 
Like  clouds  suspended  in  an  emerald  sky, 
Tlie  ash  and  the  acacia  floating  hang 
Tremulous  and  p^e.    Like  rertless  serponli^  dolhed 
In  rainbow  and  in  fire,  the  parasites, 
Starr'd  with  ten  thousand  Uossoms,  flow  around 
The  gray  trunks,  and  as  gamesome  infimts^  eyes. 
With  gentle  meanings,  and  most  innocent  wUes, 
Fold  £eir  beams  rovmd  the  hearte  of  those  that  love. 
These  twine  their  tendrils  with  the  wedded  boughs. 
Uniting  their  close  union ;  the  woven  leaves 
Make  nei>woik  of  the  dark-blue  light  of  day, 
And  the  night's  noontide  clearness,  mutable 
As  shapes  in  the  weird  douds.    Soft  mossy  lawns 
Benea&  these  canopies  extend  their  swells, 
Fragrant  with  perfiuned  herbs,  and  eyed  wifli  fakxmB 
Minute  yet  beautiful.    One  darkest  glen 
Sends  from  its  woods  of  musk-rose,  twined  with 

mine, 
A  soul.disBolving  odor,  to  invite 
To  some  more  lovely  mystery.    Through  the  dell. 
Silence  and  Twilight  here,  twuMristers,  keep 
Their  noonday  watch,  and  sail  among  the  shades 
like  vaporous  shapes  half  seen ;  beyond,  a  weU, 
Dark,  gleaming,  and  of  most  translucent  wave. 
Images  all  the  woven  boughs  above. 
And  each  depending  leaf,  and  every  speck 
Of  aiure  sky,  darting  between  their  chasms : 
Nor  aught  else  in  the  liquid  mirror  laves 
Its  portraiture,  but  some  inconstant  star 
Between  one  foliaged  lattice  twinkling  fidr. 
Or,  painted  bird,  sleeping  beneath  the  moon, 
Or  gorgeous  insect  floating  motionless, 
Unconsdons  of  the  day,  ere  yet  his  wings 
Have  spread  their  gbries  to  the  gaze  of  noon. 


rt  paifocm'd  its  ministry :  ithuBg 
8Z 


BSther  the  Pbet  came.    His  eyes  beheld 
Their  own  wan  light  through  the  reflected  lines 
Of  his  thin  hair,  distinct  in  the  dark  depth 
Of  that  still  fountain ;  as  the  human  heart. 
Gazing  in  dreams  over  the  gloomy  grave. 
Sees  to  own  treacherous  likenesB  there.  He  heard 
The  molioa  of  the  leaves,  the  grass  that  sprung 
Startled  and  glanced  and  trembled  even  to  foel 
An  unaceoslomed  presence,  and  the  sound 
Of  die  sweet  brook  diat  firom  die  secret  springs 
Of  diat  dark  fountain  rose.    A  Spirit  seem'd 
To  strad  beside  him— dodied  in  no  bright  robes 
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Of  ihadowy  ulisr  ot  enahrirung  lighi, 
Booow'd  bam  lugbl  lb«  viubla  Hwld  iSirda 
or  fnce,  or  nuJHty.  «  myticry  ; 
But  undultlillg  noodf.  and  ulenl  wbU. 
And  iMping  ntulit,  and  evening  gW 
Now  dnpeningltie  dark  •]>   '      ' 
Held  cananwe  wilh 
V/cn  all  iliai  waa.- 
Wa>  raiMd  by  ioieni 
Two  uany  eyw,  fai 

Tb  b«ckMi  liUn. 


Ohedleni  to  the  lighl 
withlD  htf  loiil,  he  lA'cni.  pun 
jaof  ihedrll^Tbo  nvuloi 
Wannin  and  wild,  ihnugh  nuny  a  grenti 
BoDealh  (he  tbrnu  fluw'i).    Btnncmnn  ii  1 
Amoog  the  nma  viith  hulktw  hnnuouy 
Duk  aod  jmlbaDd.  Now  on  the  poluh'd 
tl  danced,  like  chlldhnod  laaghmg  ai  it  h 
Tbta  through  the  plain  to  Imtqud  wandehngi  CTe|il. 
Kaflecling  every  txib  and  drooping  Inid 
That  ovarfaong  iu  i)iuein»L — ^O  iimml 
Whgae  •ouroe  u  ioacceHibly  pmlbund, 
Whilhei  do  iliy  myalenom  Hsten  lend  I 
TboD  iinagaai  my  lile.    Thy  dsrkBDine  uUlneea. 
Thy  dmling  wavea.  Iby  loud  and  luillaw  gulb, 
1117  aevcblaaa  Cjunlain  and  invinbls  couih 
Have  caeh  ihair  type  in  me :  and  the  wide  iky. 
And  maanirvtHB  ocean  nuiy  declare  ai  ■noa 
Wbal  ooiy  cavvm  or  wbui  wandering  cloud 
Coniaina  Ihy  walen,  aa  the  uiuverM 
Tall  where  lhca«  living  thoughurBude,  when  itrelch'd 
Upon  Ihy  dowen  my  bloodlon  limbi  ihaU  wute 
r  Iba  puung  wind ', " 

B™iio  tho  grajaj-  ihore 
Of  lh»  nnall  ■Ireom  bo  weul :  ha  did  impreei 
On  the  green  rnoia  hii  tmnuloui  itep.  tbgi  caught 
Strong  ihuddering  froni  hu  burning  limha,   Ai  (KM 
Bouaed  by  aome  Joyoiu  nudneai  Tmni  the  couch 
Of  fever,  be  did  imvo,-  yet.  not  bke  him. 
Forgetful  of  the  gnve.  where,  when  Ibe  flame 
Of  hii  trta  eiulniioti  ihall  be  ipenl. 
He  IDUU  deacond.    With  rapid  iteja  he  wenl 
Beneath  Ibe  ihodo  of  treoa,  beiide  the  flow 
Of  Ihe  wild  babbhng  rivulet ;  and  now 
llie  Ibreat'i  aolemn  canopiei  wore  changed 
For  the  unifonn  and  lighnwme  evening  ■kj. 
Gny   rocki   did    peep   from   the   ipate   mm,   uii 


aught  b< 


1  BludUH 


■•  and  blulei),  riench'd  with  gnuping  roola 
The  onwiiling  aoil.    A  gradual  change  wsi  here, 
Tm  ghaatlf.    For.  u  fui  yean  Ouw  away. 
The  miooih  brow  gathora.  and  the  hair  growi  tbia 
And  white ;  and  where  inwJiiUe  dewy  eyea 
Had  iboos,  gleam  atony  orht :  n  rrooi  hia  iiepa 
Bright  dowen  departed,  and  Ihe  beautiful  abalde 


Th.  tt 


9  ttill  pi 


It  Willi  a  krger  volume  now 
Roll'd  through  (be  labyrinthine  dell ;  and  ll 
Fnt»d  M  path  through  it*  dnceoding  cur\« 


With  iu  wintry  ipecd.    On  tvaiy  aidi  arm  n 
Rockii,  which,  in  luumagliuble  luniu. 
Ufled  iheir  black  and  barren  puuwclca 
In  ihe  lighl  of  eioning.  and  ili  pniopica 
Obaruimg  tlia  ravute,  diarleKd  abovs, 
'Mid  loppUng  eionea,  black  guilt,  and  yswtiii^ 
Whcae  wmdiogi  girn  ten  (taouioal  variout  tc 
1^  the  loud  atrvaoL    Ixi !  Where  the  jaw  aij 
JiB  atony  jaws,  ihe  abrupL  mountain  hirak^ 

To  overhang  Ibe  world  :  br  wale  eiiuid 
Beneaih  ihe  wan  tt 

Dim  tneu  and  vul 
Of  leaden-eolor'd  c 
Mingling  tlieir  flam 


Rock-rooted,  stretched  athtvari 
In  swinging  boBghi.  to  eac! 
Yielding  ono  only  reapome 

The  thunder  and  the  )iu*  oi 

Muigling  ill  uletun  King.  whilA  tb*  bwl  rinr. 

Foaming  and  hufr>lng  o'er  iia  niggad  palb, 

Stattating  iU  wsten  lu  Uie  pirini  iriadt 


Yel  (he  gny  pi 


:upiro,  and  lalenin  plna 


Wai  ihero.   Even  on  Ihe  , 

Upheld  by  knoiiy  roou  and  feUen  rocki, 

l<  averlaok'd  in  iU  lereuity 

The  dark  earth,  and  Ihe  bending  null  of  MiK  ^B 

It  wu  a  tranquil  ipM.  thai  aeem'd  10  anila  ffl 

Even  in  Ihe  lap  of  liorror.    Ivy  clm'd 


fi»u»d. 

one.  iviih  iu  entwining  arm^ 

An 

did  ombo 

wvr  widi  leave!  ht  over  11  iiiiai 

Anil 

berriM  dark,  the  imailh  and  even  apw* 

Of 

Buiviololed  floor!  and  hero 

Th 

children  of  the  autumnrd  whiHwind  bora, 

n  wanton  apo, 

t.  Ihowi  bright  iMvei.  nhoae  dea 

Red 

yellow,  0 

ethereally  ptOe, 

Rival  Ihe  prid 

ofaummer.    Tia  Ihe  haunt 

or 

very  gem 

e  wind,  whoH  breath  eui  leach 

The 

wilda  to  love  tranquillity.    One  uep. 

One 

human  il 

p  alone,  hn  ever  broken 

The 

•Iillne«  0 

iu  aciliiode  — oup  voice 

Alo 

e  inspired 

Wh 

ch  hither 

•ame.  floatUig  ar.iong  Ihe  wiiafe 

led  Ihe  lo 

vclicat  among  hiunaii  ferma 

Of  al 


,a  Iheii 


grace  and  beauty  thai  endued 

nrecling  Horm. 
And  10  Ibe  damp  leave*  and  blue  cavern  mould. 
Nana  of  rainbow  flutven  and  branching  dub, 

Ibo  colon  of  that  varying  cheek. 
Thai  anowy  breoil.  iliooe  dark  and  droopag  ey« 


n  hung  low.  and  pnir'd 


.    VellowfflW 
Blimaphere.  and  drank 
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■01  ft  mmd  WM  hevd ;  the  very  windi^ 
k  grim  plftTmaiet,  on  that  precipice 
yaffd  'm  hm  einbrace.-^0,  itoniii  of  dttth ! 
abulia  speed  divides  this  sullen  night : 
M,  eoknel  Skeleton,  that,  still 
I  im  inesistible  career 
ii^Miating  omnipotence. 
If  if  this  fiail  wodd,  from  the  red  field 
d^Mtr,  from  die  reeking  hospital, 
ttioc**  sacred  couch,  the  snowy  bed 
Msnoe.  the  scaflbld  and  die  throne, 
AT  voice  invokes  thee.    Ruin  calls 
MMT  Death.    A  rare  and  regal  prey 
b  prepared,  jnowling  around  the  world ; 
I  vfidi  which,  thou  majrest  repose,  and  men 
biir  graves  like  flowers  or  creeping  wonns, 
«r  BMon  ofler  at  thy  dark  shrine 
iheeded  tribute  of  a  broken  heart 

SD  on  die  threshold  of  the  green  recess 

anderer's  footsteps  fell,  he  knew  that  death 

1  him.    Yet  a  little,  ere  it  fled, 

I  leaign  his  high  and  holy  soul 

ifsa  of  the  nu^jestic  past, 

laused  within  his  passive  being  now, 

winds  that  bear  sweet  music,  when  they 

breathe 
gh  some  dim  latticed  chamber.  He  did  place 
le  lean  hand  upon  the  rugged  trunk 
I  old  pine.    Upon  an  ivied  stone 
ed  hk  languid  head ;  his  limbs  did  rest, 
n1  and  motionless,  on  the  smooth  brink 
it  obscurest  chasm}— and  thus  he  lay, 
idering  to  their  final  impulses 
overing  powers  of  life.    Hope  and  Despair, 
>rtureri^  slept :  no  mortal  pain  or  fear 
1  his  repose,  the  influxes  of  sense, 
kis  own  being  unalloy'd  by  pain, 
tebler  and  more  feeble,  calmly  fed 
tream  of  thought,  till  he  lay  breathing  there 
ice,  and  &intly  smiling : — ^his  last  sight 
he  great  moon,  which  o'er  the  western  line 
I  wide  world  her  mighty  horn  suspended, 
whose  dun  beams  inwoven  darkness  seem'd 
ingle.    Now  upon  the  jagged  hilb 
a,  and  still  as  the  divided  frame 
B  vast  meteor  sunk,  the  Poet's  blood, 
ever  beat  in  mystic  sympathy 
nature's  ebb  and  flow,  grew  feebler  still : 
Hrhen  two  lessening  points  of  Ught  alone 
I'd  through  the  darkness,  the  alternate  gasp 
I  ftint  respiration  scarce  did  stir 
itagnate  night : — till  the  minutest  ray 
luench'd,  the  pulse  yet  linger'd  in  his  heart 
ised — it  flutter'd.    But  when  heaven  remain'd 
ly  black,  the  marky  shades  involved 
Bage,  silent,  cold,  uid  motionless, 
air  own  voiceless  earth  and  vacant  air. 
M  a  vapor  fed  with  golden  beams 


That  minister'd  on  sunlight,  ere  the  west . 

Eclipses  it,  was  now  that  wondrous  frame — 

No  sense,  no  motion,  no  divinity — 

A  fragile  lute,  on  whose  harmonious  strings 

The  breath  of  heaven  did  wander — a  bright  strsam 

Once  fed  with  many-voiced  waves — a  dream 

Of  youth,  which  night  and  time  have  quench'd  ftr 

ever. 
Still,  dark,  and  dry,  and  unremember'd  now. 

O,  for  Medea's  wondrous  alchemy. 
Which,  wheresoe'er  il*fell,  made  the  earth  gleam 
With  bright  flowers,  and  Uie  wintry  boughs  ezhalo 
From  vernal  blooms  fiesh  fragrance !  O,  that  Ood, 
Profuse  of  poisons,  would  conceal  the  chalico 
Which  but  one  living  man  has  drain'd,  who  noiw, 
Vessel  of  deathless  wrath,  a  slave  that  fbels 
No  proud  exemption  in  the  blighting  curse 
He  bears,  over  the  world  wanders  for  ever. 
Lone  as  incarnate  death !  O,  that  the  dream 
Of  dark  nugictan  in  his  vision'd  cave, 
Raking  the  cinders  of  a  crucible 
For  life  and  power,  even  when  his  feeble  hmd 
Shakes  in  its  last  decay,  were  the  true  law 
Of  this  so  k>vely  world !  But  thou  art  fled 
Like  some  frail  exhalation,  which  the  dawn 
Robes  in  its  golden  beams, — ah !  thou  hast  fled; 
The  brave,  the  gende,  and  the  beautiful. 
The  child  of  grace  and  genius.    Heartless  thinp 
Are  done  and  said  i'  the  world,  and  many  worms 
And  beasts  and  men  live  on,  and  mighty  Earth 
From  sea  and  mountain,  city  and  wilderness. 
In  vesper  low  or  joyous  orison, 
Ufls  still  its  solemn  voice  .* — but  thou  art  fled— 
Thou  canst  no  longer  know  or  love  die  shapes 
Of  this  phantasmal  scene,  who  have  to  thee 
Been  purest  ministers,  who  aro,  alas ! 
Now  thou  art  not    Upon  those  pallid  lips 
So  sweet  even  in  their  silence,  on  those  eyes 
That  image  sleep  in  death,  upon  that  form 
Tet  safi)  from  the  worm's  outrage,  let  no  tear 
Be  shed — ^not  even  in  thought  Nor,  when  thosa  hnoi 
Are  gmie,  and  those  divinest  lineaments, 
Worn  by  the  senseless  wind,  shall  live  alone 
In  the  frail  pauses  of  this  simple  strain, 
Let  not  high  verse,  mourning  the  memory 
Of  that  which  is  no  mora,  or  painting's  woe. 
Or  sculpture,  speak  in  feeble  imagery 
Their  own  cold  powers.    Art  and  eloquence. 
And  all  the  shows  o'  the  world,  are  frail  and  vain 
To  weep  a  loss  that  turns  their  light  to  shade. 
It  is  a  woe  too  **  deep  for  tears,"  when  all 
Is  reft  at  <Hice,  when  some  surpassing  Spirit 
Whose  light  adom'd  the  worid  around  it,  leavea 
Those  who  remain  behind,  nor  sobs  not  groans. 
The  passionate  tumult  of  a  clinging  hope ; 
But  pale  despair  and  cold  tranquillity, 
Nature's  vast  frame,  the  web  of  human  things. 
Birth  and  the  grave,  that  are  not  as  they  were. 
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Cd>I  bilhar.  my  ■weoi  RoMlind. 

Tb  Inog  lines  Ihou  and  I  have  met, 

And  rai  m* thioki  it  were  onluDil 

ThOH  nuinean  to  IbrseL 

Cone,  (it  bj  nw,     I  tee  Ihee  iland 

By  thk  lona  lake,  in  Ihii  br  land. 

liiy  looae  hair  in  Ibe  lighl  wind  flying. 

Thy  nveet  voice  to  each  lone  of  even 

Uniled,  and  Ihina  eyea  replying 

To  Ihe  huea  of  yon  &ir  heaven. 

Come,  genile  friend !  will  lit  by  me  f 

And  ba  ai  thou  wart  wtmi  la  be 

En  we  were  diiiiniied  I 

None  dolh  behold  ua  now :  tha  power 

That  led  lu  forth  at  Ihii  lona  hour 

Will  be  but  ill  requilad 

If  dioa  depart  in  acom ;  oh '.  eoatt. 

And  talk  at  our  abandon'd  hniw. 


la  are  eiilea.    Talk  with  m 
Of  that  oar  land,  whna  wildi  and  Boodi 
Barren  and  dark  alihough  Ihey  be. 
Were  deerer  Ihan  these  chcalnut  woodi ', 
Thoae  hrnhy  pethi,  that  inland  itreani. 
And  the  blue  mouiilaina.  shapea  which  < 
Uke  wiecki  of  childhood'!  lunny  dream 
Which  Ihat  we  have  abandon'd  now. 
Weighi  on  Ihe  heart  like  that  remone 
Which  attend  fiiendihjp  leave*.     I  leek 

JVo  mon  our  yciuibful  inierooone. 

7%ai  Moaoi  be !  RaMUnd,  apetk. 


bit  B dream, or  do  I  as* 
And  bau  fiail  UalanI  I  moU  1m 
Tt^  tunthv  loDch ;  btn  tn^w  jmw 
Araa,  and  bring  btaddaa  •••■■; 
And  Bf  o'ertmidienM  laaMip 
Seeki  yet  ila  loat  repiae  in  Om. 


What  to  the  evil  worid  it  dna. 
And  Aarsftce  itenly  did  labim 
Td  link  Di  with  the  m&my 
Of  one  io  Ion  ei  Helen.     Tfnr 

Bewilder'd  by  my  diie  deapair, 
Wondering  I  bituh,  and  weep  Aat  thm 
"      "  ■  ■  iiill,  ihou  only  i— "Hwre, 


Tillei 


Dl  on  Ihat  _ 

'  mournful  talk  ba  d( 


Alaa  I  not  there  j  I  cannot  bear 
The  munnur  of  Ihii  lake  to  hear. 
A  aound  finm  thee,  Roaalind  dear.. 
Which  never  yet  I  heanl  elaewhrn 

Even  bera  where  now  we  meeL     [I  alin 

Too  much  of  lufibcaiing  •onow ! 

In  the  de!l  of  yon  dark  choatnot  mod 

b  a  alone  aeat,  a  lolituda 

L««  bk*  our  owa    The  f  boat  ef  pMHW 

Will  Doi  deaeii  thit  apot    THnomnt, 

If  Iby  kind  feebnga  ahould  not  c«l«a. 

We  Day  ait  hen. 


TboQ  lead,  iqr  aww 
Aid  I  will  fbUow. 

Til  Fenid'a  aeat 
Wbare  you  an  goingl  TUa  ia  not  the 
Manuna;  it  leada  behind  tboaa  treea  tt 
Cloaa  to  the  bnte  rivar. 
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nUar'd.   Km  me,  nd  be  gsy, 
,  itby  do  you  wob  t 

BIIfRY. 

I  do  not  know : 
^t  break  any  one*s  heart  to  aee 
the  lady  cry  ao  bitterly. 

HXLKN* 

ode  child,  my  firiend.    Go  home, 
id  play  with  lilla  till  they  come. 
cried  with  joy  to  tee  each  other; 
[iiile  merry  now — Ck)od  night 

The  boy 
nidden  look  upon  his  mother, 
be  gleam  of  forced  and  hollow  joy 
jhten'd  o'er  her  fiu:e,  laugh'd  with  the  glee 
and  UHUipecting  in&ncy, 
■per'd  in  her  ear,  **  Bring  home  with  you 
MCftrange  lady-friend."  Then  off*  he  flew, 
>'d,  and  beckoned  with  a  meaning  imile, 
be  load  tozn'd.    Pale  Rosalind  the  while, 
Mr  fiioe,  Hood  weeping  nlently. 

e  then  they  look  the  way 
the  fiirest't  aolitode. 
vaat  and  antique  wood, 
.  which  they  took  their  way ; 
gray  thadoa  of  evening 
t  green  wildemea  did  fling 
per  aolitode. 

{ still  the  path  that  wound 
t  and  knotted  trees  around 
t  which  sbw  shades  were  wandering, 
sp  lawny  dell  they  came, 
ne  seat  beside  a  spring, 
ich  the  oolnmn'd  wood  did  fifame 
■  temple,  like  the  fane 
ere  new  creeds  could  faith  obtain, 
irty  race  once  knelt  beneath 
irfaanging  deity. 
I  &ir  fountain  hung  the  sky. 
ingled  with  rare  stars.    The  snake, 
e  snake,  that  with  eager  breath 
iMie  hiftnocmtide  thirst  to  slake, 
ing  wim  many  a  mingled  hue, 
Mn  yoa  dome's  eternal  blue, 
le  floats  on  that  dark  and  lucid  flood 
ight  of  his  own  loveliness ; 
»  birds  that  in  the  fountain  dip 
Inmea,  with  fearless  fellowship 
md  round  him  wheel  and  hover, 
ill  wind  is  heard  to  stir 
itary  leaf  on  high ; 
rping  of  the  gra«hopper 
ery  pause.    There  is  emotion 
lat  dwells  at  noontide  here : 
hrough  the  intricate  wild  wood, 
of  life  and  light  and  motion 
n.    But  there  is  stillness  now ; 
and  the  trance  of  Nature  now: 
ika  is  in  his  cave  asleep ; 
da  are  on  the  branches 
e  shadows  creep; 
e  gkyw-wom  is  gleanung ; 


Only  the  owls  and  die  nig^itingalea 
WalEO  in  this  dell  when  daylight  frils. 
And  gray  shades  gather  in  the  woods : 
And  the  owb  have  all  fled  fiur  away 
In  a  merrier  g^en  to  hoot  and  play. 
For  the  moon  is  veil'd  and  sleeping  now. 
The  accoatom'd  nightingale  still  broods 
On  her  accuslom'd  bough. 
But  she  is  mute;  for  her  falae'mate 
Has  fled  and  left  her  desolate. 


This  silent  spot  tnMiiiion  old 
Had  peopled  with  die  spectral  dead. 
For  the  roots  of  the  speaker's  hair  feh  cold 
And  stifl^  as  with  tremulooa  lips  he  told 
That  a  hellish  shape  at  midnight  led 
The  fl^uMt  of  a  youth  with  hoary  hair, 
And  sate  on  the  seat  beside  him  diera. 
Till  a  naked  child  came  wandering  by^ 
When  the  flend  would  change  to  a  lady 
A  fearful  tale !   The  truth  was  worse  : 
For  here  a  sister  and  a  brother 
Had  aolemniied  a  monstrous  curse, 
Meeting  in  this  fiur  soUtude : 
For  beneath  yon  very  sky. 
Had  they  resigned  to  one  another 
Body  and  souL   The  multitude, 
Tracking  them  to  the  secret  wood. 
Tore  limb  from  limb  their  innocent  child. 
And  stabb'd  and  trampled  on  its  mother ; 
But  the  youth,  for  God's  most  holy  grace, 
A  priest  saved  to  bom  in  the  market-plaoa. 


Duly  at  evening  Helen  came 

To  this  lone  silent  spot. 

From  the  wrecks  of  a  tale  of  wilder  sonow 

So  much  sympathy  to  borrow 

As  soothed  her  own  dark  lot 

Duly  each  evening  from  her  home. 

With  her  fiur  child  would  Helen  come 

To  sit  upon  that  antique  seat. 

While  the  hues  of  day  were  pale ; 

And  the  bright  boy  beside  her  feet 

Now  lay,  lifbng  at  intervals 

Hit  broad  blue  eyes  on  her ; 

Now,  where  some  sodden  impulse  caUa 

Following.    He  was  a  gentle  boy 

And  in  sll  gentle  sports  took  joy ; 

Oft  in  a  dry  leaf  for  a  boat. 

With  a  small  feather  for  a  sail. 

His  fimcy  on  that  spring  would  float. 

If  some  invisible  breeze  might  stir 

Its  marble  calm :  and  Helen  smiled 

Through  tears  of  awe  on  the  gay  child, 

To  think  that  a  boy  as  fiur  as  he, 

In  years  which  never  more  may  be. 

By  that  same  fount,  in  that|^me  wood, 

llie  like  sweet  fiuicies  had  puianed ; 

And  that  a  mother,  lost  like  her. 

Had  mournfully  sate  watching  him. 

Then  all  the  scene  was  wont  to  swim 

Through  the  mist  of  a  burning  tear. 


For  maiiy  nontha  had  Helen  known 
Tlui  icaiM ;  and  now  ahe  thither  tom'd 
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TW  ftiaidwiKM  ftMnod  Ai  kid  MoaU, 
flblt  with  hir  OB  Hilt  iwi  of  Mont. 
fikntdMf  wto;  fbrcvwini^ 
Aad  tbt  powtr  in  glDBiiin  btiqf 
Hid,  ^pridi  OM  awftil  ihirfow,  quaO'd 
llMpMiMiordMirgrisC   TbeyMto 
Wltfi  ti'*^^  ^***'^i  tot  uiirapiQU 
Hid  HriMi  likMi  RonUndli. 
UkA  thi  iatamD  wind.  wiMii  it  wAiadi 
TIm  tu|^  locki  of  Ifaa  iiiglilriiid«*i  bur, 
Whteh  ii  twinad  in  tlie  loltrjr  ■ommfr  tir 
Roand  thi  ivaUt  of  an  iilwoni  Mpudofan, 
nd  a»  voioi  of  Holm.  Md  and  swMt, 
And  te  aound  of  bar  haart  Aat  avar  baat; 
Am  iridi  rifhi  and  woirdi  ite  faraaihad  on  bar, 
UnMiid  tha  knoai  of  her  fiiand^  daapair, 
Tm  bar  tboogliii  wan  fiaa  to  float  and  flow ; 
Alid  ft«B  bor  hboriog  boaon  now. 
lika  Ifaa  bamiiig  of  a  prim'd  flaaa. 
Tka  wnoa  of  a  kms-pent  aonow 


KOaALDfOu 

I  aw  flia  daifc  aaith  fall  upon 

Tliaooffin;  and  I  nw  the  itona 

Laid  over  him  whom  dui  oold  bnat 

Hid  piUow'd  to  Ui  nightly  rait ! 

Anoa  inowoii  noc.  ummi  canR  noi  bmiw 

Sfyafony.   Oh!  leoold  noc  waap: 

Tha  aomcei  whence  iodi  Mwinp  flow 

Ware  not  to  be  approach'd  by  me! 

But  I  oonld  nule.  and  I  oooM  deep^ 

Tbongh  with  a  aetf^ocuiing  heart 

In  mominf^  light,  in  evening's  ^oon. 

I  waidi'd#    and  would  not  tiienea  depatt^— 

Mj  bntband's  mdamented  tomb. 

Mjr  children  knew  their  nre  was  gone. 

Bat  when  I  told  them,  "  he  is  dead/' 

They  laagh'd  aloud  in  frantic  glee, 

They  clapp'd  their  hands  and  leap'd  about. 

Answering  each  other's  ecstasy 

With  many  a  prank  and  merry  shoot 

But  I  sate  silent  and  alone, 

Wrapp'd  in  the  mock  of  mourning  weed. 


They  laugh'd,  for  he  was  dead ;  but  I 
Sale  with  a  hard  and  tearless  eye, 
And  with  a  heart  which  would  deny 
The  secret  joy  it  could  not  quell. 
Low  muttering  o'er  his  lothed  name ; 
Till  from  that  seli^ntention  came 
RemorM  where  sin  was  none ;  a  hell 
Which  in  pure  spirits  should  not  dwelL 


I H  tell  the  truth.  He  was  a  man 

Hard,  aelfish,  loving  only  gold. 

Yet  full  of  guile :  his  pele  eyea  ran 

With  tears,  which  each  some  falsehood  told. 

And  oft  his  smooth  and  bridled  tongue 

Would  give  the  lie  to  his  flushing  dieek : 

He  was  a  coward  to  the  strong ; 

He  waa  a  tyrant  to  the  weak. 

On  whom  his  vengeance  he  would  wreak : 

For  scorn,  whose  arrows  search  the  heart. 

From  many  a  stranger'a  aye  would  dart, 


HIi  aonl  to  te  boM  ao  oold  and  kribfr 
Ha  WW  a  qpmit  to  dia  weak. 
And  wa  ware  andb,  aka  tka  dqr! 
Oft.  wfaan  nj  liida  cnaa  at  pl^. 
Ware  fai  joAlH  aatmallJi^tiiaBa  fmr, 
Or  if  they  Iklen'd  to  soma  Ida 
Of  tmveUers,  or  of  lBify4and/— 

Whan  tha  fight  fiom  flia  wQod4h«1i  4|te  bM 
VlHh*d  on  their  fiM)ear-lf  dMf  k8Ml 
Or  ihMi^  diay  baard  npon  Ike  al^ 
Ha  ftoMap^  tha  anspendad  waid 
Diadaajiyl^:  waaUgmarpali; 

Urn  baba  at  my  boaom  WH  kiiM  wilk 
If  it  tkonght  it  heard  in  fiukar 
Awl  my  two  wiU  boya  would  oaar  my 
Clmg.  oow'd  and  ooweriDig  ftadfally. 


I'D  tail  Oatradi:  Ilovad 

Hia  name  in  ny  ear 

ffia  ftrm  to  my  brain 

Tat  if  aoma  atmngar  bnaftad  d^ 

Sfy  lipa  tom'd  wUta.  and  iqr  kaaiC  b«l  ■«! 

Kbf  n||^  ware  onoa  banMaJ  If  dramM  «f  fe 

ytf  daya  ware  dim  in  die  ibatfoar  eaa^ 

By  the  memoiy  of  tha  aaaa! 

Ikcf  and  night,  day  and  irf^ 

He  waa  my  braath  and  Mb  Md  l^f^ 

For  duoa  diott  yaaiB^  wkMb  I 

Ota  tha  fimrth,  my  ganlla 

Lad  me  to  the  ahrine.  to  ba 

Hia  awom  bride  eteinally. 

And  now  we  stood  oo  dm  aharalikv 

Whan  my  fiuher  came  from  a 

And  widi  a  loud  and  Aarfiil  ciy, 

Rorii'd  between  us  anddanly. 

I  saw  the  stream  of  his  thin  gray  hair. 

I  saw  his  lean  and  lifted  hand. 

And  heard  his  words^ — and  live!  O  God? 

Wherefore  do  I  live  f— ^  Hold,  hold !" 

He  criedr-^  I  tell  thee  'tis  her  faiodiar ! 

Thy  mother,  boy,  beneath  die  aod 

Of  yon  church-jrard  rests  in  her  duood  ao  eeld. 

I  am  now  weak,  and  pale,  and  old : 

We  were  once  dear  to  one  anodiar. 

I  and  that  corpse !  Thou  art  our  ^ild!" 

Then  with  a  laugh  bodi  long  add  wOd 

The  youth  upon  the  pavement  lell: 

They  found  him  dead!  All  look'd  on  ma. 

The  sjpesms  of  my  despair  to  see; 

But  I  was  calm.    I  went  away ; 

I  was  clammy-cold  like  clay ! 

I  did  not  wee|>— I  did  not  speak ; 

But  day  by  day,  week  after  week. 

I  walk'd  about  like  a  corpse  alive! 

Alas !  sweet  friend,  you  must  believe 

This  heart  is  stone— it  did  not  bieak. 


My  fiither  lived  a  litde  whfle, 
But  all  might  see  diat  he  was  dymg. 
He  smiled  with  such  a  woftil  smile ! 
When  he  was  in  the  chnreh-yard  1/ing 
Among  the  wonns,  he  grew  quite  pojr. 
80  that  no  one  would  give  us  breal. 
My  nxMher  kiok'd  at  ma.  and  aaid 
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rdi  of  olM«r,  which  only  mauit 
ooald  die  and  be  oontent ; 
t  forth  fiom  the  nme  chuich-door 
er  huabaiid'i  bed. 
wei  he  who  died  at  last, 
aefci  and  monUiE  and  yean  had  pait, 
which  I  finnly  did  Ailfil 
a,  a  devoted  wife, 
I  ilera  ttep  of  vanquiih'd  will, 
beneath  ihe  night  of  life, 
oura  eztinguiah'd,  like  ilow  rain 
br  ever,  pain  by  pain,' 
r  hope  of  death's  dear  rest ; 
ince  the  heart  within  my  breait 
al  life  was  dupoawat, 
le  austainer  there  had  been. 


jwen  were  dead,  and  graas  was  green 
f  mother's  grave, — that  mother 

0  outlive,  and  cheer,  and  make 
eyea  glitter  fer  her  sake, 
vow'd  task,  the  single  care 

iiee  gave  Ufe  to  my  despair,— 
le  was  a  thing  that  did  not  stir, 
crawling  worms  were  cradling  her 
sp  more  deep  and  so  more  sweet 
baby's  rock'd  on  its  ntuse's  knee, 
a  living  pulse  then  beat 
my  heart  that  awaken'd  roe. 
as  this  pulse  so  vrarm  and  free  f 
knew  it  could  not  be 

1  dull  blood:  'twas  like  a  thought 
d  love,  that  spread  and  wrought 
ay  boaom  and  in  my  brain, 

ipt  with  the  blood  through  every  vein ; 
ir  by  hour,  day  after  day, 
nder  could  not  charm  away, 
in  sleep,  my  wakeful  pain, 
knew  it  was  a  child, 
in  I  wept    For  long,  long  years 
roaen  eyes  had  shed  no  team : 
V — 'twas  the  season  fair  and  mild 
kpril  has  wept  itself  to  May : 
iroogh  the  sweet  sunny  day 
window  bower'd  round  vnih  leaves, 
nm  my  cheeks  the  quick  tears  ran 
inkUof  rain-drops  from  the  eaves, 
warm  spring  showen  are  passing  o'er : 
1,  none  can  ever  tell 
'  it  was  to  weep  once  more ! 


to  think  how  hard  it  were 
my  babe,  and  take  from  it 
ise  of  light,  and  the  warm  air, 
f  own  fend  and  tender  care, 
re  and  smiles ;  ere  I  knew  yet 
ese  fer  it  might,  as  for  me, 
masks  of  a  grinning  mockery, 
ply,  I  would  dream,  'twere  sweet 
I  it  from  my  feded  breast, 
I  my  own  heart's  restless  beat 
to  its  untroubled  rest. 
Itch  the  growing  soul  beneath 
n  feint  smiles;  and  hear  its  bratth, 
termpCed  by  calm 


And  aearch  tiie  depdi  of  ita  feir  eyaa 

For  k»g  departed  memoriea! 

And  so  I  lived  till  that  sweet  load 

Was  lighten'd.    Darkly  forward  fkm'd 

The  stream  of  yean,  and  on  it  bore 

Two  shapes  of  gladness  to  my  sight; 

Two  other  babes,  delightful  more 

In  my  lost  sool's  abandon'd  night. 

Than  their  own  country  ships  may  be 

Sailing  towards  wreck'd  mariners. 

Who  cling  to  the  rock  of  a  wintry  sea. 

For  each,  as  it  came,  brought  soothing  tears. 

And  a  loosening  warmth,  as  each  one  lay 

Sucking  the  sullen  milk  away 

About  my  fitnen  heart,  did  play, 

And  wean'd  it,  ob  how  painfully  ^ 

As  they  themselves  were  wean'd  each  ooa 

From  that  sweet  food, — even  from  the  diint 

Of  death,  and  nothingness,  and  rest. 

Strange  inmate  of  a  living  breast! 

Which  all  that  I  had  undergone 

Of  grief  and  shame,  since  she,  who  first 

The  gatea  of  that  dark  refuge  closed. 

Came  to  my  sight,  and  almoat  bunt 

The  seal  of  that  Lethean  spring ; 

But  these  feir  shadows  interposed : 

For  all  delights  are  shadows  now! 

And  fiom  my  brain  to  my  dull  brow 

The  heavy  tecuns  gather  and  flow : 

I  cannot  speak — Oh  let  me  weep ! 

The  tean  which  fell  fhnn  her  wan  e3res 
Glimmer'd  among  the  moonlight  dew ; 
Her  deep  hard  sobs  and  heavy  sighs 
Their  echoes  in  the  darkness  threw. 
When  she  grew  calm,  she  thus  did  keep 
The  tenor  of  her  tale : — 


He  died, 
1  know  not  how.    He  was  not  old. 
If  age  be  nnmber'd  by  its  yean ; 
But  he  was  bow'd  |nd  bent  with  fears. 
Pale  with  the  quenchless  thirst  of  gold. 
Which,  like  fieree  fever,  left  him  weak ; 
And  hii  strait  lip  and  bloated  cheek 
Were  warp'd  in  spasms  by  hollow  sneen ; 
And  selfish  cares  with  barren  plow. 
Not  age,  had  lined  his  narrow  brow. 
And  foul  and  cruel  thoughts,  which  feed 
Upon  the  withering  life  within. 
Like  vipera  on  some  poironous  weed. 
Whether  his  ill  were  death  or  sin 
None  knew,  until  he  died  indeed. 
And  then  men  own'd  they  were  the  same. 

Seven  dajrs  within  my  chamber  lay 
That  corse,  and  my  babes  made  holiday : 
At  last,  I  told  them  what  is  death : 
The  eldest,  with  a  kind  of  shame. 
Came  to  my  kneea  with  silent  breath. 
And  sate  awe-stricken  at  my  feet  i 
And  soon  the  othen  left  their  play. 
And  sate  there  too.    It  is  immeet 
To  shed  on  tite  brief  itower  of  youth 
The  widierinf  knowledge  of  the  grave. 
From  me  remoiae  then  wrung  that  tradi 
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I  eoold  not  bear  the  joy  which  gave 
Too  jint  a  responM  to  nune  own. 
In  vain.    I  dared  not  feign  a  groan ; 
And  in  their  artle«  looka  I  aaw. 
Between  the  mistm  of  fear  and  awe. 
That  my  own  thought  was  thein ;  and  they 
Ex|»re«*d  it  not  in  wordi,  but  aaid. 
Each  in  its  heart,  how  every  day 
Will  paM  in  happy  work  and  play. 
Now  he  is  dead  and  gone  away. 


After  the  funeral  all  our  kin 
Assembled,  and  the  will  was  read. 
My  (Hend,  I  teU  thee,  even  the  dead 
Have  strength,  their  putrid  shrouds  widiin, 
IV)  blast  ai^  torture.    Those  who  live 
Still  fear  the  living,  but  a  corse 
Is  merdleas,  and  power  doth  give 
TV)  such  pale  tyrants  half  the  spoil 
He  rends  fiom  those  who  groan  and  toil, 
Because  they  blush  not  with  remorse 
'  Among  their  crawling  worms.    Behold, 
I  have  no  child !  my  tale  grows  old 
With  grief,  and  staggers :  let  it  reach 
The  limits  of  my  feeble  speech. 
And  languidly  at  length  recline 
On  the  brink  of  its  own  gmve  and  mine- 


Thou  knoweet  what  a  thing  is  Poverty 

Among  the  fidlen  on  evil  days : 

Tis  Crime,  and  Fear,  and  Infamy, 

And  houseless  Want  in  frozen  ways 

Wandering  ungarmented.  and  Pain, 

And,  worse  than  all,  that  inward  stain 

Foul  Self-contempt,  wliich  drowns  in  sneers 

Youth's  stai light  fimile,  and  mokes  its  tears 

First  like  hot  gall,  ihcii  dry  for  ever . 

And  well  thou  knowpEit  a  motlicr  never 

Could  doom  her  childrt^n  to  this  ill. 

And  well  ho  knew  the  same.    The  will 

Imported,  tliat  if  e'er  again 

I  sought  my  children  to  behold. 

Or  in  my  birth-place  did  remain 

Beyond  three  days,  whose  hours  were  told, 

They  should  inliorit  naught :  and  he. 

To  whom  next  came  iheir  patrimony, 

A  sallow  lawyer,  cruel  and  cold. 

Aye  watch'd  me,  as  the  will  was  read, 

With  eyes  askance,  which  sought  to  see 

The  secrets  of  my  agony ; 

And  with  close  lips  and  anxious  brow 

Stood  canvassing  still  to  and  fro 

The  chance  of  my  resolve,  and  oil 

The  dead  man's  rnution  just  did  call; 

For  in  that  killing  lie  'twas  said — 

"  She  is  adulterous,  and  doth  hold 

In  secret  that  the  Christian  creed 

Is  false,  and  therefore  is  much  need 

That  I  8houl<l  have  a  care  to  save 

My  children  from  eternal  fire." 

Friend,  he  was  shclter'd  by  the  grave. 

And  therefore  dared  to  be  a  har ! 

In  truth,  the  Indian  on  the  p3rre 

Of  her  dead  husband,  half  consumed. 

As  well  might  there  be  false,  as  I 

To  those  abhorr'd  embraces  doom'd» 


Far  wone  than  fire's  brief  agony. 
As  to  the  Chriftkn  craed,  if  tni« 
Or  felae,  I  never  question'd  if: 
I  took  it  as  the  vulgar  do : 
Nor  my  vezt  soul  hiad  leisora  yet 
Tb  doubt  the  things  men  say,  or  d 
That  they  are  other  than  they 


All  present  who  those  crimes  did  hear. 
In  feign'd  or  actual  scorn  and  fear. 
Men,  women,  children,  slunk  away. 
Whispering  with  self^sonlented  pndA, 
Which  half  suspects  its  own  baaa  iia. 
I  spoke  to  none,  nor  did  abide. 
But  silently  I  went  my  way. 
Nor  noticed  I  where  joyously 
Sate  my  twx>  younger  babes  at  play. 
In  the  court-yard  through  which  I  past; 
But  went  with  footsteps  firm  and  fint 
Till  I  came  to  the  brink  of  the  ooean 
And  there,  a  woman  with  grey  hain^ 
Who  had  my  mother's  servant  bean. 
Kneeling,  with  many  tears  and  prayem. 
Made  me  accept  a  porae  of  gold, 
Half  of  the  earnings  she  had  kept 
To  refuge  her  when  weak  and  oJd. 


With  woe,  which  never  sleeps  or  alapt, 

I  wander  now.    Tis  a  vain  thought— 

But  on  yon  alp,  whose  snowy  bead 

'Mid  the  azure  air  is  idandml 

(We  see  it  o'er  the  flood  of  cloud. 

Which  sunrise  from  its  eastern  caves 

Drives,  wrinkling  into  golden  wavea» 

Hung  with  its  precipices  proud. 

From  that  gray  stone  where  first  we  met). 

There,  now  who  knov%-8  the  dead  feel  naught 

Should  be  my  gmve ;  for  he  who  yet 

Is  my  soul's  soul,  once  said :  "  T  were  sweet 

'Mid  stars  and  lightnings  to  abide. 

And  winds  and  lulling  snows,  that  beat 

With  their  sof\  flakcM  the  mountain  wide. 

When  weary  meteor  lamps  repose. 

And  languid  storms  their  jnnions  close : 

And  all  things  strong  and  bright  and  pure. 

And  ever-during.  aye  endure : 

Who  knows,  if  one  were  buried  Aere. 

But  these  things  migiit  our  spirits  make, 

Amid  the  all-surrounding  air, 

Tlieir  own  eternity  piartakc  f 

Then  'twas  a  wild  and  playful  saying 

At  which  I  laugh'd  or  seem'd  to  laugh : 

They  were  his  words :  now  heed  my  praying. 

And  let  them  be  my  epitaph. 

Thy  memorj'  for  a  term  may  be 

My  monument.    Wilt  remember  me  ? 

I  know  thou  wilt,  and  canst  forgive 

Whilst  in  this  erring  world  to  live 

My  soul  disdain'd  not,  that  I  thought 

Its  lying  forms  were  worthy  aught. 

And  much  less  thee. 


lOLIN. 

O  speak  not  so. 
But  come  to  me  and  pour  thy  woe 
Into  this  heart,  full  though  it  be, 

400 


ROSALIND  AND  HELEN. 


158 


Aye  orerflowmg  with  its  own : 

I  tbought  that  grief  had  ■eTer'd  ma 

From  all  beaide  who  weep  and  groan ; 

Its  likeneii  upon  earth  to  be. 

Its  expreei  image ;  bat  thou  art 

More  wretched.    Sweet!  we  will  not  part 

Henoelbrth,  if  death  be  not  division ; 

If  80,  the  dead  feel  no  contrition. 

Bat  wilt  thou  hear,  since  last  we  parted 

AD  that  has  left  me  broken4iearted  ? 

EOSALIND. 

Tes^  speaL    The  faintest  staia  are  scarcely  shorn 
Of  thmr  thin  beams  by  that  delusive  mom 
Which  sinks  again  in  darkness,  like  the  light 
Of  eariy  tove,  soon  lost  in  total  night 

BELKN. 

Alaa!  Italian  winds  are  mild. 

Bat  my  bosom  is  cold — wintry  cold — 

When  the  warm  air  weaves,  among  the  freah  leaves. 

Soft  mosic^  my  poor  brain  is  wild. 

And  I  am  weak  like  a  nurriing  child, 

Tboo^  my  soul  with  grief  is  gray  and  old. 

lOSALINDb 

Weep  not  at  thine  own  woids,  tho*  they  mnstmeke 
Me  weep.   What  is  thy  tale? 

HXLIIf. 

I  fear  *twiU  shake 
Tlky  gentle  heart  with  tears.   Thou  well 
Rememberest  when  we  met  no  more. 
And,  though  I  dwelt  with  Lionel, 
That  fhendless  caution  pierced  me  sore 
With  grief;  a  wound  my  spirit  bore 
Indignantly,  but  when  he  died 
Wi£  him  lay  dead  both  hope  and  pcide. 

AIm!  an  hope  is  buried  now. ' 
Hot  then  men  dream'd  die  aged  earth 
W*as  laboring  in  that  mighty  birth. 
Which  many  a  poet  and  a  sage 
Bba  aye  foreseen — the  happy  age 
When  truth  and  love  shall  dwell  below 
AmoQg  the  works  and  wa3rs  of  men ; 
Which  on  thii  world  not  power  but  vrill 
Even  now  is  wanting  to  fulfil. 

Among  tn»nktnH  what  thence  befell 
Of  strife,  how  vain,  is  known  too  well ; 
When  liberty's  dear  pcean  fell 
'Mid  murderous  howls.    To  Lionel, 
Thoagh  of  great  wealth  and  lineage  high, 
Tet  through  those  dungeon  waUs  there  came 
Thy  thrilUng  light,  O  Liberty! 
And  as  the  meteor's  midnight  flame 
Startles  the  dreamer,  sunlike  truth 
Flash'd  on  his  visionary  youth. 
And  fill'd  him,  not  with  love,  bat  fiuth. 
And  hope,  and  courage  mute  in  death ; 
For  knre  and  life  in  him  were  twins. 
Bora  at  one  birth :  in  every  other 
First  life  then  love  its  course  begins, 
lliough  they  be  children  of  one  mother; 
And  so  throogh  this  dark  worid  they  fleet 
Divided.  tiU  in  death  they  meet : 

3  A 


But  he  loved  all  things  ever.   Then 

He  pass'd  amid  the  strife  of  men. 

And  stood  at  the  throne  of  armed  power 

Pleading  for  a  world  of  woe  .* 

Secure  as  one  on  a  rock-built  tower 

O'er  the  wrecks  which  the  surge  trails  lo  and  tto, 

'Afid  the  passions  wild  of  human>kind 

He  stood,  like  a  sfnrit  calming  them; 

For,  it  was  said,  his  words  could  bind 

like  music  the  luU'd  crowd,  and  stem 

That  torrent  of  unquiet  dream 

Which  mortals  truth  and  reason  deem. 

But  is  revenge  and  fear,  and  pride. 

Joyous  he  was ;  and  hope  and  peace 

On  all  who  heard  him  did  abide. 

Raining  like  dew  from  his  sweet  talk. 

As  where  die  evening  star  may  walk 

Along  the  brink  of  the  gkxnny  seai^ 

liquid  mists  of  splendor  quiver. 


His  very  gestures  touch'd  to  team 

The  unpersuaded  tyrant,  never 

So  moved  before :  his  presence  stung 

The  torturers  with  their  victim's  pam. 

And  none  knew  how ;  and  through  ^eir  eaiit 

The  subtle  witchcraft  of  his  tongue 

Unlock'd  the  hearts  of  those  wl^  keep 

Gold,  the  world's  bond  of  slavery. 

Men  wondeFd,  and  some  sneer'd  to  see 

One  sow  what  he  could  never  reap : 

For  he  is  rich,  they  said,  and  young. 

And  might  drink  from  the  depths  ^  Inzmy. 

If  he  seeks  fame,  fame  never  crown'd 

The  champion  of  a  trampled  creed: 

If  he  seeks  power,  power  is  enthroned 

'Mid  ancient  rights  and  wrongs,  to  feed 

Which  hungry  wolves  with  praise  and  spoil 

Those  who  would  sit  near  power  must  toil; 

And  such,  there  sitting,  all  may  see. 

What  seeks  he?  All  that  others  seek 

He  casts  away,  like  a  vile  weed 

Which  the  sea  casts  unretumingly. 

That  poor  and  hungry  men  should  break 

The  laws  which  wreak  them  toil  and  soom, 

We  understand ;  but  Lionel 

We  know  is  rich  and  nobly  born. 


So  wonder'd  they ;  yet  all  men  loved 
Young  Lionel,  t)u>ugh  few  approved ; 
All  but  the  priests,  whose  hatred  fell 
Like  the  unseen  blight  of  a  smiling  day. 
The  withering  honey-dew,  which  clings 
Under  the  bright  green  buds  of  May, 
Whilst  they  unfold  their  emerald  wings : 
For  he  made  verses  wild  and  queer 
On  the  strange  creeds  priests  hold  so  dear, 
Because  they  bring  them  land  and  gold. 
Of  devils  and  saints  and  a.U  such  gear. 
He  made  tales  which  whoso  heard  or  read 
Would  laugh  till  he  were  almost  dead. 
So  this  grew  a  proverb:  **  Don't  get  old 
Till  lionel's '  buiqaet  in  hell'  yoa  hear. 
And  then  you  will  lau|^  younelf  young 
So  the  priests  haled  him,  and  he 
Repaid  their  Yiale  wifi^  f^<MiilQ\  ^aa. 


SHELLBirs  POETICAL  wmxa 


Ah,  anlei  aid  joyanee  qnioUy  died, 
fVv  pobtte  Inpe  grow  pala  and  dim 
b  HI  dlH^d  tiiiie  and  tida. 
And  Ib  in  wartiog  widm^d  Ua. 
Ai  a  ■unmar  floiver  thai  bkmt  too  ■mi 
Dioopa  hi  the  anila  of  the  wanfaig  nQon. 
When  it  eoattwa  dttoagh  an  April  ni|^ 
Tlia  fioBHi  dewe  of  wrinkling  bK^ 
None  now  hoped  more.  Onqr  Power  WM 
BMtf  on  her  aaoeelnl  Ihione; 
And  Fiidi.  the  Pyflion,  nndeftated, 
Even  to  in  bloodstained  etepe  diagged  on 
Her  iwl  and  wounded  tnm.  and  men 
Were  trunpled  and  deceived  afahw 
And  wordi  and  ihoiia  agun  oonld  bind 
Tlie  wailiof  tribeo  of  honwAund 
In eeom and ftminOi   Fireandblo9d 
B^ed  roond  the  nging  mnltitade. 
To  Mdi  renole  bjr  ^nann  lent 
To  be  die  ooomed  imtnuoent 
WIdi  which  diey  diag  flom  Bunee  of  gore 
TIm  ehaini  their  alavei  yet  ever  wore ; 
And  in  the  itreeti  men  met  eadi  other. 
And  bjr  old  altaia  and  in  haUi, 
And  flriled  again  at  feoiivab. 
Bat  eadi  man  Ibund  in  hii  heart* e  bradier 
Cold  oheer;  Ibr  aH  thoogh  half 
Tlie  ootwom  oreedi  again  beUered, 
And  the  mme  ioond  anew  began. 
Which  the  weaiy  world  yec  ever  laa. 


Blanf  dien  wept,  not  tean,  bat  gall 

WitUn  their  hearti,  like  drope  which  fldi 

Wealing  the  fiianlaiiMione  away. 

And  in  thai  darii  and  eril  day 

Did  all  deeirat  and  thoughts,  that  claim 

Men*e  care — ambition,  (Hendahip,  fiune, 

Love,  hope,  though  hopo  was  now  deepair — 

Indue  the  colon  of  thia  cliange, 

Ai  from  the  all'eurrounding  air 

The  earth  takes  hues  obscure  and  strange. 

When  itorm  and  earthquake  linger  there. 


And  so,  my  friend,  it  then  befell 
To  many,  most  to  Lionel, 
Whose  hope  was  like  the  life  of  youth 
l^thin  him,  and  when  dead,  beomie 
A  spirit  of  unresting  flame. 
Which  goaded  him  in  his  distress 
Over  the  world's  vast  wilderness. 
Three  years  he  left  his  native  land. 
And  on  the  fourth,  when  he  retum'd. 
None  knew  him :  he  was  stricken  deep 
With  some  disease  of  mind,  and  tum*d 
Into  aught  unlike  Lionel. 
On  him,  on  whom,  did  he  pause  in  sleep, 
Serenest  smiles  were  wont  to  keep, 
And,  did  he  wake,  a  winged  band 
Of  bright  persuasioDs,  which  bad  fed 
On  his  sweet  lips  and  liquid  eyes. 
Kept  their  swift  pinions  half  outspread, 
To  do  on  men  his  least  command ; 
On  him,  whom  once  'twas  paradise 
Even  to  behold,  now  misery  lay: 
in  biM  own  heart  'twas  mercilos, 


ToalltUngpalM 
Ito  haooenee  and 


"Tww  aid  that  be  hHl  refiifB 
In  low  fiom  his  nnquiec  dwwght 
In  diatant  lands,  and  been  deoeivnd 
^aomeatiangeshiow;  ftr  then 
Btotted  widi  team  aa  tfaoee  relievad 
By  dieir  own  words  are  wont  to  do^ 
llieBe  mouinfnl  versea  on  the  gRMid, 
By  all  who  read  then  blotted  loa 


*  How  am  I  dionged  f  my  hopea  wove  onee  likn  fin 
I  hived,  and  I  believed  that  Kfr  WW  bfo. 
How  am  I  ksl!  on  wingi  of  awift  dariin 
Among  Heaven^  winds  my  apiiit  oiiee  dU  aofve 
I  dept,  and  sQver  dreama  did  ^re  inifire 
My  liquid  deepi   I  woka,  and  did  approva 
AU  nature  to  my  heart,  and  diOQ^  to 
A  paradise  of  earth  ftr  one  awnet  aakn. 


**  I  love,  but  I  believe  hi  love  no 
I  feel  desire,  but  hope  not   0^  fioai  alaep 
Blast  vainly  most  my  weaiy  brain  implora 
Its  hmg-loBl  flattery  now.    I  wake  to  weep^ 
And  sit  through  the  long  day  gnawing  the  core 
Of  my  hitler  heart,  and,  like  a 
Smoe  none  in  what  I  fiiellaka 
To  ny  ovm  sool  its  sol 


He dwril  beside  me  near  the  aea; 
And  oft  hi  evening  did  we  meet. 
When  the  waves,  beneath  the  atarligh^  fbn 
0*er  the  ydlow  sands  with  sQver  leet; 
Andtalk'd.   Our  talk  was  sad  and  aweel, 
Till  slowly  from  his  mion  there  paas'd 
The  desolation  which  it  spoke  ; 
And  smiles, — as  when  the  lightning's  blast 
Has  porch'd  some  Heaven-delighting  oak. 
The  next  spring  showii  leaves  pale  and  rare. 
But  like  flowen  delicate  and  fbir. 
On  its  rent  boughs, — again  array'd 
His  countonanco  in  tender  light : 
His  words  grew  subtle  fire,  which  made 
The  air  his  heorcn  breathed  delight : 
His  motions,  like  the  winds,  were  free. 
Which  bend  the  bright  grass  grao^olty. 
Then  fade  away  in  circlets  faint: 
And  winged  Hope,  on  which  upbonie 
His  soul  seem'd  hovering  in  his  eyea, 
Like  some  bright  spirit  newly-boni 
Floating  amid  the  sunny  skies. 
Sprang  forth  from  his  rent  heart  anew. 
Yet  o'er  his  talk,  and  looks,  and  mien, 
Tempering  their  loveliness  too  keen, 
Pkst  woe  its  shadow  backward  threw, 
Till  like  an  exhalation,  spread 
From  flowers  half  drunk  with  evening  dew. 
They  did  become  infectious :  sweet 
And  subtle  mists  of  sense  and  thought; 
Which  wrapt  us  soon,  when  we  might  meet. 
Almost  from  our  own  looks  and  au^t 
The  wide  world  holds.    And  so,  his  mind 
Was  heal'd,  while  mine  grew  sick  with  ftar: 
For  ever  now  his  health  declined, 
like  some  frul  bark  whid(  cannot  bear 
\    TVie  VBKipi^  qC  %ik  «Uet*d  wind. 
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Tboogh  proipeioiiB;  and  my  heart  grew  loll 

'Mid  its  new  joy  of  a  new  care : 

For  bis  cheek  became,  not  pale,  but  &ir, 

As  roae^'ershadow'd  liliee  are ; 

And  aoon  his  deep  and  sunny  hair. 

In  this  akme  less  beautifal. 

Like  grass  in  tombs  grew  wild  and  rare. 

The  blood  in  his  translucent  veins 

Beat,  not  like  animal  life,  but  love 

Seran'd  now  its  sullen  springs  to  move. 

When  life  had  iail'd,  and  all  its  panis ; 

And  sudden  sleep  would  seize  him  oil 

like  death,  so  cidm,  but  that  a  tear. 

His  pointed  eye-lashes  between, 

Woidd  gather  in  the  light  serene 

Of  smiles,  whose  lustre  bright  and  soft 

Beneath  lay  undulating  there. 

W»  breath  was  like  inconstant  flame. 

As  eagerly  it  went  and  came ; 

And  I  hung  o*er  him  in  his  sleeps 

Till,  like  an  image  in  the  lake 

Which  rains  disturb,  my  tears  would  break 

Hm  shadow  of  that  slumper  deep ; 

Then  he  would  bid  me  not  to  weep. 

And  say  with  flattery  false,  yet  sweet. 

That  death  and  he  could  never  meet. 

If  I  would  never  part  with  him. 

And  so  we  loved,  and  did  unite 

All  that  in  us  was  yet  divided : 

For  when  he  said,  that  many  a  rite, 

By  men  to  bind  but  once  provided, 

Could  not  be  shared  by  him  and  me, 

Or  they  would  kill  him  in  their  glee, 

I  shudder'd,  and  dien  laughing  said, 

**  We  will  have  rites  our  ftith  to  bind, 

Bat  ottf  church  shall  be  the  starry  night, 

Our  altar  the  grassy  earth  outspread. 

And  our  priest  the  muttering  wind.*' 

TwBS  sonset  as  I  spoke :  one  star 

Had  scarce  burst  forth,  when  from  afitf 

The  ministers  of  misrule  sent, 

Seiaed  upon  Lionel,  and  bore 

His  chain'd  limbs  to  a  dreary  tower. 

In  the  midst  of  a  city  vast  and  wide. 

For  he,  they  said,  from  his  mind  had  bent 

Against  their  gods  keen  blasphemy, 

For  which,  though  his  soul  must  roasted  be 

In  hell's  red  laka  immortally. 

Yet  even  on  earth  must  he  abide 

TIm  vengeance  of  their  slaves — a  trial, 

I  think,  men  call  it    What  avail 

Are  piayeri  and  tears,  which  chase  denial 

From  the  fierce  savage,  nursed  in  hate  f 

What  the  knit  soul  that  pleading  and  pale 

Makes  wan  the  quivering  cheek,  which  late 

It  painted  with  its  own  delight  ? 

We  were  divided.     As  I  could, 

I  still'd  the  tingling  of  my  blood. 

And  followed  him  in  their  despite. 

As  a  widow  follows,  pale  and  wild, 

llie  miudereri  and  corse  of  her  only  child ; 

And  when  we  came  to  the  prison  door. 

And  I  pray'd  to  share  his  dungeon  floor 

With  prayen  that  rarely  have  been  spom'd, 

And  when  men  drove  me  forth,  and  I 


Stared  with  blank  freniy  on  tiie  sky, 

A  fitrewell  look  of  love  he  tiurn'd. 

Half  calming  me ;  then  gased  awhile. 

As  if  through  that  black  and  massy  pUe, 

And  through  the  crowd  around  him  there. 

And  through  the  dense  and  murky  air, 

And  the  throng'd  streets,  he  did  espy 

What  poets  know  and  prophesy ; 

And  aaid,  with  voice  that  made  them  shiver 

Anil  clung  like  music  in  my  brain. 

And  which  the  mute  walls  spoke  agaip 

Prolonging  it  with  deepen'd  strain — 

*'Fear  not  the  tyrants  shall  rule  for  ever. 

Or  the  firiests  of  the  bloody  ftidi  ,* 

They  stand  on  the  brink  of  that  mighty  river. 

Whose  waves  they  have  tainted  wiSi  death : 

It  is  fed  from  the  depths  of  a  thousand  deUs, 

Around  them  it  foams,  and  rages,  and  swelk^ 

And  their  swords  and  their  sceptres  I  floating  aee, 

like  wrecks  in  the  surge  of  eternity." 

I  dwelt  beside  the  prison-gate. 

And  the  strange  crowd  that  out  and  in 

Paas'd,  some,  no  doubt,  with  mine  own  fitte. 

Might  have  fretted  me  with  its  ceaseless  din. 

But  the  fever  of  care  was  louder  within. 

Sdon,  but  too  late,  in  penitence 

Or  fear,  his  foes  released  him  thence : 

I  saw  hisxthin  and  languid  form. 

As  leaning  on  the  jailer's  arm. 

Whose  harden'd  eyes  grew  moist  the  while. 

To  meet  his  mute  and  faded  smile. 

And  hear  his  words  of  kind  fhrewell. 

He  totter'd  forth  from  his  damp  oelL 

Many  had  never  wept  before. 

From  whom  fast  tears  then  gush'd  and  fell : 

Many  will  relent  no  more. 

Who  sobb'd  like  infimts  then ;  ay,  all 

Who  throng'd  the  prison's  stony  hall. 

The  rulers  or  the  slaves  of  law. 

Felt  with  a  new  surprise  and  awe 

That  they  were  human,  till  strong  shame 

Made  them  again  become  the  same. 

The  prison  blood-hounds,  huge  and  grim, 

From  human  Jooks  the  infection  caught. 

And  fondly  crouch'd  and  fown'd  on  him  { 

And  men  have  heard  the  prisoners  say. 

Who  in  their  rotting  dungeons  lay, 

That  from  that  hour,  throughout  one  day. 

The  fierce  despair  and  hate  which  kept 

Their  trampled  bosoms  almost  slept  : 

When,  like  twin  vultures,  they  hung  feeding 

On  each  heart's  wound,  wide  torn  and  bleeding. 

Because  their  jailers'  rule,  they  thought, 

Grew  merciful,  like  a  parent's  sway. 

I  know  not  how,  but  we  were  free : 

And  Lionel  sate  alone  with  me. 

As  the  carriage  drove  through  the  streets  apace ; 

And  we  look'd  upon  each  other's  face ; 

And  the  blood  in  our  fingers  intertwined 

Ran  like  the  thoughts  of  a  single  mind. 

As  the  swift  emotions  went  and  came 

Through  the  veins  of  each  united  frame. 

So  throo^  the  long  lone  streets  we  past 

Of  the  idllion-peopJed  city  vast ; 

4K^ 
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Which  if  diat  denrt,  where  each  one 

Seeki  his  mate  yet  ii  alone, 

Beloved  and  sought  and  moam'd  of  none ; 

Until  the  clear  blue  sky  was  seen. 

And  the  grassy  meadows  bright  and  green. 

And  then  I  simk  in  his  embrace. 

Inclosing  there  a  mighty  space 

Of  love :  and  so  we  travell'd  on 

By  woods,  and  fields  of  yellow  flowen, 

And  towns,  and  villages,  and  towen. 

Day  alter  day  of  happy  houri. 

It  was  the  azure  time  of  June, 

When  the  skies  are  deep  in  the  stainless  noon, 

And  the  warm  and  fitful  breezes  shake 

The  ftedi  green  leaves  of  the  hedge-row  brier. 

And  there  were  odon  then  to  make 

The  very  breath  we  did  respire 

A  liquid  element,  whereon 

Our  spirits,  like  delighted  things 

That  walk  the  air  on  subtle  wings. 

Floated  and  mingled  far  avray, 

'Mid  the  warm  winds  of  the  sunny  day. 

And  when  the  evening  star  came  forth 

Above  thetsurve  of  the  new-bent  moon. 

And  light  and  sound  ebb'd  from  the  earth, 

like  the  tide  of  the  full  and  weary  sea 

To  the  depdis  of  its  own  tranquillity. 

Our  natures  to  its  own  repose 

Did  the  earth V  breathless  sleep  attune : 

like  flowers,  which  on  each  other  close 

Tlieir  languid  leaves  when  daylight's  gone. 

We  lay,  ^  new  emotions  came, 

Which  seem'd  to  make  each  mortal  frame 

One  soul  of  interwoven  flame, 

A  life  in  life,  a  second  birth 

In  worlds  diviner  far  than  earth, 

Which,  Uke  two  straiiu  of  harmony 

That  mingle  in  the  silent  sky, 

Then  slowly  disunite,  past  by 

And  left  the  tenderness  of  tears, 

A  so  A  oblivion  of  all  fears, 

A  sweet  sleep :  so  we  travell'd  on 

THll  we  came  to  the  home  of  Lionel, 

Among  the  mountains  wild  and  lone. 

Beside  the  hoary  western  sea, 

Which  near  the  verge  of  the  echoing  shore 

The  massy  forest  shadow'd  o'er. 

The  ancient  steward,  with  hair  all  hoar, 
As  we  alighted,  wept  to  sco 
ITia  master  changed  so  fearfully ; 
And  the  old  man's  sobs  did  waken  me 
From  my  dream  of  unremaining  gladness ; 
The  truth  flash'd  o'er  me  like  quick  madness 
When  I  look'd,  and  saw  that  there  was  death 
On  Lionel :  yet  day  by  day 
He  lived,  till  fear  grew  hope  and  faith. 
And  in  my  soul  I  dared  to  say, 
Nothing  so  bright  can  pass  away : 
Death  is  dark,  and  foul,  and  dull. 
But  he  is — O  how  beautiful ! 
Yet  day  by  day  ho  grew  more  weak, 
And  his  sweet  voice,  when  he  might  speak. 
Which  ne'er  was  loud,  became  more  low ; 
And  the  light  which  flash'd  through  his  waxen 
cheek 
Grew  Aint^  as  the  rose-like  hues  which  flow 
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From  sunset  o'er  the  Alpine  snow: 

And  death  seem'd  not  IDlo  death  in  him. 

For  tlie  spirit  of  life  o'er  every  limb 

linger'd,  a  mist  of  sense  and  thought 

When  the  summer  wmd  fiunt  odors  brought 

From  mountain  flowers,  even  as  it  pass'd 

His  cheek  would  change,  as  the  noonday  sea 

Which  the  dying  breeze  swept  fitfully. 

If  but  a  cloud  the  sky  o'ercast. 

You  might  see  his  color  come  and  go. 

And  the  softest  strain  of  music  made 

Sweet  smiles,  yet  sad,  arise  and  fode 

Amid  the  dew  of  his  tender  eyes  : 

And  the  breath,  with  intermitting  flow. 

Made  his  pale  lips  quiver  and  part 

You  might  hear  the  beatings  of  his  heart. 

Quick,  but  not  strong ;  and  with  my  tresses 

When  oft  he  playfully  would  Innd 

In  the  bowers  of  mossy  Jonelinesiea 

His  neck,  and  win  me  so  to  mingle 

In  the  sweet  depth  of  woven  caresses. 

And  our  faint  limbs  were  intertwined, 

Alas !  the  unquiet  life  did  tingle 

From  mine  own  heart  through  eveiy  vein. 

Like  a  captive  in  dreams  of  liberty. 

Who  beats  the  walls  of  his  stony  cell. 

But  his,  it  seem'd  already  free. 

Like  the  shadow  of  fire  surrounding  me ! 

On  my  fiunt  eyes  and  limbs  did  dweU 

That  spirit  as  it  pass'd,  till  soon. 

As  a  fjrail  cloud  wandering  o'er  the  mooo. 

Beneath  its  light  invisible. 

Is  seen  when  it  folds  its  gray  wings  again 

To  alight  on  midnight's  dusky  plaL, 

I  lived  and  saw,  and  the  gathering  soul 

Pass'd  from  beneath  that  strong  control. 

And  I  fell  on  a  life  which  was  sick  with  fear 

Of  all  the  woe  tliat  now  I  bear. 


Amid  a  bloomless  myrtle  wood, 

On  a  green  and  sea-girt  promontory, 

Not  far  from  where  we  dwell,  there  stood 

In  record  of  a  sweet  sad  »loTy, 

An  altar  and  a  temple  bright 

Circled  by  steps,  and  o'er  the  gate 

Was  sculptured,  "To  Fidelity  ;" 

And  in  the  shrine  an  image  sate. 

All  veil'd :  but  there  was  seen  the  light 

Of  smiles,  which  faintly  could  express 

A  mingled  pain  and  tenderness 

Through  that  ethereal  drapery. 

The  left  hand  hold  the  head,  the  right — 

Beyond  the  veil,  beneath  the  skin. 

You  might  see  the  nerves  quivering  within — 

Was  forcing  the  point  of  a  barbed  dart 

Into  its  side-convulfiing  heart 

An  unskill'd  hand,  yet  one  informed 

With  genius,  had  the  marble  wnrra'd 

With  that  pathetic  life.     This  tale 

It  told :  A  dog  had  from  the  sea. 

When  the  tide  was  raging  fearfully, 

Dragg'd  Lionel's  mother,  weak  and  pale. 

Then  died  beside  her  on  the  sand, 

And  she  that  temple  thence  had  plann'd ; 

But  it  was  Lionel's  own  hand 

Haidi  vnow^Va  the  image.     Each  new  moon 
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lliat  lady  did,  in  this  lone  ftne, 

TIm  ritei  of  a  religilm  iweet, 

Whose  god  wu  in  her  heart  and 

Tbe  ■eeeoni'  lovelieit  floweri  were  Hrewn 

Ob  tha  marble  floor  beneath  her  feet. 

And  she  brought  crowns  of  lea-budi  whila^ 

Whoee  odor  »  eo  iweet  and  ftint. 

And  weeds,  like  branching  chryiolite, 

Woven  in  devices  fine  and  quaint. 

And  teai*  fiom  her  brown  eyes  did  stain 

The  altar :  need  but  look  upon 

That  dying  statue,  fidr  and  wan. 

If  teais  should  cease,  to  weep  again : 

And  rare  Arabian  odon  came. 

Through  the  myrtle  copses  steaming  thence 

From  the  hissing  frankincense, 

Whose  smoke,  wooUwhite  ss  ocean  ftam. 

Hung  in  dense  flocks  beneath  the  dome, 

TiMt  ivory  dome,  whose  asure  night 

With  golden  stars,  like  heaven,  was  bright 

O'er  the  split  cedars'  pointed  flame : 

And  die  lady's  harp  would  kindle  diere 

Tlie  melody  of  an  old  air. 

Softer  than  deep;  the  villagen 

Bfizt  their  religion  up  with  hers. 

And  as  they  listen'd  round,  shed  tears. 


One  eve  be  led  me  to  fliis  &ne : 

Dayliji^t  on  tti  last  purple  cloud 

Was  Imgermg  gray,  and  soon  her  strain 

The  nightincpile  begsn;  now  loud, 

Climbing  in  circles  the  windless  sky, 

Now  dying  music ;  suddenly 

Tis  scatler'd  in  a  thousand  notes. 

And  now  to  the  hush'd  ear  it  floats 

Like  field-mells  known  in  iniancy. 

Then  fiuling,  soothes  the  air  again. 

We  sato  within  that  temple  lone, 

Pavilion'd  round  with  Parian  stone : 

Kb  mother's  harp  stood  near,  and  oft 

I  had  awaken'd  music  soft 

Amid  its  wires :  die  nightingale 

Was  pausing  in  her  heaven-taught  tale : 

"  Now  drain  the  cup,"  said  Lionel, 

**  Which  the  poet-bird  has  crown'd  so  well 

With  the  wine  of  her  bright  snd  liquid  song! 

Heardst  thou  not  sweet  words  among 

That  heaven«resounding  minstrelsy ! 

Heardst  thou  not,  that  those  who  die 

Awake  in  a  world  of  ecstasy? 

That  love,  when  Umbs  are  interwoven. 

And  sleep,  when  the  night  of  life  is  doveo. 

And  thought,  to  the  world's  dim  boundaries  cling- 

ing> 
And  music,  when  one  beloved  is  singing; 
la  death  f  Let  us  drain  right  joyously 
TIm  cup  which  the  sweet  bird  fills  ibr  me." 
He  paused,  and  to  my  lips  he  bent 
His  own:  like  spirit  his  words  went 
Through  all  my  limbs  with  the  speed  of  fire ; 
And  hk  keen  eyes,  glittering  through  mine^ 
Ffll'd  me  with  the  flame  divine. 
Which  in  their  orbs  was  burning  ftr. 
Like  the  light  of  an  unmeasured  star. 
In  the  sky  of  midmght  dark  and  deep: 
Tes,  'twas  his  soul  that  did  inspire 
floundi,  which  my  skill  could  ne'er  awaken. 


And  first,  I  lelt  my  fiageia  sweep 

The  harp,  and  a  kmg  quivering  cry 

Burst  fimn  my  lipe  in  synqthony: 

The  dusk  and  soUd  air  was  shsikaiv 

As  swift  end  swifter  the  notes  came 

From  my  toudi,  that  wander'd  lika  qnkdc 

And  from  my  boeom,  laboring 

With  some  unutterable  thing : 

The  awful  sound  of  my  own  voice  made 

My  faint  lips  tremble,  in  some  mood 

Of  wordless  diought  Lionel  stood 

So  pale,  that  even  beside  his  cheek 

The  snowy  column  fiom  its  shade 

Caught  whiteness :  yet  his  oomtenaaea 

Raised  upward,  bum'd  with  radianee 

Of  spirit-piercing  joy,  whose  ligh^ 

Like  the  moon  struggling  through  tha 

Of  whirlwind-rifled  clowis,  did  bnak 

With  beams  that  might  not  be  wmfiaed. 

I  paused,  but  soon  hk  gestures  kindled 

New  power,  as  by  the  moving  wind 

The  wavee  are  lifted,  and  my  song 

To  low  soft  notes  now  changed  and  dwindlfdl 

And  from  the  twinkling  wires  amoof. 

My  languid  fingers  drew  and  flung 

Circles  of  life-dissolving  sound, 

Tet  fiunt :  in  aery  rings  they  bound 

My  Lionel,  who,  ss  every  strain 

Grew  fainter  but  more  sweet,  his  mien 

Sunk  with  the  sound  relazedly ; 

And  slowly  now  he  tum'd  to  me. 

As  slowly  fiided  from  his  face 

That  awful  joy :  with  looks  serene 

He  was  soon  drawn  to  my  embrace, 

And  my  wild  song  then  died  away 

In  murmurs :  words,  I  dare  not  say 

We  mix'd,  and  on  his  lips  mine  M 

Till  they  methou^  felt  still  and  cold : 

«*  What  is  it  with  thee,  lovef"  I  said; 

No  word,  no  look,  no  motion !  jres. 

There  was  a  change,  but  spare  to  gnesi^ 

Nor  let  that  moment's  hope  be  told. 

I  look'd,  and  knew  fliat  he  was  dead. 

And  fell,  as  tbe  eagle  on  the  plain 

Falls  when  life  deserts  her  brain. 

And  the  mortal  lightning  is  veil'd 


O  diat  I  were  now  dead !  bat  mek 
Did  they  not,  knre,  demand  too  mndi 
Those  dying  murmurs!  He  ferbad. 
O  that  I  once  again  were  mad ! 
And  yet,  dear  Rosalind,  not  so^ 
For  I  would  live  to  shsM  thy  woe. 
Sweet  boy :  did  I  forget  thee  toot 
Alas,  we  know  not  what  we  do 
When  we  speak  words. 


No 
Is  in  my  mind  of  fliat  seashore. 
Madness  came  on  me,  and  a  troop 
Of  misty  shapee  did  seem  to  sit 
Beside  me,  on  a  vosmI's  poop» 
And  the  clear  north  wind  was  driving  it 
Then  I  heard  strange  tongues,  and  saw  strangs 
ftowers. 

And  tha  tela  iMiAMraii^x  tP«^ '^QB^^^ 


4ad  thm  wun  Aj  and  du  ■tormlca  ks 
Hide  mB  believe  thai  I  had  died. 
And  waked  in  a  world,  which  wai  n  me 
Dnu  hell,  thnugh  hrsiro  to  all  twiide. 

nwai  ■■■-■■ 


WhilMai 


'!>  r«ii  01 


il  lire  iDOny  lonn  jettt 
tua  raacDcd  fniin  s  chum  c>r  lean  i 
And  when  1  woke,  I  wepi  le  find 
!f%BI  the  lame  ladj.  height  nnd  wi*e. 
With  ailTer  locki  and  quick  brown  Of  M. 
"Bie  moiher  of  my  Lioool. 

And  difd  BOme  moDihi  bolbro.     Nor  loa 

Winder,  bui  bi  norn  peace  and  joy 

Btoughl  in  ihal  hour  my  tovol)'  bof ; 

tin  ihmiigh  Ihat  irsnce  my  soul  had  well 

Ttui  impnia  "f  thy  being  kopi ; 

And  if  I  K-alutd.oririilepl. 

Mo  doubl.  Ihougb  memoiy  lailhlew  be, 

Tty  imaee  ever  dwelt  on  me  j 

And  lima.  O  Lionel !  like  ihee 

h  our  aweet  child.     Tii  aiire  maatatnnga 

I  knew  1)01  of  M  greal  a  change. 

A*  that  which  gave  him  birth,  who  now 

Ik  all  Ihe  Hilaco  of  my  woe. 

Ttui  Uonel  great  wealth  had  lell 
By  will  lo  me.  and  Ihst  of  all 
Tin  naif  liea  of  law  bersfl. 
Hy  child  and  me  might  well  be&U. 
Bui  lei  me  diink  nui  of  the  acorn. 
Which  from  the  meaiwM  I  haie  borne. 
When,  fin  my  child 'p  beloved  take, 
I  mii'd  with  alavn.  lo  viitdicale 
The  very  lam  ihemaelvH  do  make: 
Lei  me  not  uy  (mm  ii  my  Tale. 
Leal  I  be  proud,  luSbring  the  nine 
With  thoao  who  live  in  deuDtloii  &me. 


And  with  theae  words  they  roae.  and  mwardi  the  flon 

Of  the  blue  lake,  beneath  the  leavei  IBW  wind 

With  equiJ  itep*  uul  Sngora  imcRwined  : 

^once  10  a  loiivly  dnelling,  where  the  ihoie 

It  ihadowod  with  rocks,  bihI  cypnwea 

Cleave  with  their  dark-greon  conei  the  nlent  aUca, 

And  with  their  ihadawa  the  cleat  Jepiha  below. 

And  where  a  Utile  Inmwe.  rrom  it»  bowen 

Of  blooming  myrtle  and  faint  lemon^wen. 

Scatten  ili  lenie-di  Making  Imgrance  o'er 

The  liquid  marble  of  the  windlen  lake; 

And  where  the  aged  Ibreal'i  Umtn  look  boar. 

Under  the  leavea  which  their  green  gnmionu  meke. 

Theycome;  'tla  llclen'e  home.nnd  dsanand  white. 

Like  one  which  lyranli  ipare  on  our  own  lond 

Tn  BOmo  such  polilude,  ita  coBementB  bright 

Shone  through  their  nne-lcavca  in  Uic  tnomiog  sun. 

And  even  within  'Iwaa  acarie  like  Iloly. 

Aod  wheti  ahe  saw  how  ill  ihingi  there  were  ploim'd. 


•d  her  where  her  child  yel  alepl. 


And  aaid,  -  Obaerve,  thai  I: 
Thoae  lipi  were  hii.  and  ■ 
One  arm  in  ileep,  pillowiii 


You  a 


while) 


hii  heml  wiiJi  iL 
T  two  Weill 
him  yeL" 


Of  liquid 

But  Roaalind  could  bear  no  more,  uid  wept 
A  ahower  of  burning  teoia,  which  iell  upon 
Ilia  face,  and  »  hii  opening  laahea  ritona 
With  teara  unlike  hia  own,  aa  he  did  Wp 
la  audden  wonder  tknn  hia  innoceni  aleqi. 

So  RoeaUnd  end  Helen  Uved  togetbcT 

Thenceforth,  cfaenged  in  all  elao.  yet  liieiid«  again. 

Such  aa  ihey  were,  when  o'er  Iho  niaunlaiD  healhir 

lliey  wnnder'd  in  their  youth,  thivugh  am  and  Hin. 

And  allor  many  yean,  lor  hutnan  Ihinga 

Change  even  hke  Ihe  ocean  and  the  wind. 

Her  daughter  woa  restored  to  Ruaalind. 

And  in  tjicir  circle  Ihencc  aome  TiaitingB 

Of  juy  "mid  tlieir  new  calm  would  intBrrene ; 

A  lovely  child  ahe  nan.  of  looka  aerene. 

And  motiona  which  n'er  things  indiflereat  ihed 

The  gmce  am!  genllenen  from  whence  Ihey  came. 

And  Helen's  boy  grew  with  her,  and  ibey  fed 

From  the  nrae  Sowera  of  thought,  tudl  each  mind 

Like  apringa  which  mingle  in  one  Sood  became. 

And  in  Ihoir  tiniao  soon  Iheir  parenta  aaw 

The  ahadow  of  the  peace  denied  In  them. 

And  Roaalinl, — for  when  the  living  atem 


The  pale  .ur 

ivonfollow'd  her  remain! 

Berondther. 

pgion  of  dunolving  rains. 

J«,CH.,..n.-.p»cli«, 

They 


aisedi 


id  of  la 


had  yet  begun. 

The  loai.  when  it  had  tunk;  and  through  Ihe  ai|)U 
TTie  charioteem  of  .\rctoa  wheeled  nnind 
lia  glillrrtng  (ninl.  u  seen  from  Helena  home. 
WhOK  nd  inhabitanta  each  year  would  come. 
Widi  willing  >te)v  climbing  ihai  rugged  height 
And  hang  long  locka  of  hair,  and  gatlanda  bmind 
With  amaranth  Sowera,  which,  in  the  clime'a  deapla, 
Fill'd  the  frore  air  with  unaccuBlom'd  lighl: 
Such  flattera.  ta  in  the  wintry  memoiy  Uoaan 
fiiend  loft,  adom'd  that  froxen  tomb. 

Helen,  nbete  spirit  wsa  of  sofler  mould, 
Whose  aufferingB  too  were  Icaa.  death  alowlier  led 
Into  Ihe  peace  of  hia  dominion  cold  : 
She  died  among  her  kindred,  being  old- 
And  know,  that  if  love  die  not  in  the  dsad 
n  the  living,  none  of  mortal  kind 
blest,  aa  now  Helen  and  Roaahnd.  ■ 


ADONAIS. 


159 


Sliroiuif  0 ; 


AN  ELEGY  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  JOHN  KEATa 


Ifify  a  ^avdv  Xdfants  tawtfHts  h  ^i^hotf, 

Plato. 


PREFACE. 


Ode  rev  r»((  X'^*^'*  mr^papitn  ^o^f  ly><vKdvOif ; 
T/c  31  j3^n^  rowoSnw  ivdfupotf  ^  lupdeai  roi, 
*H  Mhw  XaXlovrc  rd  BdpnoKov ;  Iff^vycy  ^^^ify. 

MoBCHUS,  £pttop&.  BtOR. 


It  iiiBjr  intentloo  to  lalgom  to  the  London  edition  of 
tfAi  poem,  a  criticiim  upon  the  clainM  of  its  lamented 
olflect  to  be  claawd  among  the  writeti  of  the  higheet 
geniui  yrto  have  adorned  our  age.  My  known  re- 
pognance  to  the  narrow  prindplei  of  taste  on  which 
leveral  of  hia  earlier  compoiitioni  were  modelled, 
pioye,  at  leait,  that  I  am  an  impartial  judge.  I  con- 
■ider  the  fiagment  of  Hyperion  at  second  to  nothing 
that  was  ever  produced  by  a  writer  of  the  same 
years, 

John  Keats  died  at  Rome,  of  a  consumption,  in  his 

twenty-iburth  year,  on  the  —  of 1821 ; 

and  was  buried  in  the  romantic  and  lonely  cemetery 


of  the  Protestants  in  that  city,  under  the  pyramid 
which  is  the  tomb  of  Cestius,  and  the  masiy  walls 
and  towers,  now  mouldering  end  desolate,  which 
ibnned  the  circuit  of  ancient  Rome.  The  cemetery 
is  an  open  space  among  the  ruins,  covered  in  winter 
with  violets  and  daisies.  It  might  make  one  in  love 
vrilh-  death,  to  think  that  one  should  be  buried  in 
80  sweet  a  place. 

lie  genius  of  the  lamented  person  to  whose  mem- 
ory I  have  dedicated  these  unworthy  verses,  was  not 
lass  d^cate  and  fragile  than  it  was  beautiful ;  and 
where  canker-worms  abound,  what  wonder,  if  its 
young  flower  was  blighted  in  the  bud  f  The  savage 
criticism  on  his  Endymion,  which  appeared  in  the 
Qoarlerly  Review,  produced  the  most  violent  eflect 
CO  his  susceptible  mind ;  the  ogitation  thus  origin- 
'ated  ended  in  the  rupture  of  a  blood-vesMl  in  the 
lungs ;  a  rapid  consumption  ensued,  and  the  succeed- 
ing acknowledgmentB  from  more  candid  critics,  of  the 
true  greatness  of  his  powers,  were  ineffectual  to  heal 
the  wound  thus  wantonly  inflicted. 

It  may  be  well  said  that  these  wretched  men  know 
not  what  they  da  They  scatter  their  insults  and  their 
alandeiB  without  heed  as  to  whether  the  poisoned 
shaft  lights  on  a  heart  made  callous  by  many  blows, 
or  one,  like  Keats's,  composed  of  more  penetrable 
•toflC  One  of  their  associates  is,  to  my  knowledge, 
a  most  base  and  unprincipled  calumniator.  As  to 
•*  Endynuon,'*  was  it  a  poem,  whatever  might  be  its 
defects,  to  be  treated  contemptuously  by  those  who 


and  panegyric,  ■*  Paris,'* and  "Woman,** and  a<*Sjni- 
an  Tale,"  and  a  long  list  of  the  illustiioas  obscuro  ? 
Are  these  the  men,  who  in  their  venal  goodHMtnre, 
presumed  to  draw  a  paraDel  between  the  Rev.  Bfr. 
Bffilman  and  Lord  Bynm  f  What  gnat  did  they  strain 
at  here,  after  having  swallowed  all  those  camali  ? 
Against  what  woman  taken  in  adultery,  dana  the 
foremost  of  these  literary  prostitutes  to  cast  his  opixo- 
brious  stone?  Miserable  man!  you,  one  of  the 
meanest,  have  wantonly  defaced  one  of  the  noblest 
specimens  of  the  workmanship  of  God.  Nor  shall 
it  be  your  excuse,  that,  murderer  as  you  an,  yoo 
have  spoken  daggers,  but  used  none. 

The  circumstances  of  the  dosing  scene  of  poor 
Keats's  life  were  not  made  known  to  me  until  the 
Elegy  was  ready  for  the  press.  I  am  given  to  un- 
derstend  that  the  wound  which  his  sensitive  spirit 
had  received  from  the  criticism  of  Endytbion,  was 
exasperated  by  the  bitter  sense  of  unrequited  bene- 
fits; the  poor  fellow  seems  to  have  been  hooted 
from  the  stage  of  life,  no  less  by  those  on  whom  he 
had  wasted  the  promise  of  his  genius,  than  those  on 
whom  he  had  lavidied  his  fortune  end  his  care.  He 
was  accompanied  to  Rome,  and  attended  in  his  last 
illness,  by  Mr.  Severn,  a  young  artist  of  the  highest 
promise,  who,  I  have  been  infbrmed, "  almost  risked 
hisown  life,  and  sacrificed  every  prospect  to  unwearied 
attendance  upon  his  djring  fnexui.**  Bad  I  known  these 
circumstances  before  the  completion  of  my  poem,  I 
should  have  been  tempted  to  add  my  feeUe  tribute 
of  applause  to  the  mora  rolid  rooompense  which  the 
virtuous  man  finds  in  the  recollection  of  his  own  mo* 
tives.  Mr.  Severn  can  dispense  with  a  reward  from 
**  such  stuflT  as  dreams  are  made  of"  His  conduct  is 
a  golden  augury  of  the  success  of  his  fUture  career — 
may  the  unextinguished  Spirit  of  his  illustrious  fnend 
animate  the  creations  of  his  pencil,  and  plead  against 
Oblivion  fi>r  his  name ! 


ADONAIS. 


Jmd  celebrated  with  varioim  degreea  of  complacency  \  An  echo  «n^  a  \\tgkiX  vai>Q  «\«rroLV]\ 
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I. 

I  wm  tor  Adonais — he  is  dead ! 

O,  weep  for  Adonais !  though  our  teais 

Thaw  not  the  frost  which  binds  ro  dear  a  head ! 

And  thou,  sad  Hour,  selected  from  all  years 

To  mourn  our  loss,  rouse  thy  obscure  compeen, 

And  teach  them  thine  own  sorrow ;  say— with  roe 

Died  Adonais ! — till  the  FuSus«  d«t«k 


SHELLETB  POBTICAL  WCHUCS. 


n. 

Iirlwfe  weit  Iboo.  niighty  Mother,  when  he  !>]>. 
Vhan  iliy  Son  [tj,  pii^rreil  hy  ihe  ihnft  ithich  Hie 
In  dBrknng  f  where  ««»  lorn  Uranio 
WliM  Adoniin  <lif>d  I  With  veilnd  evnt, 
^hd  liat'aiDg  EIcbo«i,  in  her  PuiuJii 


nhileoi 


lhi»nei 


BekiDdlHl  aU  Ihe  Ading 

With  which,  hkn  llowera  Ibal  iDock  tbe  rone  b«- 

•  bftd  adom'fl  and  hid  the  CDiaing  bulk  of  deilh, 

111. 
A  weep  for  Adsnui — he  ii  dnd  : 
W4IU.  melancholy  Muihrr,  wake  and  wwp  ! 
V«I  wherelhre  I  Qaench  wilhin  Ihcir  burning  bed 
Tlijr  fiery  lean,  ami  iei  Ihy  loud  h»n  Icetp, 
tika  bit,  *  mule  onil  unoimpleininE  ilcep : 
f  n  ho  ii  gone,  whore  all  Ihingi  wuo  azid  lati 
Dneend :— oh,  droam  nol  Ihar  ihe  amoroui  Deep 
Will  yol  lealoK  ' 


a  hi>  TT 


1  laugh; 


IV. 


t,  weep  again ! 
LuoenI  anew,  I'raiii*  ! — He  died. 
Who  Hia  the  Sire  of  an  immorlal  itrain. 
BUod,  old,  and  lonely,  when  bii  raunity'i  pride. 
The  piieR.  Ihe  ilave,  and  Ihe  libenidde, 
Trampled  and  roock'd  wilh  many  a  lolhad  riis 
Of  lull  and  blood :  he  went,  unlerrified, 

Ian  Ihe  gulf  of  dMih ;  bal  hii  clear  iprile 
Tet  reigin  o'er  earth ;  the  third  unong  llu  mtu  0 
lighL 


Which  leadi.  ihcongh  toil  and  haU.  to  Fi 


But  DOW,  Ihy  yonngeil.  dearen  one,  hia  periih'd. 
The  Bunling  of  ihy  widowhood,  who  grew. 
Uke  ■  pale  Howet  by  »omB  nd  maiden  cheri«h'd, 
And  fed  with  irue-Iovo  lean,  innanil  of  dowi 


Vll. 
To  that  high  CspJul,  where  kingly  Death 
Keef«  hia  pale  court  in  beauly  and  decay. 
Became;  and  bought,  with  price  of  pur«t  hretlh. 
A  gmTe  among  the  elcmul — Come  away  ! 
Hute,  while  the  vault  nf  blue  lialian  day 
bfel  hii  Jilting  thamet-nnf.'  while  itill 

S«  liet,  SM  if  in  dewy  uleep  he  lay ; 

Amkebim  not-  aurely  he  lake*  tui  till 
fp  atkt  liquid  reit.  forgetful  of  »l\  ill 


Be  win  awake  no  note,  oh,  never  nun  ■ — 
Within  the  Iwilighl  chamber  ipreada  iiaee 
The  ahadow  of  while  Death,  uiii  al  Ihe  (bxr 
ln¥BDble  CorruprioQ  waili  In  trw 
Hia  eitreme  way  10  her  din  dwelling-place ; 
The  etemaJ  Hunger  aiti.  but  piiy  and  ane 
Sooihe  hei  polo  ngn,  nor  darea  alie  lo  deftce 
8a  fair  a  ptey.  till  darbieea.  and  the  law 
or  change,  shall  o'er  hia  ileep  the  CDortal  cumin 
draw. 

IX. 
O.  weep  for  Adonaii !— The  qaick  Dnsm. 
The  paaion-wingsd  &lioii(en  of  Ihought 
Whowtre  hia  Socki,  whom  near  the  living  imana 
Of  hia  young  apini  he  fed.  and  wboni  be  taught 

Waoder  no  more,  from  kindling  brain  to  brain. 
Bui  droop  there,  whence  they  aprung  ;  and  rnoum 

their  lol 
Ronnd  Ihe  cold  heart,  where,  after  Iheit  aweei 

They  ne'er  will  gnlher  atrength.  or  find  a  home  agani 
X. 
And  one  with  trembling  hand  da>|a  hia  cold  head. 
And  bna  him  with  her  moonlighl  ninga,  and  ciiea, 
-  Our  love,  our  hope,  our  somw.  ia  nol  dead  -, 
See.  m  Ihe  lilken  fringe  of  hia  iaint  eyea. 
Like  dew  upon  a  alccpiug  flower,  there  lje« 
A  lear  eome  dream  haa  looaen'd  fn?m  hia  brain," 
Loal  Angel  of  a  ruui'd  Parediae. 

Shehiewnol'lvi-aiherowoi  u  with  nonin 

She  bded,  like  ■  cloud  which  had  outwept  ita  rain. 
XI. 


V, 

One  'mm  a  lucid  urn  of  aiarry  dew 

Mort  mnocal  of  moumen,  weep  anew .' 

Waxlrd  hia  hghi  iinibs,  u  if  embalming  ibem ; 

Mot  all  to  that  bright  alation  dorwt  to  lUmb: 

Another  dipt  her  profuw  locka,  and  tbnw 

And  happier  they  their  happinna  who  knew. 

The  wreath  upon  him.  like  en  uiadem. 

Wluae  lapeiB  yet  bum  through  that  nightof  time 

Which  froien  Icnn  Innead  of  poarla  begem; 

la  which  anna  penih'd  (  otheta  more  aublime, 

Another  in  her  witfut  ghut  ifould  break 

SVUck  by  the  envioiii  wrath  of  nmn  or  God, 

Her  bow  and  winged  recda,  oa  if  lo  atem 

Haie  aunli.  eitinci  in  Ihcir  refulgent  pnme  ; 

A  grealer  loaa  wiih  one  ivhicb  wua  more  weak 

xn, 

AnMher  Splendor  on  his  moulh  ahl. 

That  mouth,  whence  il  wai  wont  la  draw  iIm 

Which  gave  il  rtreugih  to  pierce  the  gaarded  »«. 
And  pas  into  Ihe  ranting  heart  bencslh 
With  Ughtniug  and  wiih  muiic  :  the  damp  daath 
Qoeoch'd  ila  carew  upon  hia  icy  Upa ; 
And,  BB  a  dying  moieor  iiaina  a  wreath 
Of  moonhghl  vapor,  which  the  cold  lughl  clip*, 
Il  flaih'd  ihrough  hia  pale  limba.  and  pam'd  to  ia 

xni. 

And  othan  came.— Deairea  and  Adoratjora^ 
Winged  Perauaaioni  and  veii'd  Dealiniea. 
Splendora,  and  Glooma.  aihl  gUmering  Incsmalicala 
Of  hopes  and  foiin,  and  Iwilighl  nianlaaiae; 
And  Soirow,  with  her  lamilj  of  9igha, 
And  Pteaiure,  blind  wiih  leant  ted  by  Ihe  glaaa 
or  her  own  dying  imile  inilead  of  eyoi. 
Cama  in  ilow  pomp  .-—the  moving  pomp  mi^ 
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XIV. 
'  All  be  had  knred,  and  moulded  into  thoaght, 
From  ihape,  and  hue,  and  odor,  and  aweet  tound, 
LuMDtad  Adonak.    Morning  aought 
Her  eaatem  watch4ower,  and  her  hair  imhoand, 
Wet  with  the  tecun  which  should  adorn  the  ground, 
Dimm'd  the  aerial  eyea  that  kindle  day ; 
A£u  the  melancholy  thunder  moan'd. 
Pale  Ocean  in  unquiet  dumber  lay, 
And  the  wild  winda  flew  round,  aobbing  in  their  diamay. 

XV. 
Loat  Echo  lita  amid  the  Yoicele«  mountaina, 
AfMJ  feeda  her  grief  with  hia  remember'd  lay, 
AfMJ  will  no  more  reply  to  winda  or  fountaina. 
Or  amotoua  biida  perch*d  on  the  young  green  apny. 
Or  hcrdaman'a  hourn,  or  bell  at  doaing  day ; 
Snce  die  can  mimic  not  his  lipa,  more  dear 
Than  thoae  for  whoae  diadain  she  pined  away 
Into  a  riiadow  of  all  aounda  i—a  drear 
Ifunnur,  between  their  aonga,  is  all  the  woodmen 
hear. 

XVI. 
Grief  made  the  young  Spring  wild,  and  she  threw 

down 

Har  kindling  buda,  aa  if  she  Autumn  were. 
Or  they  dead  leavea ;  ainoe  her  delight  is  flown 
For  whom  should  riie  have  waked  the  aullen  year? 
Tb  Phasboa  was  not  Hyacinth  so  dear. 
Nor  to  himself  Narcissus,  aa  to  both 
Thou  Adonaia :  wan  they  stood  and  sere 
Amid  the  drooping  comndes  of  their  youth. 
With  dew  all  tum'd  to  teen;  odor,  to  sighing  nifli. 

xvn. 

Ttxf  spirit's  sister,  the  lorn  nightingale 
McNuns  not  her  mate  with  such  melodious  pain ; 
Not  80  the  eagle,  who  like  thee  could  scale 
Heaven,  and  could  nourish  in  the  sun's  domain 
Her  mi|^ty  youth  with  morning,  doth  complain, 
Soaring  and  screaming  round  her  empty  nebt, 
Aa  Albion  wails  for  thee :  the  curse  of  Cain 
light  on  his  head  who  pierced  thy  innocent  breast. 
And  acarad  the  angel  soul  that  was  its  earthly  gueat! 


xvm. 

Ah  woe  is  me !   Winter  is  come  and  gone, 
BbI  grief  returns  with  the  revolving  year; 
Tim  airs  and  streams  renew  their  josrous  tone ; 
TIm  anti,  the  bees,  the  swallows  reappear ; 
Fraah  leavea  and  flowers  deck  the  dead  Seaaon%  bier; 
The  amorous  birds  now  pair  in  every  brake. 
And  build  their  roosiy  homes  in  field  and  brere. 
And  die  green  lizard,  and  the  golden  snake, 
mimpriaon'd  flames,  out  of  their  trance  awake. 

XIX. 

Tlifoiigh  wood  and  stream,  and  field  and  hill  and 

Ocean, 

A  qvudtening  life  from  the  Earth's  heart  has  bunt, 
Aa  it  has  ever  done,  with  change  and  motion, 
Fkom  the  great  morning  of  the  world  when  first 
God  dawn'd  en  Chaos ;  in  its  stream  immersed. 
The  lampa  of  Heaven  flash  with  a  aofter  light ; 
AD  baser  dungs  pant  widi  life's  sacred  diirst; 
DMn  dienselves ;  and  spend  in  love's  delight, 
IW  bmutfTMnd  the  Joy  of  their  renewed  mkht 

3B 


XX. 

The  leprous  corpse,  touch'd  by  this  spirit  tender. 
Exhales  itMlf  in  ^wers  of  gentle  breath ; 
like  incarnations  of  the  stars,  when  aplendor 
Is  changed  to  fragrance,  they  illumine  death, 
And  mock  the  merry  worm  that  wakea  beneadk ; 
Naught  we  know,  diea.  Shall  that  alone  which  knows 
Be  as  a  sword  consumed  before  the  sheadi 
By  sightless  lightning  % — the  intense  atom  glowa 
A  moment,  then  ia  quench'd  in  a  most  cold  repose. 

XXI. 
Alas !  that  all  we  bved  of  him  should  be. 
But  for  our  grieC  as  if  it  had  not  been. 
And  grief  itself  be  mortal !   Woe  is  me ! 
Whence  are  we,  and  why  are  we  ?  of  what  scene 
The  actors  or  spectators  f  Great  and  mean 
Meet  mass'd  in  death,  who  lenda  what  lift  nraat 

borrow. 
As  long  aa  skies  are  blue,  and  fields  are  green. 
Evening  must  usher  night,  night  urge  the  morrow. 
Month  foUow  month  with  woe,  and  year  wake  year 

to  sorrow. 

xxn. 

He  will  awake  no  more,  oh,  never  more ! 
**  Wake  dwu,"  cried  Misery,  **  childless  Modier,  ive 
Out  of  thy  sleep,  and  slake,  in  thy  heart's  core, 
A  wound  more  fierce  than  hk  with  tears  and  aigfas." 
And  all  the  Dreams  that  watch'd  Urania's  eyes. 
And  all  the  Echoes  whom  their  sister's  song 
Had  held  in  holy  silence,  cried :  "  Arise ! " 
Swift  as  a  Thought  by  the  snake  Memory  itimg. 
From  her  ambrosial  rest  the  foding  Splendor  sprang. 

xxm. 

She  rose  like  an  autumnal  Night,  diat  aprinp 
Out  of  the  East,  and  follows  wild  and  drear 
The  golden  Day,  which,  on  eternal  wingi^ 
Even  as  a  ghost  abandoning  a  bier, 
Had  left  the  Earth  a  corpae.    Sorrow  and  ftar 
So  struck,  so  roused,  so  wrapt  Urania ; 
So  sadden'd  round  her  like  an  atmoephere 
Of  stormy  mist ;  so  swept  her  on  her  way. 
Even  to  the  mournful  place  where  Adonaia  lay. 

XXIV. 
Out  of  her  secret  Paradise  she  sped. 
Through  camps  and  cities,  rough  with  stone  and  steel. 
And  human  hearts,  which  to  her  aery  tread 
Yielding  not,  wounded  the  invisible 
Palms  of  her  tender  feet  where'er  they  fell : 
And  barbed  tongues,  and  thoughts  nx»e  sharp  tb«n 

diey. 
Rent  the  soft  Form  they  never  could  repel. 
Whose  sacred  blood,  like  the  young  tears  of  May, 
Paved  with  eternal  flowen  that  undeserving  way. 

XXV. 

In  the  death-chamber  for  a  moment  Death, 
Shamed  by  the  presence  of  that  living  Afight, 
Blush'd  to  annihilation,  and  the  breath 
Revisited  diose  lips,  and  Ufe's  pale  light 
Fhsh'd  dirou^  those  limbs,  so  kte  her  dear  deli|^ 
**  Leave  me  not  wild  and  drear  and  comfortlaas, 
As  silent  lightning  leaves  the  starless  night ! 
Leave  me  not!"  cried  Uianiia;  h«i  ^aaecraa 
RonBadDMUfh:  Death tqmixA«{s^m^,«»N.xmIc Vat 
vuacaxasa. 
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■  Buy  jel  awhile '.  iprnk  la  m 
Kim  me,  m>  long  b" '  '"'"" 


m  roy  hearflea  bp 
Th»l  wonl,  thai  k«  ihi 
Wiib  lood  of  Biddm  m 
Mow  Ihon  firl  dwul,  H 


1  oli  itmughBi'lMniryiie, 


Btf  1  ■«■  chain'd  la  T^nw,  and  cmuol  ihance  dopon! 

xxvn. 

-O  ganlle  chiU,  bcauliful  u  thou  werl. 
Why  diibl  ihou  Ihvo  ihe  uodilBn  paUia  of  men 
TooKon.  Bndnilh  weak  hanili  ihough  niighly  beut 
Dure  the  unpaMured  Uragun  id  his  deal 
IlBliHujeleB  ■■  Ihou  werl,  ub  '■  where  nan  Uien 
Wudomlhe  mjmir'd  shield,  or  KTini  Ihe  fpeorl 
Or  hubt  thuu  wailed  Ihc  full  (yrte.  when 
Thy  apirii  ihould  luve  lill'd  in  crcscem  iphero, 
The  nuHBUn  of  Ufo'e  wsato  had  Hod  bom  thee  like  daer. 

XXVIE, 
'  The  beided  wolvca.  bold  only  lo  ponue ; 
The  obwene  nveiu,  clsmorous  o'er  Ihe  desd ; 
The  vultorea,  la  the  conqueror'!  bonoer  tiue. 
Who  leed  where  DonUiion  Gnl  hu  fed, 
And  Vitiate  wiugi  nin  mniiiginD ; — ban  the;  fled, 
When,  like  Apollo,  from  his  gi>lden  bow. 
The  Pylhinn  af  ihe  age  one  nrrow  ipod 
And  mniled  !— The  ipoilBn  tempi  no  ecrond  blow, 
Tluybwn  on  the  proud  ieelllisliiniRitbemsi  they  go. 


Leivi 


XX»1. 
A  potd-tike  8(uiii  beauoful  uul  ewifl — 
A  Lots  in  doHJluuon  mmli'd  f-*  I'awer 
Gin  round  tvilh  wcoknen  ; — it  tan  acwce  nft 
The  weight  or  the  luperTDcnmbeiil  booii 

A  brenlong  bUlaw ; — even  whilM  we  epeak 
!■  it  iiat  broken  ^  On  Ihe  witberuig  dower 
The  killing  mm  (inilea  brightly :  ou  a  cheek 
The  life  can  bum  in  blood,  even  while  Ihe  haul  BHf 
break. 

xxxni. 

ICt  head  wai  bound  with  paniiet  OTor-bkiwn. 
And  ibded  violeto,  while,  and  |aed.  and  blue; 
And  a  Ijght  tpcor  lopp'd  with  a  cypres  cone. 
Round  whose  nide  Hhall  dark  ivy-tmea  grew 
Yet  dripping  with  the  romi't  DooruJsy  dew, 
Vibnued,  ui  the  oror.boaung  heart 
Shooli  the  weati  hand  that  graip'd  il ;  oF  that  cnw 
Be  came  Uio  lui.  QCghjCted  and  apart  i 
A  herd-abondon'd  denr.  itruck  by  (he  hunler'i  dut 

XXXIV. 

All  iiood  stoof.  and  ai  hi<  patlia!  moaa 
Smiled  thmiigh  their  lean;  wbH  ki 


Making  eatlh  bare  and  veiling  heaven,  and  when 
"     "  '     Iho  Bwamu  tlint  dimm'd  or  ■hured  ili 
11  kindred  lamps  the  spitil'a  awful  iu| 

XXX. 

Thui  ceased  ihe :  and  Ihe  mnunuinabepheiiLtrame. 
TTieir  gsrland«  aere.  Ihoir  magic  manllee  ren 
The  Pilgrim  of  Elemily,  whoM  Uime 
Over  hii  living  head  hke  Heaven  ia  bent. 
An  early  but  enduring  monuraenl, 
Came,  veiling  nil  ihe  lightning!  of  hi>  song 
In  forrow ;  from  her  vriiei  leme  sent 
The  mveeieji  lyiiit  of  her  nddeat  wrong. 
And  love  taught  grief  la  Tall  like  miuic&om  hi!  tongue. 


xxxt 


Aa  Ihe  1i 

Whomlhundf 
Had  gazed  on 


0,  rome  one  ftail  Fomi, 
ei[«nng  Blomi 


nell; 


'!  naked  lovcli 
Actmn-Iike,  and  now  he  fled  Mliny 
With  feeble  <af\a  o'er  the  vrorld'a  wildome* 
And  bit  own  Ihoiighw.  along  thai  rugged  nay, 
nmnwd.  (ita  nging  hound!,  their  blhei  and  OtMi  v^ 


Made  bare  his  Iimtideil  and  onianguuud  brow. 
Which  vroa  like  Cain's  or  Chrid'i,— Ota!  Owl  it  iboaM 


XXIX. 

XXXV. 

'■■nie  inn  cornea  Ibnh,  and  many  reptile!  ojwwni 

Wbal  ufler  v 

ai(-j!iahu>hed  o'er  Ihe  dead  r 

He  aeti^  and  each  ephcmcfal  iniNM;!  then 

brow  ialhnidaAmanUe  thrown  1 

I>  gather'd  mlo  death  without  a  dawn, 

Wha)  fuim  le 

am  sadly  o'er  the  while  deuh-btd. 

And  the  immortal  atan  awnke  again  j 

In  morkery  o 

The  heavy  heart  heaving  wilhoul  B  moan  ! 
If  il  be  He,  who,  genlleal  of  tho  viise, 
Taught,  aoothed,  loved,  honor'd  the  departed  one , 
Let  mo  not  vex,  with  inhannonioui  ligha. 
The  lilsnce  of  thai  heart's  accepted  aacriGce. 

XXXVI. 

Our  Adonaia  has  drunk  pciiaon — oh  I 
Whal  deaf  and  viperous  murderer  could  crown 
Life's  early  cup  with  such  a  draught  of  wne  I 
The  nameleni  wurro  would  now  itself  disown : 
It  felt,  yei  rauld  escape  the  magic  tone 
Whose  prelude  held  al!  envy.  hale,  and  wionf. 
But  what  was  howling  in  one  bresM  alone. 
Silent  with  eipeclalion  of  the  song. 
WhDsemastor'shandiicald.whoeo  silver  lyre ansMng 


XXX  VI!, 
live  thou,  wh«e  inTomy  is  not  tliy  bme  - 
Uve .'  fear  no  heavier  cbasiiseDient  fiom  me. 
Thou  naieless  b!ul  on  a  remembcr'd  nanw '. 
Bui  be  thywlf,  and  know  thyself  to  be '. 
And  over  at  thy  eraaun  be  thou  frco 
To  spill  the  tenum.  when  thy  faogs  o'orflaw : 
Remone  and  Self«anleiiipl  ifaall  cling  in  tbee ; 
Hot  Shame  ahall  bum  upon  Ihy  secrei  brow. 
,hiiAVb  ■.beWiBahaandtrvfable  thou  Shalt— *■  00 
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xxxvm. 

Nor  Wt  VB  weep  diat  (mt  delight  if  fled 
Wmt  fiom  dieie  curion-ldfet  that  leream  helow ; 
He  wafcee  or  deepe  with  the  enduring  deed ; 
TtMoa  conet  not  ner  where  he  it  litting  now^ — 
Dwt  to  die  dnit!  bat  the  pore  ipirit  ■hall  flow 
Baek  to  the  horning  fimntain  'vdience  it  came, . 
A  portioB  of  die  Eternal,  which  must  glow 
Throo^  time  and  diange,  unquenchably  the  nme, 
tfiy  cold  embeii  chdce  the  sordid  hearth  of 


Pwee!  peace!  he  is  not  dead,  he  doth  not  deep— 
\  He  halh  awaken'd  fiom  the  dream  of  life — ^^    \ 
Tii  w,  who^  kst  in  stormy  visions,  keep 
WUk  fhanloms  an  unprofitable  strife. 
Ami  uk  mad  trance,  strike  with  our  spirit* s  knife 
bnifaEMnible  nothings — We  decay 
like  coi'pscs  in  a  chamel ;  fear  and  grief 
Oommlse  us  and  consume  us  day  by  day, 
Aad  edid  hopes  swarm  like  worms  within  our  living 
clay. 


Be  has  ontooar^d  the  shadow  of  our  night ; 
Envy  and  calumny,  and  hate  and  pain. 
And  that  unrest  which  men  miscall  delight, 
Gui  toudihimDot  and  torture  not  again; 
Wwm  the  contagion  of  the  world's  slow  stain 
He  is  secure,  and  now  can  never  mourn 
A  heart  grown  cold,  a  head  grown  gray  in  vain ; 
Hor,  when  the  spirit* s  self  has  ceased  to  bum, 
WMk  spaiUess  ashes  load  an  unlamented  um. 

XU. 

He  lives,  he  wakea— 'tis  Death  is  dead,  not  he ; 
Bloom  not  fer  Adonais.— Thou  young  Dawn 
Turn  all  thy  dew  to  splendor,  for  from  thee 
Hie  spirit  thou  lamentest  is  not  gone ; 
Te  caverns  and  ye  forests,  cease  to  moan ! 
Gmoo  ye  feint  flowers  and  fountains,  and  thou  Air, 
^rach  like  a  mourning  veil  thy  scarf  hadst  thrown 
CXer  the  abandon'd  Earth,  now  leave  it  bare 
Even  to  the  joyous  stars  which  smile  on  its  despair! 

XLU. 

He  is  made  one  vnih  Nature :  there  is  heard 
Ks  voice  in  all  her  music,  from  the  moan 
Of  thimder,  to  the  song  of  night's  sweet  bird ; 
He  is  a  presence  to  be  felt  and  known 
la  darkness  and  in  light,  from  herb  and  stone, 

itwlf  where'er  that  Power  may  move 
has  withdrawn  his  being  to  its  own ; 
Which  wields  the  world  with  never>wearied  love, 
it  fhna  beneath,  and  kindles  it  above. 


XLm. 

He  is  a  portion  of  the  loveliness 
Which  once  he  made  more  lovely :  he  doth  bear 
Ks  part,  while  the  one  Spirit's  plastic  stress 
Sweeps  diroogh  the  dull  dense  worid,  compelling 

there 
An  new  socceeuons  to  the  forms  they  wear ; 
Tortoiing  fli'  unwilling  dross  that  checks  its  fli|^ 
To  tti  own  likeness,  as  each  mass  may  bear; 
And  boiBCing  in  its  beauty  and  its  might 
Fkom  Umb  and  beasts  and  men  into  AeHeeven'b  light 


XUV. 
The  splendon  of  the  firmament  of  timii 
May  be  echpsed,  but  are  eztinguidi'd  not , 
like  stars  to  their  appointed  height  they  cUmb^ 
And  deafili  is  a  low  mist  which  cannot  blot 
The  brightness  it  may  veil    When  lofty  dioaght 
lifts  a  young  heart  above  its  mortal  lair. 
And  love  and  life  contend  in  it,  for  what 
Shall  be  its  earthly  doom,  the  dead  hve  there 
And  move  like  winds  of  light  on  dark  and  stormy 
air. 

XLV. 
The  inheritors  of  unfiilfill'd  renown 
Roee  fiom  their  thrones  built  beyond  morta]  tho«|^t 
Far  in  the  Unapparent    Chatterton 
Rose  pale,  his  sdemn  agony  had  not 
Yet  feded  from  him ;  Sidney,  as  he  fought 
And  as  he  fell,  and  as  he  lived  and  loved. 
Sublimely  mild,  a  Spirit  without  spot. 
Arose ;  uid  Lucan,  by  his  death  approved : 
OUivioa  as  they  rose  shrank  like  a  i^ag  reproved. 

XLVL 

And  many  more,  whose  names  on  earth  are  dark. 
But  whose  transmitted  effluence  cannot  die: 
So  hmg  as  fire  outlives  the  parent  spark. 
Rose,  robed  m  danjing  immortality. 
"  Tlion  art  become  as  one  of  us,"  they  cry, 
**  It  was  for  thee  yon  kingless  sj^ere  has  long 
Swung  blind  in  unascended  majesty, 
Silent  alone  amid  a  Heaven  of  Song. 
Assume  thy  winged  throne,  thou  Vesper  of  oor 
throng!" 

XLVn. 

Who  mourns  for  Adonais  f  oh  come  forth. 
Fond  wretch !  and  know  thyself  and  him  aright 
Clasp  with  thy  panting  soul  die  pendulous  Eaith ; 
As  fiom  a  centre,  dart  thy  spirit's  light 
Beyond  all  worids,  until  its  spacious  might 
Satiate  the  void  circumference :  dien  shrink 
Even  to  a  point  within  our  day  and  night ; 
And  keep  thy  heart  light,  lest  it  make  thee  sink 
When  hope  has  kindled  hope,  and  lured  thee  to  the 
brink. 

XLVin. 

Or  go  to  Rome,  which  is  the  sepulchre, 
O,  not  of  him,  but  of  our  joy :  'tis  naught 
lliat  ages,  empires,  and  religions  there 
Lie  buried  in  the  ravage  they  have  wrought ; 
For  such  as  he  can  lend, — they  borrow  not 
Glory  from  those  who  made  the  worid  their  pray ; 
And  he  is  gather'd  to  the  kings  of  thought 
Who  waged  contention  with  their  time's  decay, 
And  of  the  past  are  all  that  cannot  paai  away. 

XLIX 

Go  thou  to  Rome, — at  once  the  Paradise, 
The  grave,  the  city,  and  the  wilderness ; 
And  where  its  wrecks  like  shatter'd  mountains  rise. 
And  flowering  weeds,  and  fragrant  copses,  dress 
The  bones  of  Desolation's  nakedness, 
Psss,  till  the  Spirit  of  the  spot  shall  lead 
Hiy  fbotstepa  to  a  slope  of  green  access. 
Where,  lilDB  an  in&nt's  smile,  over  the  dead, 
A  light  of  Uiii|0(nDigttow«ia  «2»gi%^<^  ^gMa'^ii^^raiii^ 


p 


BBSSHXTB  KJErnCAL  WOBXS. 


Pavilionuig  Ihe  dui 
Thii  nfufe  (br  bia 
like  Bmoa  Ifwwlbi 
A  ^«ld  B  ipnsd.  a 
Hbv«  pilch'il  in  llei 
IFBloaniing  him  we 


nnniory,  dD^h  uund 
I'll  In  marble ;  and  ben 
which  B  nowet  buwj 
k'eD*B  onilo  Iheir  csmp  of  death. 


Why  linssr.  why  turn  b»dt,  why  lAniik.  aj  HnnI 
Thy  hopei  are  gone  before  :  fnin  all  thin^  hi 
Tbey  have  depafied  :  thou  ahouldBl  miw  depin' 
A  lighi  ji  pim'd  trom  the  rvvolvin^  ytar^ 

Anmcl*  lo  cnuh,  repel*  to  imke  lhe«  wiih 
The  •on  iky  imilei.^ibe  low  wind  whapetiiBtii 
Tb  Adonsi*  colli  '■  oh,  haMen  thither, 
a  mote  lot  life  diviils  whit  Dtalb  can  jun  t» 


U. 


To  hava  oalgiowD  the  i 
In  charge  to  each ;  uul  if  the  wsl  i>  net. 
Here,  on  one  IbuniBin  of  a  miiumin;  miiul. 
Bnnk  it  not  Ihoii '.  too  larely  shall  thou  lind 
ThiM  own  well  fall,  if  Ihou  reiumeai  home. 
Of  Umis  and  gall.     Fmni  Iho  world'i  bilter  wi 
Seek  ihelter  in  Ibe  shadow  ul'  Ihe  lomb. 
What  Adonuii  ia,  why  Tear  we  to  become  I 

LII. 

Tha  One  remain*.  Ibo  many  vhonge  and  paaa ; 
Heaten'a  tight  for  e ver  Bhineit,  Eanh'a  thadnwi  fly  i 
life,  like  a  dome  of  many^coloi'd  ghiii^ 
BiBuu  the  while  radiance  of  £temily. 
Until  Death  trample*  ii  lu  fragmsnl* — Die. 
ITtbouwoaldKbewilh  thai  which  than  dottieeh 
Follow  where  all  ia  lied  ! — Rome's  mure  thy, 
FtowBia.  raina.  aialua*.  muair;,  words,  on  weak 
"He  (lory  thay  IruuTuae  wilh  filling  Inilh  lo  apsak- 


UV. 

That  light  whoM  amilH  kindle  the  Unirene, 

That  Beauty  in  whiih  all  IhinKi  wnrh  snd  mn^ 

That  Beoeihction  which  the  cehpnng  Coras 

or  birth  can  quenrh  not.  thai  aualainiDg  Ijm 

Which  ibrougb  the  wph  of  bemg  blindly  wsa* 

By  man  and  benai  and  earth  and  air  and  aaa. 

Buma  bright  or  dun.  ai  each  are  minon  of 

T)ie  lire  for  n  hich  all  ihint ;  now  beam*  on  mt, 

CoiHuming  the  lail  clouds  of  cold  monahly. 


LV- 


The  breath  w! 

Far  from  the  ahoro.  fiir  fniui  the  trei 
Wboae  nili  wera  never  to  the  temp 
The  msaay  earth  and  iphered  akica 
1  am  home  darkly,  iearfnlly,  afiv ; 
Whilat  burning  tiirough  the  inmool  i 
The  BDuI  of  Adonni     '  ' 


m  the  al 


relhoE 
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S  ADDRESSED  TO  THE  NOBLE  ASO  UNFORTUNATE  LADY  EMILIA  V— 
\OW  IMPRISONED  IN  THE  CONVENT  OP 


ADVERTISKMENT. 


Thi  writer  of  the  Ibllowing  Ijnn  died  nl  Florence, 
aa  he  wa*  preparing  tor  a  voyage  lo  one  of  the  wild- 
eat  of  the  Sporodes,  which  he  had  l«ughl.  and  where 
he  bad  fitted  up  the  nuna  of  an  old  building,  and 
where  it  waa  hia  hope  in  have  realizod  a  tclioine  of 
tire,  lulled  perhap  to  that  happier  ^d  better  world 
of  which  he  ia  now  an  iidialMiant.  but  Iiardly  practi- 
cable in  thia.  Hia  life  was  eingular;  len  on  accouot 
of  the  ronuintic  liciBitodes  which  diTcratlted  it  than 
Ibe  ideal  tinge  which  it  received  from  hig  own  i^ai^ 
acter  end  feoiinga.  The  preaeni  Poem,  like  the  Vila 
Naova  of  Daatf.  a  aulficiGntly  inielUgibli 


for  the  idraa  of  w 


.    Noibi 


di  iigum,  D  di  colore  rottoricn :  s  dDmondala  nm  » 
peaae  denudare  le  aue  pamlc  da  muE  vctic,  in  gin* 
rhe  aveasero  vcmco  iiUctuiimpnlD." 

The  preaeni  Poem  nppeaii  to  have  been  iniendnl 
by  the  Writer  as  the  dedinlion  to  aomo  longer  oik 
The  BtaniB  prcltied  to  Ihe  Ftwm  ia  almoat  a  hlenl 
mrMladon  (mm  Dante's  famsu*  Canzone. 


The  proaumptUDUt  application  o< 


0  cJa«  or  readers  wiLhont  a  matterflf-faM  tonon\«iW«ittf~  ^«i^ 


penaa  of  my  unfuttunal*  lrioi>d :  be  it 
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f  Soaff,  I  Aftr  thatthoo  wih  find  bot  ftw 
'ko  fidbr  ahall  eoiie«iya  thy  iMaoninff, 
'  aoeb  hard  matter  dott  thou  aatertain ; 
'bapea,  if  by  miiadyeotare,  chance  ■hould  brioff 
•aa  to  ban  eompaoy  (as  chanea  may  Ao\ 
wktm  anaware  of  what  thoa  deal  contain, 
■idiaa,  comfort  thy  iwaat  aelf  again, 
r  laat  datig ht !  tall  tham  that  thay  ara  doll, 
id  bid  them  own  that  thoa  art  baautilttL 


Spirit!  Siftor  of  that  orphan  one, 
unpira  is  the  name  thou  weepett  on, 
eart't  temple  I  auspend  to  thee 
■otiTe  wreathi  of  withered  memory.       / 

eaplive  hird !  who,  fiom  thy  narrow  cage, 
■ooh  momcj  that  it  might  a«uage 
(ged  hearts  of  those  who  prison'd  thee, 
ley  not  deaf  to  all  sweet  melody ; 
^  shall  he  thy  rose :  its  petals  pale 
id,  indeed,  my  adored  Nightingale ! 
;  uid  fiagrant  is  the  6ded  blossom, 
bas  no  thorn  left  to  wound  thy  bosom. 

,  spirit-winged  Heart!  who  dost  for  ever 
ine  unfeeling  bars  with  vain  endeavor, 
•e  bright  plumes  of  thought,  in  which  array'd 
soared  this  low  and  worldly  shade, 
Iter'd ;  and  thy  panting,  wounded  breast 
Mrith  dear  blood  its  unmatenial  nest! 
vain  tean :  blood  would  less  bitter  be, 
ir'd  forth  gladlier,  could  it  profit  thee. 

ph  of  Heaven!  too  gentle  to  be  human, 
beneath  that  radiant  form  of  Woman 
t  is  insupportable  in  thee 
it,  and  love,  and  immortality  ! 
Benediction  in  the  eternal  cutm  ! 
Qlory  of  this  lamplesa  Universe ! 
Moon  beyond  the  clouds !    Thou  living  Form 
;  the  Dead !  Thou  Star  above  the  Storm ! 
bonder,  and  thou  Beauty,  and  thou  Terror ! 
iarmony  of  Nature's  art !  Thou  Mirror 
in,  as  in  the  splendor  of  the  Sun, 
qies  look  glorious  which  thou  gazeat  on ! 
en  the  dim  words  which  obscure  thee  now 
lightning-like,  with  tmaccustom'd  glow ; 
thee  that  thou  blot  from  this  sad  song 
its  much  mortality  and  wrong, 
hose  dear  drops,  which  start  like  sacred  dew 
he  twin  lights  thy  sweet  soul  darkens  through, 
ng,  till  sorrow  becomes  ecstasy : 
smile  GO  it,  so  that  it  may  not  die. 

rer  thotight  before  my  death  to  see 
s  viflon  dios  made  perfect    Emily, 
thee ;  though  the  worid  by  no  thin  name 
ide  that  love,  from  ita  unvalued  shame, 
we  two  bad  been  twins  of  the  same  mollier! 
it  tiie  name  my  heart  lent  to  another 
be  a  sisler's  bond  for  her  and  thea, 
ng  two  beams  of  one  eternity ! 


Yet  were  one  lawful  and  the  odier  true, 

These  names,  though  dear,  could  paint  not,  m  is  doe. 

How  beyond  refuge  I  am  thine.    Ah  me! 

I  am  not  thine:  I  am  apartof  Oee. 


Sweet  Lamp!  mymoth-like  Musehasbomtiliwiiigi; 
Or,  like  a  dying  swan  who  soars  and  sings, . 
Young  Love  diould  teach  Time,  in  his  own  grayalyto. 
All  that  thou  art    Art  thou  not  void  of  gufle, 
A  lovely  soul  fimn'd  to  be  blest  and  bless  ? 
A  weU  of  seal'd  and  secret  happiness. 
Whose  waters  like  bUthe  light  and  music  are. 
Vanquishing  dissonance  and  gloom?  A  Star 
Which  moves  not  in  the  moving  Heavens  alone? 
A  smile  amid  dark  frowns  ?  a  gentle  tone 
Amid  rude  voices?  a  beloved  light? 
A  Solitude,  a  Refuge,  a  Delight? 
A  lute,  which  those  whom  love  has  taught  lo  pby 
Make  music  on,  to  soothe  the  roughest  day. 
And  lull  fond  grief  asleep?  A  buried  treasnjw ? 
A  cradle  pf  young  thoughts  of  wingless  ploasnwt 
A  violet.shrouded  grave  of  Woe? — I  meaeuve 
The  world  of  foncies,  seeking  one  like  diee, 
And  find— alas!  mine  own  infirmi^. 

She  met  me.  Stranger,  upon  lifo*s  roug^  w^. 
And  lured  me  towards  sweet  Death:  as  Night  1^  D<iy» 
l^^ter  by  Spring,  or  Sorrow  by  swift  Hope, 
Led  into  light,  life,  peace.   An  antelope. 
In  the  suspended  impulse  of  its  lightness. 
Were  less  e&ereally  light :  the  brightness 
Of  her  divinest  presence  trembles  through 
Her  limbs,  as  unidemeath  a  doud  of  dew 
Embodied  in  the  windless  Heaven  of  Jime, 
Amid  the  splendor-winged  stars,  the  Mooa 
Bums,  inextinguishably  beautiful : 
And  from  her  lips,  as  from  a  hyacinth  full 
Of  honey-dew,  a  liquid  murmur  drops, 
Killing  the  sense  with  passion ;  sweet  as  slops 


Of  planetary  music  heard  in  trance. 

In  her  mild  lights  the  starry  spirits  dance. 

The  sunbeams  of  diose  weUs  which  ever  leap 

Under  the  lightnings  of  the  soul — too  deep 

For  the  brief  fiuhom-line  of  thought  or  sense. 

The  glory  of  her  being;  issuing  thence. 

Stains  the  dead,  blank,  cold  air  with  a  warm  shade 

Of  unentangled  intermixture,  made 

By  Love,  of  light  and  motion :  one  intense 

Diffusion,  one  serene  Onmipresenoe, 

Whose  flowing  outlines  mingle  in  their  flowing 

Around  her  cheeks  and  utmost  fingers  glowing 

With  the  unintermitted  blood,  which  there 

Quiveis  (as  in  a  fleece  of  snow-like  air 

The  crimson  pulse  of  living  nx>ming  quivei% 

Continuously  prolong'd,  and  ending  never, 

TiU  they  are  lost,  and  in  that  Beauty  furi'd 

Which  penetrates  and  clasps  and  fills  the  world ; 

Scarce  visible  from  extreme  loveliness. 

Warm  fiagrance  seems  to  foil  from  her  light  dress. 

And  her  loose  hair ;  and  where  some  heavy  tress 

The  air  of  her  own  speed  has  disentwined, 

The  sweetness  seems  to  satiate  the  foint  wind ; 

And  in  the  soul  a  wild  odor  is  felt. 

Beyond  the  sense,  like  fiery  dews  that  melt 

Into  the  bosom  of  a  fiosen  bod.^ 

See  where  she  stands !  a  mortal  shape  endued 
WIUi  love  and  Ufo^  and  U^l  and  d«vt). 
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And  motioa  which  may  change  bat  cannot  die; 
An  image  of  tome  bright  Eternity ; 
A  shadow  of  some  golden  dream;  a  Splendor 
Leaving  the  third  sphere  pUotle«;  a  tender 
Reflection  of  the  eternal  Moon  of  Love, 
Under  whoae  motions  life's  dull  tallows  move ; 
A  Metaphor  of  Spring  and  Youth  and  Morning; 
A  Vision  Uke  incarnate  April,  warning, 
With  smiles  and  tears,  Frost  the  Anatomy 
Into  his  snmmer  grave. 

Ah,  woe  is  me ! 
What  have  I  dared f  whore  am  I  lifledf  how 
Shall  I  descend,  and  perish  notf  I  know 
That  Love  makes  all  things  equal :  I  have  heard 
By  mine  own  heart  this  joyous  truth  averr'd : 
The  spirit  of  the  wonn  beneath  the  sod. 
In  love  and  worship  blends  itself  with  God. 

Sponse !  Sister!  Angel !  Pilot  of  the  Fate 
Whose  course  has  been  so  starless !  O  too  late 
Beloved !  O  too  soon  adored,  by  me ! 
For  in  the  fields  of  immortality 
My  spirit  should  at  first  have  worshipp'd  thine, 
A  divine  presence  in  a  place  divine ; 
Or  should  have  moved  beside  it  on  this  earth, 
A  shadow  of  that  substance,  from  its  birth; 
But  not  as  now  .* — ^I  love  thee ;  yes,  I  feel 
That  on  the  fountain  of  my  heart  a  seal 
Is  set,  to  keep  its  waters  pure  and  bright 
For  thee,  since  in  those  tears  thou  host  delight 
We — are  we  not  fonn'd,  as  notes  of  music  are. 
For  one  another,  though  dinimilar; 
Such  diflerence  without  discord,  as  con  make 
Those  sweetest  sounds,  in  which  all  spirits  shake 
As  trembling  leaves  in  a  continuous  air  ? 

Thy  wisdom  Rpeaks  in  me,  and  bids  me  dare 
Beacon  the  rocks  on  whicli  higli  hearts  are  wTeckt 
I  never  was  attach 'd  to  that  great  scot, 
Whose  doctrine  is,  that  each  one  should  select 
Out  of  the  crowd  a  mistress  or  a  fnend, 
And  all  the  rest,  though  fair  and  wise,  commend 
To  cold  oblivion,  though  it  is  in  the  code 
Of  modem  morals,  and  the  beaten  road 
Which  those  poor  slaves  with  weary  footsteps  tread, 
Who  travel  to  their  home  among  the  dead 
By  the  broad  highu-ay  of  the  world,  and  so 
With  one  chain'd  friend,  perhaps  a  jealous  foe, 
The  dreariest  and  the  longest  journey  go. 


True  Love  in  this  diObrs  from  gold  and  clay, 
That  to  divide  is  not  to  take  away. 
Love  is  like  understanding,  that  grows  bright. 
Gazing  on  many  truths ;  'tis  like  thy  light. 
Imagination !  which  from  earth  and  sky, 
And  from  the  depths  of  human  phaiit&<)y, 
As  from  a  thousand  prisms  and  mirrors,  fills 
The  Universes  with  glorious  beams,  and  kills 
Error,  the  worm,  with  many  a  sunlike  arrow 
Of  its  reverberated  lightning.    Narrow 
The  heart  that  loves,  the  brain  that  contemplates. 
The  life  that  wears,  the  spirit  that  creates 
One  olgect,  and  one  form,  and  builds  thereby 
A  sepalchro  for  itB  Eternity. 


AGnd  fiom  its  c^gect  difiers  most  in  this : 
Evil  fjrom  good ;  misery  fiom  happineai ; 
The  baser  fivxn  the  noUer ;  the  impuro 
And  frail,  fiom  what  is  clear  and  most  enduiv. 
If  you  divide  sufleiing  and  dross,  you  may 
Diminish  till  it  is  nmsumed  away ; 
If  you  divide  pleasure  and  love  and  Ihoa^t, 
Each  part  exceeds  the  whole ;  and  we  k»»w  not 
How  much,  while  any  yet  remaim  mishared. 
Of  pleasure  may  bo  goin'd,  of  sorrow  spared : 
This  truth  is  that  deep  well,  whence  sages  draw 
The  unenvied  light  of  hope ;  die  eternal  law 
By  which  those  live,  to  whom  this  worid  of  life 
Is  as  a  garden  ravaged,  and  whose  strife 
Tills  for  the  pronusc  of  a  later  Urtli 
The  wilderness  of  this  Elyaan  eardw 


There  was  a  Being  whom  my  spirit  oft 
Met  on  its  vision'd  wanderings,  far  aloft, 
In  the  clear  golden  prime  of  my  youth's  dawn. 
Upon  the  (airy  isles  of  sunny  lawn. 
Amid  the  enchanted  mountains,  and  the  caves 
Of  divine  sleep,  and  oo  the  air>like  waves 
Of  wonder-level  dream,  whose  tremulous  floor 
Paved  her  light  steps ;— on  an  imsgined  shores 
Under  the  gray  beak  of  some  promonlory 
She  met  me,  robed  in  such  exceeding  gloiy. 
That  I  beheld  her  not.    In  solitudes 
Her  voice  came  to  me  through  the  whispering  wonk. 
And  firom  the  fountains,  and  the  odors  deep 
Of  flowers,  which,  like  lips  murmuring  in  Uieir  sleeps 
Of  the  sweet  kisses  which  had  lull'd  them  there. 
Breathed  but  of  her  to  the  enamor'd  air; 
And  fiom  the  breezes,  whether  low  or  loud. 
And  fnmi  the  rain  of  every  pass*ng  cloud. 
And  fiom  the  singing  of  the  summer-binls; 
And  fiom  all  sounds,  all  silence.    In  the  words 
Of  antique  verse  and  high  romance, — in  form, 
Sound,  color — in  whatever  checks  that  Storm 
Which  with  the  shatter'd  present  chokes  the  past ; 
And  in  that  best  philosophy,  whose  taste 
Makes  this  cold  common  hell,  our  life,  a  doom 
As  glorious  as  a  fiery  martyrdom ; 
Her  Spirit  was  the  harmony  of  truth. — 


Then,  from  the  caverns  of  my  dreamy  youth 
I  sprang,  as  one  sandall'd  with  plumes  of  (ire. 
And  towards  the  loadstar  of  my  one  desire, 
I  flitted,  like  a  dizzy  moth,  whose  fUght 
Is  as  a  dead  leafs  in  the  owlet  light. 
When  it  would  seek  in  Hcspcr's  setting  sphere 
A  radiant  death,  a  fiery  sepulchre. 
As  if  it  wore  a  lamp  of  earthly  flame. — 
But  She,  whom  prayers  or  team  then  could  not  tame. 
Past,  Uke  a  God  throned  on  a  winged  planet. 
Whose  burning  plumes  to  tenfold  swifbiess  fiin  it 
Into  the  dreary  cone  of  our  life's  shade ; 
And  OS  a  man  with  mighty  loss  dismay'd, 
I  would  have  follow'd,  though  the  grave  between 
Yawi'd  Uke  a  gulf  whose  spectres  are  unseen  : 
When  a  voice  said : — "  O  Thou  of  hearts  the  weaken 
The  phantom  is  beside  thee  whom  thou  si»rkc«." 
Then  I — ^"where?''  the  world's  echo  answer'd  "where! 
And  in  that  silence,  and  in  my  despair, 
I  questioned  every  tongueless  i^ind  that  flew 
Over  my  tower  of  mourning,  if  it  know 
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ir  'tWM  fled,  thk  aovl  out  of  my  aoul ; 
nnniu^d  names  and  gpells  which  have  contro] 
te  i^htleM  tyrants  of  our  fate ; 
ither  pnyer  nor  verse  could  diaupate 
^t  whidi  closed  on  her ;  nor  uncreate 
rorld  within  this  Chaos,  mine  and  me, 
icfa  she  was  the  veil'd  Divinity, 
offld  I  say  of  thoughts  that  worshipped  her : 
eielbfe  I  went  forth,  with  hope  and  fear 
my  gentle  passion  sick  to  death, 
g  my  course  with  expectation's  breath, 
a  wintry  forest  of  our  life ; 
niggling  through  its  error  with  vain  strife, 
ambling  in  my  weakness  and  my  haste, 
df  bewilder'd  by  new  forms,  I  past 
g  among  those  untaught  foresters 
old  find  one  form  resembling  hers, 
ch  she  might  have  mask'd  herself  from  me. 
•^^>Qe,  whose  voice  was  venom'd  melody 
r  a  well,  under  blue  nightshade  bowers; 
«ath  of  her  fiilse  mouth  wos  like  fiunt  flowen, 
odi  was  as  electric  poison, — aflame 
her  looks  into  my  vitals  came, 
om  her  living  cheeks  and  bosom  flew 
ling  air,  which  pierced  like  honey-dew 
e  core  of  my  green  heart,  and  lay 
Is  leaves ;  until,  as  hair  grown  gray 
young  brow,  they  hid  its  unblown  prime 
mns^  unseasonable  time. 


lany  mortal  forms  I  rashly  sought 

ladow  of  thai  idol  of  my  thought 

»me  were  fiur— but  beauty  dies  away : 

were  wise — ^but  hcmey'd  words  betray : 

ae  was  true— oh!  why  not  true  to  me f 

as  a  himted  deer  that  could  not  floe, 

1  upon  my  thoughts,  and  stood  at  bay, 

led  and  weak  and  panting ;  the  cold  day 

led,  for  pity  of  my  strife  and  pain. 

like  a  noonday  dawn,  there  dione  again 

rsnoe.   One  stood  on  my  path  who  seem'd 

)  the  glorious  shape  which  I  had  dream'd, 

he  Moon,  whose  changes  ever  run 

emselves,  to  the  eternal  Sun ; 

iki  chaste  Moon,  the  Queen  of  Heaven's  bright 

isles, 
lakes  all  beautiful  on  which  she  smiles, 
wandering  shrine  of  sofl  yet  icy  flame, 
ever  is  transfonn'd,  yet  still  the  same, 
vms  not  but  illumines.    Young  and  fidr 
descended  Spirit  of  that  sphere, 
1  me,  as  the  Moon  may  hide  the  night 
is  own  darkness,  until  all  was  Inight 
m  the  Heaven  and  Earth  of  my  calm  mind, 
s  a  cloud  charioted  by  the  wind, 
1  me  to  a  cave  in  that  wild  place, 
te  beside  me,  with  her  downward  Ace 
ling  my  slumbers,  like  the  Moon 
;  and  waning  o'er  Endjrmion. 
was  laid  asleep,  spirit  and  limb, 
1  my  being  became  bright  or  dim 
Moon's  image  in  a  summer  sea, 
ing  as  she  smiled  or  fiown'd  on  me; 
ere  I  lay,  within  a  chaste  cold  bed : 
then  was  nor  alive  nor  dead : — 
her  sQver  voice  came  Death  and  life, 
iful  each  of  their  accustom'd  strife, 


Mask'd  Uke  twin  babes,  a  sister  and  a  brother. 
The  wandering  hopes  of  one  abandon'd  matiwr. 
And  through  the  cavern  without  wings  they  fleWr 
And  cried  **  Away,  he  is  not  <^  our  crew." 
I  wept,  and  though  it  be  a  dream,  I  weep. 

What  storms  then  shook  the  ocean  of  my  deep, 
Blotting  that  Moon,  whose  pale  and  waning  lipa 
Then  shrank  as  in  the  sickness  of  eclipse ; — 
And  how  my  soul  was  as  a  lampless  sea. 
And  who  was  then  its  Tempest ;  and  when  She, 
The  FUnet  of  that  hour,  was  quench'd,  what  frost 
Crept  o'er  those  waters,  till  from  coast  to  coast 
The  moving  billows  of  my  being  foil 
Into  a  death  of  ice,  immovable  ;— 
And  then — what  earthquakes  made  it  gape  and  split. 
The  white  Moon  smiling  all  the  while  on  it. 
These  words  conceal  .^— If  not,  each  word  would  be 
The  key  of  stanchless  tears.    Weep  not  for  me ! 


At  length,  into  the  obscure  Forest  came 
The  Vision  I  had  sought  through  grief  and  shame. 
Athwart  that  wintry  wilderness  of  thorns 
Fhudi'd  from  her  motion  splendor  like  the  Mom's, 
And  from  her  presence  life  was  radiated 
Through  the  gray  earth  and  branches  bare  and  dead ; 
So  that  her  way  was  paved,  and  rooPd  above, 
VTiih.  flowers  as  sof\  as  thoughts  of  budding  love ; 
And  music  from  her  respiration  spread 
like  light,— all  other  sounds  were  penetrated 
By  the  small,  still,  sweet  spirit  of  that  sound. 
So  that  the  savage  winds  hung  mute  around ; 
And  odors  warm  and  fresh  fell  from  her  hair» 
Dissolving  the  dull  cold  in  the  froze  air: 
Sofl  as  an  Incarnation  of  the  Sun, 
When  light  is  changed  to  love,  this  glorious  One 
Floated  into  the  cavern  where  I  lay. 
And  call'd  my  Spirit,  and  the  dreaming  clay 
Was  lifled  by  the  thing  that  dream'd  below 
As  smoke  by  fire,  and  in  her  beauty's  glow 
I  stood,  and  felt  Uie  dawn  of  my  long  night 
Was  penetrating  me  with  living  light : 
I  knew  it  was  the  Vision  veil'd  fh>m  me 
So  many  years — that  it  was  Emily. 

Twin  Spheres  of  light  who  rule  this  passive  Elarth, 
This  world  of  love,  this  me ;  and  into  birth 
Awaken  all  its  fruits  and  flowers,  and  dart 
Magnetic  might  into  its  central  heart ; 
And  lift  its  billows  and  its  mists,  and  guide 
By  everlasting  laws,  each  wind  and  tide 
To  its  fit  cloud,  and  its  appointed  cave ; 
And  lull  its  storms,  each  in  the  craggy  grave 
Which  was  ila  cradle,  luring  to  fiunt  bowers 
The  armies  of  the  rainbow-winged  showers ; 
And,  as  those  married  lights,  which  from  the  towers 
Of  Heaven  look  forth  and  fold  the  wandering  glpbe 
In  liquid  sleep  and  splendor,  as  a  robe ; 
And  all  their  many-mingled  influence  blend. 
If  equal,  yet  unlike,  to  one  sweet  end ; — 
So  ye,  bi^[ht  regents,  with  alternate  sway 
Govern  my  sphere  of  being,  night  and  day ! 
Thou,  not  disdaining  even  a  borrow'd  mi^t ; 
Thou,  not  eclipsing  a  remoter  light ; 
And.  through  the  shadow  of  the  seasons  three, 
From  Spring  to  Autumn's  sere  maturity, 
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jghl  ii  inlo  the  Wiiiler  of  the  lomb, 

Vhen  il  ni«y  npen  i"  »  brighler  Woom. 

nmo  too,  O  Cornel  l»»nlifiil  mnd  fierce! 

iVho  drew  ilui  hput  oT  ihia  fiiul  Univene 

ronanli  Ihiiie  owTi ;  lill  ivreck'il  in  thai  convslw] 

illernaling  wuaeUon  wn  rapuluoa, 

rhme  wenl  aUiBy  and  (hot  wm  kdi  in  Iwmin; 

)li.  ao«l  inlo  our  mure  heeven  agwn  I 

ie  there  love'*  (blding^lar  ai  thy  relum ; 

rfap  living  Sun  will  fbed  thee  from  iu  urn 

X  ffUdm  Sir ;  the  Moon  »-ill  veil  her  hora 

'n  Ihjr  leii  smilta;  ndoring  Even  and  Morn 

Mil  worship  Iheo  »llh  inceme  of  calm  brealh 

4nd  light*  and  ihkdoii™ ;  as  llip  tlai  of  Death 

lUiil  Birth  il  womhipp'd  by  ihosc  tiilen  wJd 

::«U'd  Hope  and  Feai— upon  Iho  henit  are  piled 

their  ofleringi, — of  thi»  lacrifiro  divine 

K  Worid  (ball  be  the  allai. 


Udy  mine. 
Scum  ml  thne  flowcn  uf  Ihought.  the  Aiding  birth 
Which  fram  iu  hean  of  hearu  thai  plant  puu  tbnh 
Wb«e  fruit,  made  perfect  by  thy  aunoy  eye*. 
Wiil  ba  H  of  the  tree*  of  Farodiie. 


The  day  il  come,  and  thou  will  By  with  ma. 
To  whalaoe'er  of  dull  monahiy 
la  mine,  remnia  a  veatot  liilei  Mill ; 
7^  the  intense.  Ihe  deep,  the  imppriihaUe. 
Noi  rnine  but  me.  henrelbrlh  bn  Ihou  united 
Even  na  s  bride  deli^hling  and  delighlad. 
The  hour  ia  come:— Iho  desLined  8lar  hai  linii 
Which  ahall  deicend  i|pon  a  vacant  piiiorL 
The  walk  are  high,  the  galei  are  atrong,  thick  H 


And.  Ibr  the  haibon  ai 


a  thought,  and  nuke*  bii  way 
lower,  and  palace,  und  ibo  amy 
ilrcngth  haa  love  Ihan  he  ot  Ihey ; 


Emily, 
A  ihip  ii  Rooting  in  Ihe  harbor  now. 
A  wind  ifl  hovering  o'er  the  mountain'*  brow » 
There  u  a  path  on  iho  aea's  azure  floor. 
No  keol  haa  ever  pluw'd  thai  jiaih  before ; 
The  halryong  brood  around  the  foamleaa  iilee ; 
The  treacheroQ*  Ocean  hns  fonH-orn  iu  mleaj 
The  tnerry  marineia  are  bold  and  free : 
Soy.  my  hcan't  niter,  wilt  thou  sail  with  ids  I 
Our  ivi  ia  aa  an  DilntronB.  whoae  nnt 
Ii  a  iar  Edeu  of  the  piirplo  Eait ; 
And  we  beiiveen  her  unngi  will  lii.  whila  Nighl 
And  Dny.  and  Storm,  and  Calm,  punuo  theii  Highl, 
Our  miruaten.  along  the  bouodleaa  Sea. 
Treading  earh  other'i  hecla.  unhoodedly 
Il  n  an  iile  under  Ionian  iltiea. 
Suna'A))  u  a  vn«ck  of  Ptndiw, 


Tbjf  la 


ould  hav 


01  lafe  and  gnod. 


people  native  ibew. 
Who  from  Che  Elyiian.  clear,  and  golden  air 
Draw  Ihe  Itui  ipini  of  Ihe  age  of  gold. 

I  pie  and  ipirilcd  ;  innocent  and  bold. 

p  blue  /tgean  gindi  thji  chdaen  homa. 
With  everchanging  »und  and  hgbi  and  dam, 
Kiaung  the  aifted  sandM.  and  carera  boar ;  ' 

And  all  the  wiricTs  wandering  ahwig  llie  abore         ' 
UnduJgie  niih  the  undulating  tide: 
Therv  are  thick  wooda  where  lylvan  fiinna  abidti 
And  many  a  tbuntain.  rivulet,  luid  pond. 
Aa  clear  u  elemental  diamoiid. 
Or  aercnfl  monnng  air;  and  far  beyOnd, 
The  momy  irnrka  made  by  the  goan  and  deer 
(Which  the  rongh  ahepberd  treadi  but  once  a  yfar] 
Pierce  inlo  glndes.  cavortH.  and  bowen.  and  haib 

lUumining.  will]  anund  that  never  bill. 
Accompany  ^e  noonday  ni^tingiUei ; 
And  all  iho  place  ia  peopled  with  aweel  ain; 
The  lighl  clear  elemeni  which  the  ids  vnmn 
la  heavy  with  the  eceni  of  lemon-flonen. 
Which  Ooala  Uke  miH  laden  with  uoaeen  ahowMK 
And  falla  upon  the  eyeUdi  like  fimi  aleep ; 
And  from  the  moaa,  vicileb  and  jonquila  p^p. 
And  dart  ihsir  arrowy  odor  through  the  brain        ' 
Till  you  might  laini  with  that  dehciout  pain. 
And  every  motion,  odor,  beam  and  tone. 
Wilh  thai  deep  munic  ia  m  uniaon :  ' 

Which  is  a  «iul  wiihin  the  aoul— they  mod 
IJke  cchoet  of  on  anienoial  dream. —  1 

Earth.  UldSM.    | 


Cradled,  and  hung  in 

Bright  aa  thai  wandering  Eden  Luciler, 

Waah'J  by  Ihe  aoH  blue  Oceana  of  y 
■   ■    a  fevor'd  iJaci      " 


I 


Pmtili 

Soil  onward  fa 


War  niid  Earli; 


(uak*.  neier  lighl 
ilind  vullurea.  Ihay 
their  fatal  way  .- 
banting  their  ihunder-pMln 
To  other  landa.  leave  aziui:  chaima  of  calm 
Over  thii  i>le,  or  weep  Ihemaelvea  in  dew. 
From  which  ill  iielda  and  wtmhIi  ever  nfMnff 
Their  green  and  golden  immortaljly. 
And  from  ibe  tea  ihorc  tiao,  nod  frxim  the  Aj 
There  fall,  clear  eihalaliuni.  nil  and  fanghl, 
Veil  afler  veil,  each  hiding  aome  delight. 
Which  Sun  or  Moon  or  Zephyr  draw  asde, 
'nil  the  iaie'a  beauty,  like  a  naked  bride 
Glowing  at  once  with  love  and  lovelineia, 
Blushea  and  Ircmblea  dI  ita  own  eiceaa : 

An  atom  of  ih'  Sternal,  whoae  own  nnile 
UiJblda  iaetr.  and  may  he  fell,  not  leen. 
O'er  the  giay  mcki,  blue  wavei.  and  fcren*  gieen. 


lie  chief  marvel  of  tha  wildemew 
3ne  dwelhng,  buill  by  whom  or  bow 
of  the  ruaiic  ialand-people  know; 
iot  a  tower  of  atrength.  though  wilh  ita  heigl 
Il  overlopi  the  wooda ;  but,  Ibr  deUgbt. 

wise  and  tender  Ocean-King,  ere  crime 
P»i  b»en  invented,  in  the  world'*  young  prune, 
~      'd  il,  a  wooiar  nf  tbat  SBtila  lim* 
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An  enrjr  of  the  iiles,  a  plearare-hoiue 

Made  ncred  to  hii  mater  and  hit  tpouM. 

It  acarce  Mems  now  a  Wreck  of  human  art. 

Bat,  as  it  were,  'Htanic ;  im  the  heart 

Of  Earth  having  anumed  its  form,  then  grown 

Out  of  the  mountaina,  from  the  living  itone, 

lifting  itMlf  in  cavema  light  and  high : 

For  all  the  antique  and  learned  imagery 

'Bm  been  erased,  and  in  the  place  H  it 

TIm  ivy  and  the  wild-vine  interknit 

TIm  volamea  of  their  many  twining  stem; 

Fuaate  flowers  illame  with  dewy  gems 

Tbe  lanipleM  halls,  and  when  they  fide,  the  sky 

Ptoepa  through  their  winter-woof  of  tracery 

With  moonlight  patches,  or  star  atoms  keen. 

Or  fragments  of  the  day's  intense  serene  ;— 

Woffckig  mosaic  on  their  Parian  floors. 

And,  d^  and  night,  alooC  from  the  high  towers 

And  terraces,  the  £arth  and  Ocean  seem 

To  sieep  in  <Hie  another's  arms,  and  dream 

Of  waves,  flowers,  clouds,  woods,  rocks,  land  all  that 

we 
Read  in  their  smiles,  and  call  reali^. 

Tlui  isle  and  house  are  mine,  and  I  have  vow*d 
*!nMe  to  be  lady  of  the  solitude. — 
And  I  have  fitted  up  some  chambers  there, 
Lookiiig  towards  the  golden  Eastern  air, 
Aad  level  with  the  living  winds,  which  flow 
like  waves  above  the  living  waves  below.— 
I  liave  sent  books  and  musie  there,  and  all 
llMse  instruments  with  whidi  high  spirits  call 
TIm  fbture  from  its  cradle,  and  t^  past 
Got  of  its  grav^  and  make  die  piesent  last 
In  thooghlB  and  joys,  which  sleep,  but  eannoC  die. 
Folded  within  their  own  eternity. 
Our  simple  life  wants  little,  and  true  taste 
Hnes  not  the  pale  drudge  Luxury,  to  waste 
Tlie  scene  it  would  adorn ;  and  Uiereibre  still. 
Nature,  with  all  her  children,  haunts  the  hill. 
Tlie  ringdove,  in  the  embowering  ivy,  yet 
Keeps  up  her  love-lament,  and  the  owls  flit 
Round  the  evening  tower,  and  the  jroung  stars  glance 
Between  the  quick  bats  in  their  twilight  dance ; 
Tlie  spotted  deer  bask  in  the  fresh  moonlight 
Before  our  gate,  and  the  slow,  silent  night 
b  measured  by  the  pants  of  their  calm  sleeps 
Be  this  our  home  in  life,  and  when  years  heap 
Their  wither'd  hours,  like  leaves,  on  our  decay, 
Let  m  become  the  over-hanging  day. 
The  living  soul  of  this  Elysian  isle, 
CooackMis,  inseparable,  one.    Meanwhile 
We  two  will  rise,  and  sit,  and  walk  together. 
Under  the  roof  of  blue  Ionian  weadier. 
And  wander  in  the  meadows,  or  ascend 
The  mossy  mountains,  where  the  blue  heavens  bend 
With  lightest  winds,  to  touch  their  paramour ; 
Or  linger,  where  the  pebUe-paven  shore. 
Under  the  quick,  fidnt  kisses  of  the  sea, 
TVembles  and  sparkles  as  with  eostMy,— 


Possessing  and  possest  by  all  that  is 

Within  that  calm  circumference  of  btis. 

And  by  each  other,  till  to  love  and  live 

Be  one  .—-or,  at  the  noontide  hour,  arrive 

Where  some  old  cavern  hoar  seems  yet  to  keep 

The  moonlight  of  the  expired  night  asleep. 

Through  which  the  awaken'd  day  can  never  peep; 

A  veil  for  our  seclusion,  close  as  Night's, 

Where  secure  sleep  may  kill  thine  innocent  lights  i 

Sleep,  the  fresh  dew  of  languid  love,  the  rain 

Whose  drops  quench  kisses  till  they  bum  agaia 

And  we  will  uUk,  until  thought's  melody 

Become  too  sweet  for  utterance,  and  it  die 

In  words,  to  live  again  in  looks,  which  dart 

With  thrilling  tone  into  the  voiceless  heaikt. 

Harmonizing  silence  without  a  sound. 

Our  breath  shall  intermix,  our  bosoms  bound. 

And  our  veins  beat  together;  and  our  lips. 

With  other  eloquence  than  words,  eclipse 

The  soul  that  bums  between  them ;  and  the  wells 

Which  boil  under  our  being's  inmost  cells. 

The  fountains  of  our  deepest  life,  shall  be 

Confused  in  passion's  golden  purity. 

As  mountain-springs  under  the  moming  Sun. 

We  shall  become  the  same,  we  shall  be  one 

Spirit  within  two  frames,  oh !  wherefore  two  f 

One  passion  in  twin-hearts,  which  grows  and  grow. 

Till,  like  two  meteors  of  expanding  flame, 

Those  spheres  instinct  with  it  become  the  same, 

Touch,  mingle,  are  transfigured ;  ever  still 

Burning,  yet  ever  inconsumable : 

In  one  another's  substance  finding  feed, 

like  flames  too  pure  and  light  and  unimbiied 

To  itourish  their  bright  lives  with  baser  pvey. 

Which  point  to  Heaven  and  cannot  pass  away : 

One  hope  within  two  wills,  one  will  beneadi 

Two  overshadowing  minds,  one  life,  one  death. 

One  Heaven,  one  Hell,  one  immortality. 

And  one  annihilation.    Woe  is  me ! 

The  winged  words  on  which  my  soul  would  pieree 

Into  the  height  of  love's  rare  Universe, 

Are  chains  of  lead  around  its  flight  of  fire.— 

I  pant,  I  sink,  I  tremble,  I  expire ! 


Weak  verses,  go,  kneel  at  your  Sovereign's  fea^ 
And  say  .*— ^  We  are  the  masters  of  thy  sUve ; 
What  wooldest  thou  with  us  and  ours  and  thine  f " 
Then  call  your  sisters  from  Oblivion's  cave. 
All  singing  loud :  **  Love's  very  pain  is  sweet. 
But  its  reward  is  in  the  world  divine 
Which,  if  not  here,  it  builds  beyond  the  grave." 
So  shall  ye  live  when  I  am  there.    Then  haste 
Over  the  hearts  of  men,  imtil  yt  meet 
Marina,  Vanna,  Primus,  and  the  rest. 
And  bid  them  love  each  other  and  be  blest  .- 
And  leave  the  troop  which  ens,  and  which  reproves. 
And  oome  and  be  my  guest,— for  I  am  Love's. 
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TO  HK  EXCELLENCY  PRINCE  ALEXANDER  MAVROCORDATO. 
TIIE  DRAMA  OP  HELLAS 


Tux,  Katrmitr'i,  IStl. 


THE  AUTHOR 


Thk  poDDi  of  Hellas,  wniirn  al  ihe  inggealiDn 

lh«  evtnu  of  itie  moment,  ii  a  mere  iinproviie.  i 

dcrivei  in  mler«r  (ihniild  il  be  (bund  la  pane»  n 

.    nlely  from  ihe  mieiue  lynipaihy  which  Ihe  Aul 


The 

aa  lyrifa 

»  iiuiurepuble  of 
ly.andif'lhav« 

bcni, 

iia  be[ 

ihon  thai  which  haa  been 

numed  hy  oihei 

pasta,  who  In™  mllod  i 

5*™" 

iheybBvabaeudi 

idediulD 

twel»9or  Iweut;- 

IT  boaka. 

The  Pans  ciTiGtchyliu  aflbniKl  me  Iha  flnt  model 

of  my  conceptUin.  alihough  the  decision  of  the  gloH- 
Diia  ronleal  now  "raging  in  Greece  bt-iiig  yol  tuapend- 
ed.  forbids  a  caUitlrophe  pnrgllel  lo  Lhe  rclum  of 
Xenea  mid  Ihe  dsiolatiun  oT  ihe  Persians.  1  have, 
Iberefare,  coniemeil  myulf  niih  eihibiiing  a  aenoa 
of  lyric  piciurea,  und  with  having  wToughi  upon  the 
cunain  of  futuriiy,  which  Cill>  upon  Ihe  unliniihed 
Hene.auch  ligiiresuruuliaiinctHnd  visionary  delinea- 
tion Di  Bu^geai  the  finnl  triumph  of  Ihe  Greek  cauae 
aa  a  porlian  of  the  cbuh  of  civililalion  and  lociill 


age  have  been  performed  by  the  Gi»eki — thai  <hrj 
hav«  gaioed  more  than  one  naval  viruay.  sod  Dial 
ibeir  defeat  in  Wallachia  una  ngnaUied  by  eircuoi- 
cttinces  of  hemiam  mora  gloiioua  evm  ihon  ricior}' 

The  apathy  of  the  rulen  of  the  dillaod  worid.lo 
the  aaloniahing  circumtlances  of  the  dcxcpndanu  iif 
thai  nation  la  which  ihey  a«e  limit  i-iMliution— 
riaing  aa  it  were  from  tlie  ashes  of  Iheir  ruin.  i>»nii> 
thing  peifecily  ineiplicablo  lo  a  loere  apectaiutof 
the  ahowa  o[  tliis  manal  scene.  Wa  are  aU  Grryka 
Our  laws,  our  blemlure.  our  religioo.  aur  utt.  have 
their  looL  in  Gwoce.  Bui  for  Grrei'S— KoiM  Hw 
inatracloti  the  ronquorot.  or  the  nieinpuls  ofoat  ■!■• 
coalon,  would  have  spread  no  iUaminuion  widl  iHt 
Bnna,  and  we  might  iiiU  have  been  satages  and  idiit- 
alen ;  or,  what  ia  wona,  migbl  have  ainvnd  ai  audi 
a  Blagnani  and  nuaerablc  iiale  of  social  iiudtuiias  aa 
Chiiiji  and  Japan  porwcBr^. 

Thg-  -  ■    ■      ■ 


The 

ramafifdiumaitmui 

Ibe  called) ia 

howover 

M)inartiliciallbaU< 

)ub>  whether,  if  recited  on  Ihe 

Theipla 

n  wagon  lo  a 

lAthen 

he  Diouy- 

I  ahall  bear  with  equ 

lour  may  Ihi 

nRict. 

The 

only  gDBl-«) 

gwhic 

1 1  have  yel 

baa,  I. 

nfesa,  in  sdle  of  lb 

naturo  ol 

Ihe  aubjeit,  reoeivec 

er  and  a  raor 

valuable 

hani  I 

pecied.  or  i 

laD  it  de- 

served. 

Com 

non  iamo  ia 

lhe  only  aulhonly  w 

lich  1  can 

allege! 

t  lhe  detail. 

irhichfu 

rm  llie  boaiio 

uallreapaai 

ponihe 

forgiveneia 

r  my  read. 

.    .  .    .       erudition  lo  which 

I  have  been  reduced.  Undoubtedly,  until  iho  con- 
rluaion  of  [he  vrac.  il  will  be  impooible  lo  obtain 
an  aciounl  of  il  aulGcienlly  anlbeniic  lor  hiatoiital 
luuterioh;  bul  poela  have  their  pnvile^.  and  itia 
'  nable  thalBCtionaoflhemaateultcd 


perfeclion  in  Greece  which  haa  inipreaaed  iis  image 

on  those  fDulllcn  produciiana  whoae  very  fngmeata 

e  Iho  desjuir  of  modem  an,  and  hai  propugaled 

ipulaoe  which  caimoi  ceaae,   Ihraugh  a  ihouaiid 

channels  of  manifeat  or  io:ipercepithle  operaiion.  to 

ennoble  and  dclighi  mankind  unlil  the  eiiincuoa  of 

The  modom  Greek  ia  Ihe  deac«iidani  of  Ihoas 
gtorioua  bemga  whom  Ihe  imagination  alnuM  refun 

ligure  lo  ilaelf  oa  belonging  lo  our  kind ;  and  he 
heiils  much  of  their  aeimbiliiy.  ihcir  lapidity  of 
nceptinn,  iheir  enlhuniaam.  and  Iheir  courage.    If 

many  insMnces  he  is  degraded  by  moral  and  polib- 

1  alavery  to  Ihe  pinciice  of  the  boaeai  vice*  it  en- 
genders, and  thai  below  lhe  level  of  onlinniy  degrn- 
dalion;  lei  us  reflect  thai  ihe  corruption  of  Iho  besi 
produces  Ihe  worn,  and  that  habits  which  subnH 
oiily  in  rebiion  to  a  peculiar  stale  of  social  laiiiui' 
lion  may  be  eipccled  to  ceaae.  ni  aoon  aa  ibai  rela- 
tion ia  diwilved.  In  fact,  lhe  Greeka,  aioce  the  ad' 
mirablo  novel  of  -  Anaslaliua"  could  have  been  a 
tkithful  picture  oriheiiinannen.have  undorgtme  dk« 
important  changes,  The  flower  of  Iheir  youth,  re- 
tnming  to  their  «iuniry  Irum  the  umrersi lies  of  Italy, 
Germany  and  France,  hsve  commiinicalod  to  ihnt 
fellow-ciiiiena  the  latest  reaulti  of  ibal  aocial  per- 
feclian  of  which  their  ancoaioia  were  the  ori^nal 
source-  The  tmivetiily  of  Cbio*  contained  befine 
■\fttB  \n«<iljit(  oui  at  \!ae  nvolnlion  eight  buudred 
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KadentB,  and  among  them  aeveral  Germam  and 
Americans.  The  muniiicenoe  and  energy  of  many 
of  the  Greek  princea  and  merchanii,  directed  to  the 
renovation  of  their  country  with  a  spirit  and  a  wis- 
dona  which  has  few  examples,  is  above  all  praise. 

The  English  permit  their  own  oppressors  to  act 
aoooiding  to  their  natural  sympathy  with  the  Turkish 
tyrant,  and  to  brand  upon  their  name  the  indelible 
bloc  of  an  alliance  with  the  enemies  of  domestic 
happmeas,  of  Christianity  and  dviliauioo. 

Rosaa  deares  to  possess,  not  to  liberate  Greece ; 
and  is  contented  to  see  the  Turks,  its  natural  «ie- 
nieB,  and  the  Greeks,  its  intended  slaves,  enfeeble 
eMh  other,  untU  one  or  both  fall  into  its  net  The 
wiae  and  generous  policy  of  E^land  would  have 
eonajstad  in  establishing  the  independence  of  Greece 
and  in  maintaining  it  both  against  Russia  and  the 
T^irk^— but  when  was  the  oppressor  generous  or 

The  Spanish  Peninsula  is  already  free.  France  is 
tnoquil  in  the  ei\jo]rment  of  a  partial  exemption 
ftom  the  abuses  which  its  unnatural  and  feeble  gov- 
ermnent  m  vainly  attempting  to  revive.  The  seed 
of  blood  and  misery  has  been  sown  in  Italy,  and  a 
vigorous  race  is  arising  to  go  forth  to  the  har- 
1^  world  waits  only  the  news  of  a  revolution 
of  Germany,  to  see  the  tyrants  who  have  pinnacled 
thODaelves  on  its  supineness  precipitated  into  the  ruin 
fivMB  which  they  shall  never  arise.  Well  do  these 
iaatroyers  of  mankind  know  their  enemy,  When  they 
impute  the  insurrection  in  Greece  to  the  same  spirit 
before  which  they  tremble  throughout  the  rest  of 
Europe ;  and  that  enemy  well  knows  the  power  and 
eunning  of  its  opponents,  and  watches  the  moment 
of  their  approaching  weakness  and  inevitable  divis- 
ion, io  wrest  the  bloody  sceptres  from  their  grasp. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS 


Mahmitd. 

Hassan. 

Daoodi 

Abasukrot,  a  Jem. 

Chorob  of  Cheek  eegMive  H^omen. 

MtBtengerSt  Skuet,  and  Attendanti. 


ScEnEr^ConttantitwpU. 
Tna^-^SunteL 


HELLAS. 


ScEmc  a  Terrace  en  ikB  SaragUa. 

Mabmud  (deepuig),  an  Indian  SUate  mUing  hetiie  kU 

Couch. 

CROatn  of  OIEKK  CAPTIVI  WOMBf. 

We  strew  these  opiate  flowers 

On  thy  restless  pillow, — 
They  were  stript  from  Orient  bowen, 
By  the  Indian  billow. 
Be  thy  sleep 
Calm  and  deep^ 
Like  thein  who  fell— not  ours  who  weep! 


INTOAN. 

Away,  unlovely  dreams! 

Away,  fidse  shapes  of  sleep : 
Be  his,  as  Heaven  seems, 
Clear,  bright  and  deep! 
Sofl  as  love  and  calm  as  death. 
Sweet  as  a  summer-night  without  a  bnadk 

CHORUS. 

Sleep,  sleep!  our  song  is  laden 

With  the  soul  of  slumber; 
It  was  sung  by  a  Samian  maiden, 
Whoae  lover  was  of  the  number 
Who  now  keep 
That  calm  sleep 
Whence  none  may  wake,  where  nooe  shaU 


INDIAN. 

I  touch  thy  temples  pale ! 

I  breathe  my  soul  on  thee ! 
And  could  my  prayers  avail. 
All  my  joy  shouki  be 
Dead,  and  I  would  live  to  weep. 
So  thou  mightst  win  one  hour  of  qmal  sleeps 

CHORtTI. 

Breathe  bw,  low. 
The  spell  of  the  mighty  nnsfress  now ! 
When  consdenoe  lulls  her  sated  snalte. 
And  Tyranu  sleep,  let  Freedom  wake. 
Breathe  low,  low, 
The  words  which,  like  secret  fire,  shall  fknr 
Through  the  veins  of  the  froaen  earth— low,  be 

SKMICBORITS  I. 

life  may  change,  but  it  may  fly  not ; 
Hope  may  vaniih,  but  can  die  not ; 
Truth  be  veil'd,  but  still  it  bumeth; 
Love  repulsed^ — but  it  retumeth ! 

SEMICHORUS  U. 

Yet  were  life  a  chamel,  where 
Hope  lay  cofKn'd  with  despair; 
Yet  were  truth  a  sacred  lie. 
Love  were  lust — 

aCMICHORUS  I. 

If  Uberty 
Lent  not  life  its  soul  of  light, 
Hope  its  iris  of  delight. 
Truth  its  prophet's  robe  to  wear. 
Love  iti  power  to  give  and  bear. 

CHORtTI. 

In  the  great  morning  of  the  world. 
The  spirit  of  God  with  might  unfuri*d 
The  flag  of  Freedom  over  Chaos, 

And  all  its  banded  anarchs  fled. 
Like  vultures  frighted  fitmr  Imaus, 

Before  an  eard^uake's  tread — 
So  fiom  Time*s  tempestuous  dawn 
Fkeedom's  splendor  burst  and  shone  .* — 
ThermopykB  and  Marathon 
Caught,  like  mountains  beacon-lighted, 

l^e  springing  fire.— The  winged  i^oiy 
On  Fhilippl  half-alightad, 

•n  eiy(^%  fiii%\fRiiBfSD9iir|> 
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Floicntf.  Albion.  SwilisrUnd : 
Then  nighi  fell;  and  u  bom  Dighl 
RBiBaniing  fiery  Sight, 
fnnn  ihs  Wort  ewift  Freedoni  enme. 

AgitinBl  Ihe  couth  oC  KeiveD  and  dooii 
A  iecond  mn  nmy'd  in  Amae; 

To  bum.  10  kindle.  la  iilume, 
Fnjm  leT'  Allantia  its  yoccg  beonv 
Chued  Ihe  thadavn  and  the  di«Mn. 
.  France,  wllh  all  her  mrguinB  Meaim. 

Hjd.  but  qucnch'd  it  nol :  again 

Through  clouda  iu  ihafti  of  gloiy  ibIo 

FiDm  utmon  Germany  U  Spain. 
A*  an  eagle  led  with  morning 
Sconu  the  emhanled  [empexl'i  wsraiag, 
When  the  welu  her  airy  hanging 

In  Ibe  mountain  cedar'a  hau'. 
And  her  bruod  eipecl  the  clinging 

or  her  wingi  Ihmugh  ihe  wild  sir. 
Sick  with  lamine — Frcodom  n 
To  nhtl  or  Greece  rcmainoth  now 
Retumi ;  her  hoqjy  mini  glow 

Beneslh  the  safely  of  her  wingt 
'  aDnling)  play. 


Of  trulh  ihey  purgi 
Lei  FrewJoHi  leav»,  wnereer 
A  deien,  or  a  raradiw  ; 
L«I  Ihe  beaiiuful  and  the  I 
Shara  her  gloiy,  or  ■  gnivt 


danled  eyca. 


d  iliy  bier  Uuough  baie ; 


Reappearelh.  like  thou,  (ublim 


ir  AnnihUation — 

tu  Ibe  HDtre  of  the  realm 
iDil  Ibe  AuHriin  inaol-  1 
ily  lo  the  iroun*.  liul  Hbrrty ; 


MiHiiin)  |(farlii^/rnB  Mi  ilspl. 
Man  the  Seraglio-guard  I  luaks  Cui  the  gate! 
What '.  from  a  nnnonade  of  ihtee  (hon  houn  t 
false '.  that  breach  lawuda  Che  Bcaphona 
Cannot  be  practicable  yet — Who  nin  I 
Suind  10  Ihe  nmlch  i  thai  when  the  (be  pravaib, 
One  spBik  may  mil  in  reconciling  nun 

lie  gap — wrench  off  the  root 

£nler  ILIWUE. 


PreiferiF  BarbarDiH 


Votir  Subliioe  Highnca 


la  atrangely  moved. 


The  timei  do  cnil  atrange  ihadoHi 
On  IhoM  who  watch  and  who  mual  rale  their  cuuifr, 
Leal  they.  MJng  lit«l  in  peril  ai  in  glury. 
~       'lelm'd  in  the  fierce  ebb: — and  then  are  oTiheiii 
Thrice  hai  a  gloomy  viiion  haunted  me 

kei  mo  IU  the  lerapesl  shakes  the  jfa, 
Leovuig  no  ligure  upon  niBmory>  gluis. 
Would  thai — no  mailer.  Thou  didelny  than  knet^vl 

Jew,  whoae  spiril  i»  s  chronicle 
tW  itnuige  and  Bwrei  and  forgotten  thingi. 
'  bade  tfaee  summun  him  : — 'lia  nud  hii  thbe 
Dieam,  and  are  v-ae  interprolen  of  dreanu. 


The  Jew  of  nhom  I  apake  ii  old. — ao  old 
He  aeenu  lo  have  outlived  a  world>  decaf ; 
The  hoary  mounlaini  and  the  wTinkled  ocean 

yotmger  itill  than  he, — hii  hair  and  beard 
■  hiler  than  the  tempeit-tifted  »now: 
lid  pale  limba  and  pnlaeleH  artoriea 


Arohl 


to  lbs  aoul  that 


quicS 
lin^riil 


To  the  winter  wind ;— bill  from  hi«  eye  look*  ftinh 
A  life  of  uncDniumi^  thought,  which  piprcea 
The  preaeni,  and  Ihe  paii.  and  Ihe  lo-corae. 

tay  that  thi>  a  he  whom  the  great  pnphel 

■he  ion  of  Joieph,  lor  hii  mockery 
Mock'd  with  Ihe  cone  of  immortality. 
Some  leign  Ihat  lie  ia  Knoch  j  olhen  dreani 
He  waB  pre-Bdamile.  and  hiu  lur^tved 
Cycles  of  general.oti  anil  of  ruin, 
TTie  rage,  in  Iruih.  by  dreadful  atalinence 

Deep  cfmiempleciDn,  and  tmweaned  iludy, 
[n  yean  oulatreich'd  beyond  Ihe  dote  of  man. 
\tAv{\AietAAwiC&Vi  wicnifntf  and  •cicnca  f 
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xe  strong  and  secret  tbingi  and  thooghtB 
>th6n  fear  and  know  not 


ia  old  Jew. 


MAHMUD. 


HAflSAN. 


I  would  talk 


Thy  will  ii  even  now 
aown  Id  him,  where  he  dwella  in  a  lea-cavem 
)  Demoneti,  le«  accenible 
lOQ  or  God !  He  who  would  question  him 
il  akme  at  sunset,  where  the  stream 
in  sleeps  around  Aose  foamless  isles 
he  jroung  moon  is  westering  as  now, 
ening  airs  wander  upon  the  wave ; 
len  the  pines  of  that  bee-pasturing  isle, 
•Irefainthus,  quench  the  fiery  shadow 
^It  prow  within  the  sapphire  water; 
lint  the  lonely  helmsman  cry  aloud, 
rus !  and  the  caverns  round 
swer,  Ahasuerus !  If  his  prayer 
ited,  a  faint  meteor  will  arise, 
;  him  over  Marmora,  and  a  wind 
■h  out  of  the  sighing  pine-forest, 
th  the  wind  a  storm  of  harmony 
■ably  sweet,  and  pilot  him 
h  the  soA  twilight  lo  the  Bosphorus : 
,  at  the  hour  and  place  and  circumstance 
the  matter  of  their  conference, 
w  appean.    Few  dare,  and  few  who  dare, 
9  de^red  oommunioD— but  that  shout 
—  [A  ahcfutwiAaU, 

MAHMUD. 

Evil,  doubdesB ;  like  all  human  sounds, 
convene  with  spiiits. 


HAaSAN. 


That  ahaut  again ! 


MABMUa 

w  whom  thou  hast  summon*d— • 


HASSAN. 


MAHMUD. 


WiU  be  her»- 


the  omnipotent  hour,  to  which  are  yoked 
ind  all  things,  shall  compel — enough, 
those  mutineers — that  drunken  crew 
t>wd  about  the  pilot  in  the  storm, 
ike  the  foremost  shorter  by  a  head ! 
reary  me,  and  I  have  need  of  rest 
tre  like  stars — they  rise  and  set,  they  have 
mhip  of  the  world,  but  no  repose. 

[ExetttU  sateraUf. 

CHORUS.* 

Worlds  on  worlds  are  rolling  ever 

From  creation  to  decay. 
Like  the  bubbles  on  a  river, 

Sparkling,  burBting,  borne  away ; 
It  they  are  still  immortal 
ho,  through  birth's  orient  portal, 


popolsr  DotiQiii  of  ChriitisnitF  sie  rspwseolsd  in 
I  tone  in  thair  relstion  to  the  wonhip  thejr  mMoadsd, 
whieh  in  sH  probability  they  will  mpsiMde,  witeot 
ag  thsb  HMriti  in  s  rdstion  mora  oniTtmL  TlMfint 
ontnsto  the  immortality  of  the  firioff  sad  tkinldBC 
hidi  inhabit  the  planela,  and,  te  on  a  eoaiaioa  sad 
tie  phraea,  ekMhe  themaelfea  in  matter,  with  the  traa- 
'  the  Dobleit  manifeetationi  of  the  external  woild. 
mehidiaff  wne  indicate*  a  piutisaire  state  of  mom 


And  Death's  dark  chasm  hnnying  to  and  fio» 

Clothe  their  unceasing  flight 

In  the  brief  dust  and  light 
fjiather'd  around  their  chariots  as  they  go ; 

New  shapes  they  still  may  weave. 

New  Gods,  new  laws  receive ; 
Brif^t  or  dim  are  they,  as  the  robes  they  last 
On  Death's  iiare  ribs  had  cast 

A  power  fiom  the  unknown  God  ,* 
A  Promethean  conqueror  came; 
like  a  triumphal  path  he  tipd 
The  thorns  of  death  and  shanMu 
A  mortal  shape  to  him 
Was  like  the  vapor  dim 
Which  the  orient  planet  animates  with  light; 
Hell,  Sin  and  Slavery  came. 
Like  blood-hounds  mild  and  tamo. 
Nor  prey'd  until  their  lord  had  taken  fli^lit 
The  moon  of  Mahomet 
Arose,  and  it  shall  set : 
>  While  Uazon'd  as  on  Heaven's  immortal  noon 
The  croai  leads  generations  on. 

Swift  as  thft  mdiant  shapes  of  sleep 

From  one  whose  dreams  are  paradise. 
Fly  when  the  fond  wretch  wakes  to  weep^ 
And  day  peers  forth  with  her  blank  eyml 
So  flee^  so  faint,  so  fiiir. 
The  powers  of  earth  and  air 
Fled  from  the  fblding<star  of  Bethlehem : 
Apollo,  Flan,  and  Love, 
Axid  even  Olympian  Jove 
Grew  weak,  for  killing  Truth  had  glared  on  tfaam. 
Our  hills,  and  seas,  and  streams, 
Dispeopled  of  their  dreams, 
Their  waters  tum'd  to  blood,  their  dew  to  teai^ 
Wail'd  lor  the  golden  years. 

Enter  Mahmud,  Hassan,  Daood,  and  otker$. 

MAHMI7D. 

More  gold  f  our  anceston  bought  gold  with  vietoiy. 
And  shaU  I  seU  it  for  defeatf 

DAOOD. 

The  Janizars 
Clamor  for  pay. 

MAHMUD.     ' 

Go!  bid  them  pay  themselves 
With  Christian  blood .'    Are  there  no  Grecian  viigins 


or  leei  enlted  estateoee,  aeoordinc  to  the  derree  of  perieetioa 
which  every  diitjaet  iataUigeiice  may  have  attained.1  Let  it  not 
be  loppoeed  that  I  sMsn  to  dofmatin  upon  a  eulueet  cooeeni- 
inff  which  aD  men  an  equally  ignorant,  or  that  1  think  the 
Gofdian  knot  of  the  orifin  of  evil  can  be  disentanf led  by  that 
or  any  eiaailar  aaertiona.  The  received  hypothetia  of  a  Being 
reeemWing  man  in  the  moral  attribntei  of  his  nature,  havfaig 
called  «i  out  of  noa-eztiteoee.  and  after  iofli^iog  on  na  the 
misary  of  the  eommiiMoo  of  error,  should  luperadd  that  of  the 
ponkbmeot  and  the  privatiom  coneequent  upon  it,  etill  would 
lonain  ioespHeable  and  incredible.  That  there  ia  a  true  aolu- 
tioB  of  the  riddle,  and  that  in  our  preeent  itate  that  aolution  ia 
unattainable  by  ui,  are  propoeitions  whieh  may  be  regarded  aa 
equally  oantain;  meanwhile,  as  it  ia  the  province  of  the  poet  t6 
attaeh  Umeelf  to  thoee  ideas  which  ezah  and  ennoble  humanity, 
let  Mm  be  permitted  to  have  eoi^Seetuied  the  condition  of  that 
fbturity  towards  which  we  are  all  impelled  by  an  inestingairii- 
able  tfakst  fbr  hsmoftafity.  Until  better  aigumenta  csa  be  pro- 
dueed  than  eephismawhiehdiagiace  the  eanae.  this  daihs  Itself 
mnet  resMhi  the  atrooieet  and  the  only  praenaiptkm  thst  sier 
nity  is  the  inheriisaee  of  evanr  tUmkiat  bsAnc. 


W4 


SHELLEY'S  POETICAL  WORKS. 


WhoH  dui^B  and  ipamDi  and  tetn  they  mAy  vnjg; 

1(0  in£da[  children  id  impale  on  apein  I 

Mb  bouy  privin  after  Ihat  pairisrch* 

Who  boot  (he  cuna  BgoiiuE  hii  counliy'i  hMrt 

Whkb  clove  hiiovrnai  UmF  Gol  bid  tbein  kill: 

Mood  ii  ih*  ««)  of  gold. 


Vnloek  Ihs  Hvenlh  chamber, 
n*  Inoum  of  vicloriuui  Sc 
An  impue'i  ipcnli  aiorod  fiir  fl 


IIm  prey-birda  and  the  wulvea  are  gorged  and  aleep. 
hr  thaie.  who  tpreod  Ihetr  feojt  on  Ihe  red  esnh. 


Ihcm  fed ; 
[Etil  Diooi 


TbBlr . 

To  apeak  in  thun 


Nor  al  Ihy  bidding  t«a  eiultingly 
Thin  birda  re}oictt>g  in  ihe  golden  day. 
•^ -hiea  oT  Africa  unleoah 


winged  ci 


■  of  Ihe  ■ 


halfahaiier'd  by  Ottat 
They  aweop  Ihe  pale  ^Sg^an.  while  Ihe  Queei 
Of  Ocean,  bound  upon  her  ialond  ilinne. 
Far  in  ihe  nreai  liii  niDUminii  dui  her  kitk. 
Who  frown  on  Fraedon 


a  fail! 


nGod;  I 


which  it  naiirp'd ! 


Of  Ihe  g»«t  Prophet,  wboae  oteiih«do*ing  wingi 

[hcken'd  the  Ihronea  ond  idola  of  (he  weal. 

Now  bright !— f'or  iby  aake  cuiiod  bo  Ihe  hour. 

Even  ia  a  &iher  bv  an  evil  cbild. 

When  Ihe  oiieni  moon  of  Iilam  roU'd  in  triumph 

FromCaueuua  lo  white Cerauniai 

Ruin  above,  and  nnareby  below ; 

Tefnjf  without  and  Ireochory  wiihin  ; 

The  chahce  of  dealrucdon  fiill.  and  all 

Thiiaiing  R)  drink;  and  who  anwrng  ua  dan* 

To  daah  it  fiom  hia  lipa  ?  and  where  i*  ffiipa  f 

The  lamp  of  our  dominion  atill  ridoa  high; 
One  God  ia  God— Mahomei  ia  hii  ProphoL 
Four  hundred  ibouund  Moalcroa,  Inin  the  limiia 
Of  uimoal  Aaia  irreaialibly 
Thrang.  like  lull  clouda  al  tho  Sirocco'i  cry, 
Bui  not  like  them  to  weep  iheir  airength  in  leua: 
They  have  deairoying  Lghtning.  and  iheir  step 
Wakes  earthquake,  lo  coniuniB  and  overwhelm, 
And  reign  in  ruin.    Phrygian  Olyrapiia, 
'^-nolaa,  and  Lalmo         ■  ■  ■      ■ 


.  and  a  mightier  bread 

Crouch  around.  Whai  aruirch  wean  a  ciown  or '■>.!> 
Or  bean  ibe  iword.  or  grsa;*  (he  key  of  goW. 
Whoac  frienda  are  not  ihy  friendi,  wh»e  Ibea  thy  foi 
Our  aisenala  and  our  annorit»  are  full  i 
Our  foru  dely  eusulu;  len  ibaunnd  cannon 
Lie  ranged  upon  the  beach,  and  hoar  by  hour 
Their  eanh-oinvulaing  nbeeli  aflnghi  ihe  oly : 
The  galloping  of  (iery  aleeda  mihea  pale 
The  ChrJBiian  merctienl.  and  (he  yellow  Jew 

ia  hoard  deeper  in  the  tiuihlaa  euth. 

luda.  iDd  like  tho  ahadowa  of  ihe  don^ 
Over  Ibe  hilla  of  AnatoUa, 
Swift  in  wida  traopa  the  Tartar  chivalry 
Sweep  j — the  far-flanhing  of  iheir  atany  laacM 


Reverberalea  the  dying  light  of  dr 


\e  God,  0 


Wiib 


bfiy  il 


Freighteil  wiih  Ere  and  whirlwind, 
The  convoy  of  the  ever-veering  wind. 
Saraoaiadrunk  with  blood;— the  Greek  haa  pai> 
Brief  victory  with  awift  loaa  and  knig  deapair. 
The  (alae  Moldavian  aerfa  fled  faal  and  (or 
When  the  fierce  about  of  AUah-ll lab- Allah ! 
Roae  like  ihe  war^:ry  of  the  northern  wind 
Which  lulla  the  aluggiah  cloudy  and  leavea  a  Ho 
Of  wild  awani  alniggling  with  Ihe  naked  norm. 
So  were  the  loat  Greeki  an  Ihe  Danube'a  day! 


•TKaOmkPiirii 


IK  UD(hi  ihii  ihrr  CI 


I  words,  when  deed*  coma  abort,  are 
Look,  Huaofi.  on  yon  creeceni  moon  em 
that  ahaliet'd  flog  of  fiery  cloud 
i  leada  the  rear  of  the  departing  di 
emblem  of  an  empire  lading  now' 
aw  it  trembles  in  ihe  blood-red  air, 
ike  a  mighiy  limp  whoae  oil  i>  apai 
a  on  Iho  boriwn'e  edge,  while,  601 


Fur  other  bark  than  01 


Toal 


■  The  apirit  ihoi  uh,  the  ai..„  ™„„  ,«  mni 
Stalka  through  tho  capiiali  of  attned  king», 
I  And  apreadi  hia  enaign  in  the  wildemeas  ■ 
Etuita  in  chains ;  and  when  ihe  rebel  hSi 
\Ciwa  tiU  Uie  blood  of  Abel  ftom  the  dtiu  ■ 
AM 
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And  Um  inheriton  of  earth,  like  beaati 
When  earthquake  is  unleash'd,  with  idiot  fear 
Cower  in  their  kingly  dens — bb  I  do  now. 
What  were  Defeat,  when  Victory  most  appal  ? 
Or  Danger,  when  Security  look*  pale  7 
Bnw  ^iM^  the  mesBenger — who  from  the  fort 
Vended  in  the  Danube,  taw  the  battle 
Qi  Bucharest? — ^that — 

HAMAN. 

Ibrahim's  scimitar 
Drew  with  iti  gleam  swift  victory  fiom  heaven, 
To  bom  before  him  in  the  night  of  battle — 
A  light  and  a  destruction. 


Waa  OUTS 


MAHMUD. 

Ay !  the  day 
;  but  how  f — 


HASSAN. 

The  light  Wallachians, 
*ni0  Amaat,  Servian,  and  Albanian  allies, 
Fled  from  the  glance  of  our  artillery 
Almost  before  the  thunderstone  alit; 
One-half  the  Grecian  army  made  a  bridge 
Of  safii  and  sk>w  retreat,  with  Moslem  dead  ; 
Tha  other— 

MAHIRTD. 

Speak— tremble  not — 

HASBAM. 

Islanded 
By  victor  myriads,  fonn*d  in  hollow  square 
With  rough  and  stediast  front,  and  thrice  flung  back 
Tbe  deluge  of  our  foaming  cavalry ; 
Thrice  their  keen  wedge  of  battle  pierced  our  lines. 
Oar  baffled  army  tremUed  like  one  man 
Before  a  host,  and  gave  them  space ;  but  soon, 
From  the  surrounding  hills,  the  batteries  blazed, 
Kneadii^  them  down  with  fire  and  iron  rain. 
Yet  nfme  approach'd ;  till,  like  a  field  of  com 
Under  the  hook  of  the  swart  sickle-man. 
The  bands  intrench'd  in  mounds  of  Turkish  dead 
Grew  weak  and  few — ^Then  said  the  IVcha,  *'  SUves, 
Render  yourMlves ! — ^They  have  abandon'd  you — 
What  hope  of  refuge,  or  retreat,  or  aid  7 
We  grant  your  lives." — ^'  Grant  that  which  is  thine 

own," 
Cried  one,  and  fell  upon  his  sword  and  died ! 
Anothei^-^  God,  and  man»  and  hope  abandon  me ; 
But  I  to  them  and  to  myself  remain 
Constant;" — he  bow'd  his  head,  and  his  heart  burst. 
A  third  exclaim'd,  '*  There  is  a  refuge,  tyrant, 
Where  thou  darest  not  pursue,  and  canst  not  harm, 
Shouldst  thou  pursue ;  there  we  shall  meet  again." 
Then  held  his  breath,  and,  after  a  brief  spasm, 
The  indignant  spirit  cast  its  mortal  garment 
Among  the  slain— dead  earth  upon  the  earth ! 
So  these  survivors,  each  by  difierent  ways. 
Some  strange,  all  sudden,  none  dishonorable. 
Met  in  triumphant  death ;  and  when  oar  army, 
Closed  in,  while  yet  in  wonder,  and  awe,  and  shame, 
Held  back  the  base  hyenas  of  the  battle 
That  feed  upon  the  dead  and  fly  the  living. 
One  rose  out  of  the  chaos  of  the  slain ; 
And  if  it  were  a  corpse  which  some  dead  spirit 
Of  the  old  saviors  of  the  land  we  rule 
Had  lifted  in  its  anger,  wandering  by; 
Of  if  there  bnm'd  within  the  dying  man 
Unquenchable  disdain  of  death,  and  fiuth 
Creating  wtet  it  feign'd  ^  cannot  telL 


But  he  cried,  "  Phantoms  of  the  fiee,  we  come ! 

Armies  of  the  Eternal,  ye  who  strike 

To  dust  the  citadels  of  sanguine  kings. 

And  shake  the  souls  throned  on  their  stony  hearts. 

And  thaw  their  frost-work  diadems  like  dew  !— 

O  ye  who  float  around  this  clime,  and  weave 

The  garment  of  the  glory  which  it  wean^ 

Whose  fame,  though  earUi  betray  the  dust  it  elasp*d, 

Lies  sepulchred  in  monumental  thought ! 

Progenitors  of  all  that  yet  is  great. 

Ascribe  to  your  bright  senate,  O  accept 

In  your  }ugh  ministrations,  us,  your  son»— 

Us  first,  and  the  more  glorious  yet  to  come ! 

And  ye,  weak  conquerors !  giants  who  look  pale 

When  the  crush'd  worm  rebels  beneath  your  tread— 

The  vultures,  and  the  dogs,  your  pensioners  tame. 

Are  overgorged ;  but,  like  oppresson,  still 

They  crave  the  relic  of  destmction's  feast 

The  exhalations  and  the  thirsty  winds 

Are  sick  with  blood ;  the  dew  is  foul  with  death — 

Heaven's  light  is  quench'd  in  slaughter:   This 

where'er 
Upon  your  camps,  cities,  or  towers,  or  fleets. 
The  obscene  birds  the  reeking  remnants  cast 
Of  these  dead  limbs  upcm  youi  streams  and  monntuoi^ 
Upon  your  fields,  youi  gardens,  and  yoat  house-lopB» 
Where'er  the  winds  shall  creep,  or  the  clouds  fly, 
Or  the  dews  fall,  or  the  angry  sun  look  down 
With  poison'd  light — Famine,  and  Pestilence, 
And  Panic,  shall  wage  war  upon  our  side ! 
Nature  from  all  her  boundaries  is  moved 
Agunst  ye :  Time  has  found  ye  light  as  foam. 
The  Earth  rebels ;  and  Good  and  Evil  stake 
Their  empire  o'er  the  unborn  world  of  men 
On  this  one  cast—- but  ere  the  die  be  thrown. 
The  renovated  genius  of  our  race. 
Proud  umpire  of  this  impious  game,  descends 
A  seraph-winged  Victory,  bestriding 
The  tempest  of  the  Omnipotence  of  God, 
Which  sweeps  all  things  to  their  appointed  doom. 
And  you  to  Oblivion!" — More  he  would  have  said. 
But— 

MAHMUD. 

Died— as  thou  shouldst  ere  thy  lips  had  painted 
Their  ruin  in  the  hues  of  our  success. 
A  rebel's  crime,  gilt  with  a  rebel's  tongue ! 
Your  heart  is  Greek,  Hassan. 

HASSAN. 

It  may  be  so : 
A  sjurit  not  my  own  wrench 'd  me  within, 
And  I  have  spoken  words  I  fear  and  hate ; 
Yet  would  I  die  for — 

MAHMUD. 

Live!  Olive!  outUve 
Me  and  this  sinking  empire. — but  the  fleet — 


HASSAN. 


Alas! 


MABMinX 

The  fleet  which,  like  a  flock  of  clouds 
Chased  by  the  wind,  flies  the  insurgent  banner; 
Our  winged  castles  from  their  merehant  ships ! 
Our  myfkds  before  their  weak  pirate  bands ! 
Oar  arms  before  their  chains !  Our  years  of  ampire 
Before  their  centuries  of  servile  fear ! 
Death  is  awake !  Repulsed  on  the  waters. 
They  own  no  more  the  thuIKie^bearing  bannei 


SHELLEY'S  POBTECAL  WORKS. 


H,  md  Ampatoi.  and  Phsnu.  uw 


The  nvn  of  lb' 
l0wl  earfi  10  the  oiher  id  IoluI 
\xid  with  the  longi. 

rhou  d»r»n  10  ipesk — Miui 


Sghl — and  ihao 


ai  ihou  iheii 


K  pan  in  ih»i  day'"  i 


L8  Konh.  Bod  liuag, 
Ai  mulolmlinoui  oii  ilio  ocean  line 
At  cninei  upon  Ilio  cloudltu  Ttmcion  niud. 
Our  aquulron,  convoying  len  thomuul  men, 
W«  iireicliing  lowarda  I^aupliK  wlien  [he  baitla 
Wm  kindled,— 

Fini  ihnugh  die  hail  of  our  ulillery 
The  agile  Mydnoce  borki  with  prea  of  nil 
Duh'd  : — ihip  la  ihip,  cannon  to  cluinDn,  man 
To  man  were  greppied  in  die  embrace  of  wsf. 
InBiiricabls  bul  by  deaih  or  viciory. 
TtaB  lempeil  of  Iho  raging  fight  conrulwd 
To  iu  ciyaulline  depihi  Ihal  nainleia  lei. 
And  ihoak  heaven's  roof  of  gulden  rooming  clood* 
Pniied  on  an  hundred  aiurc  inounlaiivtileii. 
fn  die  brief  Lrancea  of  [be  aitiUory, 
One  cry  from  the  deiiroy'd  and  ihe  dtmtnrfi 
RoH.  and  a  cloud  of  dnolaiion  wnpl 
llie  unliiKMen  evani.  liU  ihe  Daclh  wind 
Sprung  frum  ihe  kb,  hfling  the  heavy  vail 
Of  bolile-snioUii — llien  victory — vicloly : 
For.  a>  WB  Uuiughi.  three  frigslea  froia  Algien 
Bore  donn  fiom  Naioi  to  our  aid.  but  non 
The  abhorrsd  croa  glimmer'd  bohind.  before. 
Among,  amulvj  im ;  and  that  fatal  ugn 
Dried  with  its  beanu  Ihe  itrenglh  of  Moilem  bearla 
Ai  the  >un  drinks  the  dew.— What  mare  ?  We  fled  ! 
Our  noonday  path  over  Ibe  Hingiiine  foam 
Wat  beacon'd.  and  die  glare  ilraek  Ihe  inn  pale 
By  our  conauiuing  Iraniporu :  Ibe  fierce  ligbt 
Made  all  the  shadows  of  our  loili  blood-ted, 
And  everr  couatetunce  blank.  Some  ihi|»  lay  feeding 
Ths  tarening  fu«  evoti  Id  the  water'i  lovel : 
Same  wero  bloivn  up :  Kime.  Hilling  heaiily. 
Sunk;  and  the  Bhriehs  of  our  componion  died 
Upon  the  nlnd,  tlial  bore  lu  &■!  and  lar. 
Even  afler  they  were  dead.  Nine  thousand  periah'd! 
We  met  Ihe  vulturn  tegion'd  in  the  air. 
Slemmiag  the  torrent  of  ihe  tainted  wind  : 
They.  Mreaniing  from  the  cloudy  mouniain  peak 
Stoop'd  duough  Ihe  iulphuroiu   baide-emoke,   and 

perch'd 
Eoch  on  the  welleiing  carcaai  lliat  we  loved. 
Like  iIB  ill  angel  or  iu  damned  aout. 
Riding  upon  the  boiom  of  the  aea. 
We  MW  Ihe  dog-liih  huiening  to  their  reaat. 
Joy  waked  Ibe  TOicelett  people  of  Ihe  aoa. 
And  nrening  &mine  left  hia  ocean-cave 
To  dwell  «ilh  war.  with  m.  and  ntih  deipair. 
Wt  mat  nifhl  Ihree  hiran  to  ibe  weit  of  Patnua, 
Aad  milh  nigbl,  l 


Your  Sublime  Higfaa^ 

That  Cbriatian  hound,  ibe  Miuoovite Iwiadiii. 

Hat  left  the  city.    If  ihe  rebel  Reel 
Had  uichor'd  in  the  part,  had  ciciory 
Crown'd  (be  Greek  legiou  in  the  hippodroate. 
Panic  wets  tuner. — Ob«lience  and  mniiiiy, 
like  giania  in  conienlion  phmei-atnick 
Stand  gaxing  on  each  other.    Then  ia  pnc* 
In  Siamboul. — 


ruint  ahall  be  m 


U  Ihe  grave  ni 


■raiiUr 


The  tiger  leaguei 


the  Htag  at  bay 
Againn  we  nunier.— wunoing.  boie.  and  Moal, 
He  crouchea.  waiching  till  Ihe  ipoil  be  woo. 
And  must  be  paid  for  hit  rsierve  in  blood. 
Ailer  the  war  ia  Ibughl,  yield  Ihe  aleek  RoBian 
Thai  which  Ihou  canal  not  keep,  biadewrred  poB 
or  blood,  which  thai  1  not  Sowthrougb  airceti  and  £■ 
Rivet*  and  aeae,  like  Iliat  which  we  may  win, 
Bul  alagnale  in  Ihe  veins  of  ChriiiiaD  sUvei  • 

Enitr  Secoivo  MBsac^toia. 


Nauplia,  Tnpalini.  Moihon,  Alheni. 

Navahn,  Artai,  Mowenbiuia, 

Corinth  and  Thebet  are  carried  by  anaull : 

And  every  laluniie  who  made  hia  dogi 

FBI  wilh  the  fledi  of  Galilean  davea, 

Paai'd  al  the  edge  of  ihe  aword  -  ihe  lun  of  blood 

Bul  hke  a  fiery  plague  breaks  out  anew. 
In  deeds  which  make  die  Chrialian  cauie  look  pla 
In  ila  onii  UghL    llie  garri»n  of  Pauna 
Haa  ilore  bul  for  ten  day*,  nor  u  there  hope 
But  from  the  Btilon  :  at  once  ilave  and  tjnaL 
Hia  wiahea  still  are  weaker  than  hia  fesn ; 
Or  he  would  sell  whnl  faith  may  yel  remain 
From  iho  oolhi  broke  in  Genoa  and  in  Nonvajt- 
And  if  you  buy  him  not.  you.  " 


■mpty  a' 

The  fieedraon  of  a  weelem  poet  chief* 
Holdn  Atdca  wilh  seven  Ihouaand  rebeH 
And  haa  beat  back  the  Pacha  of  M 
llie  aged  Ali  aita  in  Yanimi. 
A  crownle™  metaphor  of  empire; 
Hit  nam",  that  ahndow  of  hia  wiiher'd  i 
Holda  ouf  besieging  army  bko  a  ipell 
In  prey  to  feminc.  peal,  and  mutiny  : 


Joyle- 


eiladcl. 


a  forth 


ipon  Ihe  aapphire  lake  1  

The  rtiini  of  Ihe  city  where  he  reign'd 
Childlesa  and  aceptrelen.    Tfie  Greek  haa  leap'd 
The  coally  harveat  hia  own  blood  matured. 
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tower.  All — who  bai  bought  a  truce 
peilanti  with  ten  camel-loadi 
an  gold. 

Enter  a  Thi&d  Mmbewqml 

MAHMUD. 

What  more? 

The  Chrifltian  tribal 
anoo  and  the  Sjnian  wildemen 
reToit  ^Damascui,  Hems,  Aleppo, 
e ; — ^the  Arab  menaces  Medina ; 
hiop  has  intrench'd  himielf  in  Sennaar, 
epa  the  Egyptian  rebel  well  employ'd : 
uam  homage,  claims  investituro 
e  of  tardy  aid.     Penia  demands 
ies  on  the  Tigris,  and  the  Georgians 
their  living  tribute.    Crete  and  C]rprus, 
ountain>twin8  that  from  each  other's  veins 
he  voleaoo-fire  and  earthquake  spasm, 
in  the  general  fever.    Through  the  city, 
rds  before  a  storm  the  santons  shriek, 
ophecyings  horrible  and  new 
ud  among  the  crowd ;  that  sea  of  men 
CD  the  wrecks  it  made,  breathless  and  stilL 
ae,  leam'd  in  the  koran,  preaches 
is  written  how  the  sins  of  Islam 
liae  up  a  destroyer  even  now. 
«eks  expect  a  Savior  fiom  the  west,* 
lall  not  come,  men  uj^  in  clouds  and  gimj, 
the  omnipresence  of  that  spirit 
ch  all  live  and  are.    Ominous  signs 
ison'd  broadly  on  the  noonday  sky ; 
w  a  red  cross  stamp'd  upon  the  sun ; 
rain'd  bkxMi ;  and  moDstrous  births  dedara 
cret  wrath  of  Nature  and  her  Lord, 
my  encamp'd  upon  the  Cydaris 
UMd  last  night  by  the  alarm  of  batda, 
w  two  hosts  conflicting  in  the  air,i —     - 
adows  doubtless  of  the  unborn  time, 
1  the  mirror  of  the  night     While  yet 
(ht  hung  balanced,  there  arose  a  storm 
swept  the  phantoms  from  among  the  stars, 
third  watch  the  spirit  of  the  plague 
Bard  abroad  flapping  among  the  tents : 
who  relieved  watch  (bund  the  sentinels  dead. 
St  news  from  the  camp  is,  that  a  thousand 
dcken'd,  and — 

Enter  a  Foukth  Missinobr. 

MAHMUDw 

AikI  thou,  pale  ghost,  dim  shadow 
le  untimely  rumor,  speak ! 

FOirnTH  MBSSENCnEE. 

One  oomei 
ig  with  toil,  cover'd  with  foam  and  blood; 
od,  he  says,  upon  Clelonites* 
Qtory,  which  o'erlooks  the  isles  that  groan 
the  Briton's  drown,  and  all  their  waters 
trembling  in  the  splendor  of  the  moon, 
as  the  wandering  clouds  unyeil'd  or  hid 
nmdless  light,  he  saw  two  adverse  fleets 
hrough  the  night  in  the  horizon's  glimmer, 


s  rsported  that  this  Messiah  bad  arrlvsd  at  a  sea- 
mr  LaoedBBon  in  an  AmerieaB  tarif.  Hie  asso- 
ot  aames  and  ideas  is  ineststiUy  ladieroos,  bat 
vaJeaee  of  eoeb  a  nunor  etioagly  maifcs  the  state 
Oar  enthaeiasa  an  Oreeoe. 
3D 


Mingling  fierce  thunden  and  solphureoos  ^LtUEm, 
And  smoke  which  strangled  eveiy  infimt  wind 
That  soothed  the  silver  clouds  through  the  deep  air. 
At  length  the  battle  slept,  but  the  Sirocco 
Awoke,  and  drove  his  flock  of  thundernsloudB 
Over  the  sea-horiaon,  bkMing  nut 
All  otgects— save  that  in  the  fidnt  moon-gHmpM 
He  saw,  or  dream'd  he  saw  the  Turkish  admiral 
And  two  the  loftiest  of  our  ships  of  war, 
With  the  bright  image  of  the  queen  of  heaven* 
Who  hid,  perhaps,  her  fiioe  for  grie(  revened ; 
And  the  abhorred 


The  Jew, 


Enter  am  Attekdant, 

ATTENDANT. 

Your  Sublime  Highness, 


MAHMUD. 

Could  not  come  more  swasoiiahlyi 
Bid  him  attend.  Ill  Immt  no  more !  too  loof 
We  gaie  on  danger  through  the  mist  of  fear. 
And  multiply  upon  our  shattered  hopea 
The  images  of  ruin.    Come  what  will ! 
To-morrow  and  to-morrow  are  as  lampa 
Set  in  our  path  to  light  us  lo  the  edge 
Through  rough  and  smooth ;  nor  can  we  suflbrwii^ 
Which  he  inflicts  not  in  whose  hand  we  are.  [JSMvif. 

{ SEMicHoaua  l 

Would  I  were  the  vringed  cloud 
Of  a  tempest  swift  and  bud ! 

I  vfoold  scorn 

The  smile  of  mom 
And  die  wave  where  the  moon-rise  ■ 

I  would  leave 

Tlie  spirits  of  eve 
A  shroud  for  the  corpse  of  dia  day  to 
From  others*  threads  than  mme ! 
Bask  in  the  blue  noon  divine 

Who  would,  not  I. 

BKMICHOmUS  II. 

Whither  to  fly  f 

8KMI0H0R(7B  I. 

Where  the  rocks  that  gird  the  iEgaan 
Echo  to  the  battle  psoan 

Of  thefre^^ 

I  would  flee 
A  tempestuous  herald  of  victory ! 

My  golden  rain 

For  the  Grecian  slain 
Should  mingle  in  tears  with  the  bloody  main ; 
And  my  solemn  thunder-knell 
Should  ring  to  the  worid  the  paasing-bell 

Of  tyranny! 

anucHoaiTS  u. 

Ah  king !  wilt  thou  chain 
The  rack  and  the  rain  f 
Wilt  diou  fetter  the  lightning  and  hurricane  7 
The  stocna  aro  free. 
But  we       ■ 

CBORUa. 

O  Slaveiy !  thou  frost  of  the  world's  prime, 

Killing  ilB  flowers  and  leaving  its  thorns  bare ! 
Thy  touch  has  stamp'd  these  limbs  with  crim^ 
TYuae  brows  thy  brsnding  garland  bear ; 
Bat  the  fiee  heart,  thft  impas«ve  aod, 
Soom  thy  oootvdl ! 


w  light!  md  Dbeny; 


Whora  Thenm  und  A»pui  ■wiJlow'a 
Panio.  B  the  »nil  ilt>«  rwni. 

Dduge  upon  deluge  filllou'd. 
Dncont,  Mafwion-  aoJ  Rome : 


Templci  and  lonen, 
CiWdili  ""^  ">''""■  ""'1  '•'*)' 

Who  live  and  die  Ihsre.  have  bsen  oUK, 
And  i»r  t»  Ihine.  and  muii  decay  ; 

Bui  Unwcr  and  hor  roundniiiHU  nm 

Bulli  betew  lb*  lida  of  war. 

Bated  on  lh>  cryiiBllinn  •£• 

Of  Ihoughl  and  >u  elemitj : 
Har  duniu'  impenal  apirili 

RdIo  iha  pnwnl  frum  lbs  pul  j 
Ob  ■!■  IhU  world  of  man  k^atiu 

7%eii  teui  l>  hI- 


Hwr  yt  the  bliA 
WboM  Orphic  Ihunder  IhrilUng  calla 
Fmn  rain  hor  TiiMiian  wal!»  I 
Whoaa  «pirii  liHikeii  iha  mplew  htmei 

Of  Sluvsry  I  Afgoft  Corinih,  Crele, 
Hear,  and  fmn  ibeir  mountiua  Ihronai 

Tbt  deoKHW  and  (he  nymphi  repeal 
Tbt  taimanj. 


n*  world'i  eyelen  oharioteBT, 

Dealiny.  ii  hurrying  by ! 
Whai  fcith  i»  cnah'd.  what  empire  bl 
BenMth  her  earthqualii-fooiod  iieedn 
Wbai  eagle- winged  vidgfy  liia 
At  herrighl  baridl  whol  >h>iIow  ttili 
Betbre  I  what  aplendur  n)Ua  behind  T 

Ruin  »nd  RenonBon  cty, 
Who  but  we  J 


He  hlH  ai  of  a  nuhing  wind, 
The  loar  a*  of  an  ocean  foaming 
ThB  Ihundar  u  of  earUtquake  cc 


•.  I  h. 


re  Gilling, 


Te  for  hale,  and  leara  for  blood, 
EkIit  MAimtn)  and  Atuivnvf. 


Thou  art  an  adept  in  Ihr  dilBculI  lore 
Of  Greek  and  Frank  phitaaophy  j  Ihoo  ni 
The  fkitten.  and  thou  imnumt  the  nu 
llwu  eeveratl  elemeol  froni  elennml  i 
Thy  ipiril  ii  prseenl  in  Ihe  fmt,  and  mm 
The  birth  of  ihja  old  worid  through  all  ie 
and  of  loi^  ■ 


And  w 


it  how  n 


And  lU  in  iiumiw  circln — il  a  much. 
I  honor  Ihee,  and  ivould  be  what  thoo  an 

L  what  I  nm  i  but  the  unborn  hour. 
Cradled  in  Tear  and  hope,  nnflialing  iionnk 
Who  aball  unveil  f  Nor  ihou.  nor  1.  nor  Ux 
Mighly  or  wiae.     I  apprehend  nol 

hDM  (aught  me.  bal  I  ooir  pareain 

ut  no  inletpreicr  afdrwuiB, 
Tbou  dual  DDl  own  thai  art  dsniec,  or  God. 

the  fuiurc  pretcni — lei  it  come! 


Morr 

Thou  ori  u  Kod,  v 

lAdain  Ihee  T— ncil 
■Hie  Folhorr 
Than  Ihou 

ouldb. 


11  Ihcy 


inndoi 

1  conlcmplalesL 


"Hill  GTUll  Dl 

The  ihneki  ai  of  a  people  esiiing 
Hercyl  Merc?:— How  *ey  thrill  I 

Then  ■  aboal  of  "  Kill !  kitll  kill!" 
Aitd  then  a  until  tUll  voice,  thoa— 


tUrenge  and  wrong  bring  fonh  their  kind. 
The  Ibol  Cuba  hka  their  pvenu  are. 
'   Tleir  dan  ti  in  iheii  guilly  mind. 

iai  OMueience  tMda  them  vilh  dMpui' 


Who  w 

Thai  which  Ihey  are  not     Sullui ! 

Of  Ihee  nnd  me.  ihe  fHiurc  and  llio  pva: 

ibom.  and  undying.     Canh  and  ocnm. 
Space,  and  ihe  iilei  of  hfe  or  hghi  ihal  gem 
The  uppbire  Ikwdi  uf  inieniellar  air. 
Thi»  firrasmeni  paviliun'd  upon  chaoa. 
Wilh  oil  in  crsiMlii  of  imnianal  lire. 
Wboae  Duiwalli,  batlian'd  imprcgnably 
Againil  iho  emape  of  boldMl  ihoiighifc  repelj  Ibem 
Ai  Caipe  Ihe  Allaalic  cloudi — Ihia  whale 

tldi.  and  men.  and  boaiU,  and  Oowtn. 
Wtlh  all  Ihe  ailenl  or  tempcatuoiu  working! 

a  lick  eye,  bubblra  and  dreuai; 
Tboughi  i>  in  ciadle  and  in  gi«e.  nor  leia 
The  future  and  the  poal  ore  idle  ibadowa 
Of  Ihoughl'i  elemal  Sighl — Ibey  have  no  being ; 
'    ii  but  ihii  it  feela  inelf  id  be. 
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TkB  eaidi  on  which  I  itaiid,  and  hang  like  night 
On  HcATVB  ahove  me.    What  can  they  avail  f 
Itef  caat  on  all  thinga,  surest,  brightest,  best, 
Doofal,  inaecurity,  astonishment 

AHASUXRUS. 

Ifirtake  me  not!  All  is  contain'd  in  each, 

Dodona's  finest  to  an  acorn's  cup, 

h  diat  which  has  been  or  wOl  be,  to  that 

Whidi  in — the  absent  to  the  present   Thought 

Ahxw,  and  its  quick  elements.  Will,  Passion, 

ftaMon,  Imagination,  cannot  die ; 

TiMjr  are  what  that  which  they  regard  appears, 

Tbm  atuff  whence  mutability  can  weave 

An  that  it  hath  dominion  o'er,— worlds,  worms, 

finpiraa,  and  supentitions.    What  has  thought 

Ts  do  with  time,  or  place,  or  circumstance  7 

Wonldat  thou  behold  the  future?— ask  and  have! 

Knock  and  it  shall  be  open'd— look,  and  lo! 

ilhm  eoming  age  is  shadow'd  on  the  past 

At  on  a  glass. 

MAHMUD. 

Wild,  wilder  thoughts  convulse 
My  apiril— Did  not  Mahomet  the  Second 
WinStamboulf 

AHASUERU8. 

Thou  wouldst  ask  that  giant  spirit 
The  written  fortunes  of  thy  house  and  fkith. 
Thoo  wouldst  cite  one  out  of  the  grave  to  tell 
How  what  was  bom  in  blood  must  die. 


MAHMUIX 


Havo  power  on  me !  I 


Thy  words 


A&rwl 
TeiriUe  silanee. 


AHA8UIBDI. 

Whathearesttboaf 

MAHMUD. 


AHA8UERUS. 

What  succeeds  f 


MAHMUD. 

The  sound 
As  of  the  asault  of  an  imperial  city, 
Tlie  hiss  of  inextinguishable  fire. 
The  roar  of  giant  cannon ; — the  earthquaking 
Fan  of  vast  bastions  and  precipitous  towers. 
The  shock  of  crags  shot  from  strange  enginery. 
The  clash  of  wheels,  and  clang  of  armed  hoofi, 
And  crash  of  brazen  mail,  as  of  the  wreck 
Of  adamantine  mountains— the  mad  blast 
Of  trompeti,  and  the  neigh  of  raging  steeds. 
And  shrieks  of  women  whose  thrill  jars  the  blood, 
And  one  sweet  laugh,  roost  horrible  to  hear, 
Aa  of  a  jojrous  infant  waked  and  playing 
With  its  dead  mother's  breast;  and  now  more  loud 


*  Fbr  the  viiioa  of  Mahmod  of  the  tskinff  of  CoMtantiDopIs 

in  144S,  SM Gibbon's  DeeUnt  and  FMafUu  JUwtan  Empire, 

vol.  ziJ.  p.  883. 

Tfao  manoer  of  the  inroeation  of  the  spirit  of  Mihomet  the 

will  be  eeMnred  ai  overdrawn.   I  eonld  eaalF  have 

beJew  a  recnlar  eofunror,  and  the  phantom  an  oidinarr 

1  nave  preferred  to  represent  the  Jew  as  dieftiaimlnf  all 

ion,  or  even  belief,  in  sapematnral  agency,  and  as 

Mahmod  to  that  itatB  of  mind  in  wUeh  ideas  msjrbe 

to  ssHuns  die  force  of  sensations,  throog h  the  eoo- 

Ihriooof  tbooffhtwith  the  otiiects of  tfaoo^  snd  thsssessi 

of  passion  swimstmg  die  creadons  of  Imsfination. 

It  is  a  sort  of  natanl  mscie,  sascsptible  of  bdnc  siswissd  in 
a  dsffsi  hr  sfif  oas  who  shoald  hsvs  mads  UoMsIf  bmsIv  ef 

I  of  aaothor's  tfaoagfais. 


The  mingled  battle-cry — ^ha !  hear  I  not 
Ev  rovrS  vini.    Allah,  Illah,  AUah ! 

AHASUKRUS. 

The  sulphurous  mist  is  raised — thou  see*st— 

MAHMUD. 

Adtmi, 
As  of  two  mountains,  in  the  wall  of  Slamboul ; 
And  in  that  ghastly  breach  the  Islamites, 
like  giants  on  the  ruins  of  a  world. 
Stand  in  the  light  of  sunrise.    In  the  dust 
Glimmers  a  kingless  diadem,  and  one 
Of  regal  port  has  cast  himself  beneath 
The  stream  of  war.   Another,  proudly  clad 
In  golden  arms,  spurs  a  Tartarian  barb 
Into  the  gap,  and  with  his  iron  mace 
Directs  the  torrent  of  that  tide  of  men. 
And  seems— he  is — Mahomet. 

AHASUERUS. 

What  thou  seeat 
Is  but  the  ghost  of  thy  forgotten  dream ; 
A  dream  itself,  yet  less,  perhaps,  than  that 
Thou  call'st  reality.   Thou  mayst  behold 
How  cities,  on  which  empire  sleeps  enthroned. 
Bow  their  tower'd  crests  to  mutability. 
Poised  by  the  flood,  e'en  on  the  heiglit  thou  holdeit. 
Thou  mayst  now  learn  how  the  full  tide  of  power 
Ebbs  to  its  depths. — ^Inheritor  of  glory, 
Conceived  in  darkness,  bom  in  blood,  and  nourished 
With  teaiB  and  toil,  thou  seest  the  mortal  throes 
Of  that  whose  birth  was  but  the  same.  The  Past 
Now  stands  before  thee  like  an  Incamaticm 
Of  the  ToHxnne ;  yet  wouldst  thou  commune  with 
That  portion  of  thyself  which  was  ere  thou 
Didst  start  for  this  brief  race  whose  crown  is  death, 
Dissolve  with  that  strong  foith  and  fervent  passioo 
Which  call'd  it  from  the  imcreated  deep, 
Ton  cloud  of  war,  with  its  tempeetuotu  phantomi 
Of  raging  death ;  and  draw  widi  mighty  will 
The  imperial  shade  hither.  [Exit  AHAitTnin: 

MAHMUD. 

Approach! 

PHANTOM. 

I  come 
Thence  whither  thou  must  go!  The  grave  is  fitter 
To  take  the  living,  than  give  up  the  dead ; 
Tet  has  thy  faith  prevail'd,  and  I  am  here. 
The  heavy  fragments  of  the  power  which  foil 
When  I  arose,  like  shapeless  crags  and  clouds, 
Hang  round  my  throne  on  the  abyss,  and  voices 
Of  strange  lament  soothe  my  supreme  repose. 
Wailing  for  glory  never  to  return. — 
A  later  empire  nods  in  its  decay ; 
The  autumn  of  a  greener  faith  is  come. 
And  wolfish  change,  like  winter,  howls  to  strip 
The  foliage  in  which  Fame,  the  eagle,  built 
Her  aery,  while  Dominion  whelp'd  below. 
The  storm  is  in  its  branches,  and  the  frost 
Is  on  its  leaves,  and  the  blank  deep  expects 
Oblivion  on  oblivion,  spoil  on  spoil. 
Ruin  on  ruin :  thou  art  slow,  my  son ; 
The  anarchs  of  the  world  of  darkness  keep 
A  tfirone  for  thee,  roimd  which  thine  empire  lies 
Boundlsas  and  mute;  and  for  thy  subjects  thoti. 
Like  m,  shall  rule  the  ghosts  of  murder'd  lifo, 
The  phantoms  of  the  powers  who  rule  thee  now— 
Mutinoiii  paariotM,  and  confliffting  foan, 


SKELLETS  POEIICAt  WOBES. 


Ind  hupM  tbal  mu  ihomwlvei  on  diat 
Hripi  of  ihcir  miir(»l  nrongth.  u  duu  o 

>rBr  in  rtuDa  "i  'if  world  or  dPnib . — 
■Vod  if  (ha  Inmk  be  dry.  yel  ihnU  ilii 
Jofold  iiKlf  even  in  ihs  «Kb)k  of  ihm 
Much  gslhen  binh  in  i[i  demy.  Wos ! 
To  ihe  wmk  people  Iwigled  in  Iho  gntp 


ml,  drink,  ftad  die ! 


Hwd 


Wo« 


Spinf 
Woe  to  the  wroog'd  ood  th 
To  iho  dsauOTCr.  woo  K>  the  doflroy'd  < 
Woo  lo  ilie  dupe,  ind  woe  to  iho  doceivsr 
Woe  U>  tho  op]ir»'d,  and  woe  U)  Ihe  oppn 
Woo  buih  la  ihoK  ibsi  auBer  ind  inHici ; 
Thoae  who  ant  bom,  nnd  ihoae  who  die  !  I 
Impenal  •hadoiv  of  iha  ihing  I  am, 


Auk  the  rold  jale  Hoar. 
Rich  in  revenion  of  impending  dealh. 
Whsn  he  thai)  foil  upon  whose  ripe  gay  hairs 
Sil  core,  uid  ■orron',  and  inlimuty — 
Ilie  weighl  wtiich  rrimc,  whose  ningt  ore  plumed 

LeSTO  in  hii  fiighi  from  rnvaged  hosrl  lo  heart 
Oter  Iha  lieBili  of  men.  under  nliiph  hurihen 
They  bow  IhenDcIvee  uniD  the  graven  (bnd  wreKbl 
He  leanfl  upon  hii  rruLch.  and  lolki  of  yea 


Tor 

He  will  n 


nor 


youlh 


Weak  lightning  h«tbre  darkneaa  1  poor  faiinl  nnile    ' 
or  dying  IbIbiq  '.  Voice  which  nrl  Ihe  reipunw 
Of  hollow  weakiUM !  Do  I  wake  and  live  I 
Were  there  auch  things  I  or  may  Ihe  unquiol  bruin, 
Vei'd  by  Ihe  wise  mad  talk  of  the  old  Jew. 
Have  shaped  ilaeif  Iheae  ihadowa  of  its  lear  t 
It  mallen  nol ! — Gir  oaugbl  we  aee  Or  drevn, 
Poaseia,  or  loae.  at  gimp  HI.  ran  be  north 
More  Ihan  it  givoa  or  leachea.    Come  what  nuy. 
The  future  muat  be«Nao  ihc  paal,  and  ' 


yam 


Viclorioua  Wnmg,  wilh  vnliuie  acraun, 
Salulea  Ihe  riaen  aun,  punoes  the  flying  day! 

Perch  on  ihe  trembliDg  pyranud  of  night. 

Beneath  which  earlband  all  herrealnnpanlkifi'dl^   I 
In  viiiiHH  of  Ihe  dawning  undeligbL 
Who  ahall  impede  her  llighl  I 
Who  rob  Lbt  of  her  preyf 

I'lcimy ;  victory !  nuieia'a  famiih'd  eagle* 

[tare  nol  to  prey  bcnealh  Ihe  creacenl'a  light 

Impole  Ihe  remnant  of  the  Greek*  !  deipoil! 

I'iolale;  make  Ihetr  flech  cheaper  Ihan  dual! 

SEuiCHoaua  u. 

Thou  voico  which  on 

The  herald  of  Ihe  il!  in  ■plendor  hid^ 

7^11  echo  of  the  hollow  bean 
Of  monarch,  bear  me  to  thine  abode 

When  deulaiion  daahei  u'er  a  norid  deN 
Oh  bear  me  to  ihiiw  ialei  of  jagged  ctoud 

Whtclj  Boat  hko  mounuma  on  ihe  eanbamko^ 

The  momentary  o<tana  of  the  lightning  j 
Or  lo  tome  lopplmg  pronionloty  proud 
Of  aolid  lempeat,  wlioae  black  pyranud, 

Riven,  overhangs  ilie  founla  intensely  biighienuf 
Of  tboce  daun-tinled  delugea  of  fire 
Befiire  their  itavea  expire. 

When  Heaven  nnil  earlh  are  lif^l,  and  ODlyti|ta 

In  the  thiuuler'night ! 

'  Victory!  Virtoty!  AuaDia,  Ruaia,  England. 

'■   And  that  lame  serpent,  that  poor  ahulow.  rnM*. 

Cry  peace,  and  that  meana  death  when  mtmarduapeak! 
Bo,  there!  bring  larrhea,  ahorpen  (how  rod  ati'      ' 

aira  are  lighl.  filler  fcr  slave*  and  poiKMwn    1 
Than  Creeks.    Kill!  plunder!  bum!  let  none  remaia. 


AIbs  for  Ubeily ! 
If  mu^ber^  weolth.  or  unfultilling  years. 
Or  &te,  can  quell  the  freej 
Ahu  lor  Virtue  f  when 
Totmouta.  or  contumely,  or  Ihe  snoen 

Of  erring  judging  men 
Con  break  Ihe  heart  where  it  abido. 
Ala* !  if  Love,  whose  aniilo  makee  ihia  obnnra  nv 
aplerkdid, 
Can  chauge.  wilh  ili  &l>e  timM  and  ddea, 


■.e  Ibis  p] 


Like  hope  ai 
Alasli     ' 


Uve 


This  gloomy  crag  of  time  lo  whlcli  I  c 
Seem'd  an  Elysian  iale  of  peace  and  jo 
Never  lo  be  BlUiin'd — I  must  rebuke 


Shout  in  Ihe  jubile>e  of  death !  The  Greeks 
Are  aa  s  brood  nf  liona  in  Ihe  nel. 
Round  which  Ihe  kingly  bunion  of  iho  earth 
Stand  nniling.    Anarcba,  ye  whoae  doily  Ibod 
Are  curvea,  gnnna.  and  gold,  Ihe  fruit  of  dea^ 
Fam  Tfaule  to  the  girdle  of  the  worid. 
Ccoie.AuI.'itie  boain]  gnttM  with  the  ftish  oC  von 


And  Truth,  who  vrandereM  tone  and  unbefiiendfd. 
If  thou  canil  veil  tby  Ue^oneuining  tniiroi 

Before  the  diilzled  eyes  uf  error. 

Aba  lor  thee  I  Ininge  of  Ihe  ataova. 

Eepulw,  with  plumea  fraa  oiuqne*!  Ion, 

Led  ihe  ten  Ibousand  front  Ihe  limila  of  die  moiB 

Through  many  a  hostile  Anarchy! 
Allengihlhey  wept  aloud  and  cried,  "The  sea!  Itwaca.'' 
TliKtagh  snle.  peiwcuUDo,  and  despair. 

Rome  waa,  and  young  Atlantis  eluU  become 
TTia  trander.  or  the  terror,  or  the  tomb 
or  nil  whoae  atop  wakes  poiver  Inll'd  iuher  aaioge  lair ; 
-\        II^vGnKvitwutheiBul  child. 
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Whow  frirett  thoughts  and  liinha  were  built 
TV>  woman's  growth  by  dreama  ao  mild, 

Sha  knew  not  pain  or  guilt ; 
Lad  now,  O  Victory,  blush !  and  Empire,  tremble. 

When  ye  desert  the  firee ! 

If  Greece  must  be 
i  wredi.  yet  shall  its  firagmenta  reasaemble, 
iii  build  themMWes  again  impregnably 

In  a  diviner  clime, 
>>  Amphionic  music,  on  some  cape  sublime, 
Hudi  ftowna  above  the  idle  loam  of  Time. 

SEMICHORUB  I. 

el  die  tynmti  rule  the  desert  they  have  made ; 

Let  the  free  possess  the  paradise  they  claim ; 
e  llie  IbrCune  of  our  fierce  oppretaors  weigh'd 

With  our  ruin,  our  resistance,  and  our  name ! 

SEMICHORUa  II. 

or  detd  shall  be  the  seed  of  their  decay, 
Our  survivors  be  the  shadows  of  their  pride, 
■r  advanity  a  dream  to  pass  away — 

diahonor  a  remembrance  to  abide . 


VOICE  WITHOUT. 

ieloiry !  Victory !  The  bought  Briton  sends 

1m  keys  of  ocean  to  the  Uamite. 

lor  M***!!  the  Mason  of  the  cnxa  be  veil'd, 

pA  British  skill  directing  Othman  might, 

tumder-etrike  rebel  victory.    0  keep  holy 

Ilk  jubilee  of  unrevenged  blood ! 

ai!  crash !  despoil !  Let  not  a  Greek  escape ! 

BEMICH0RU8  L 

Darkness  has  dawn*d  in  the  East 

On  the  noon  of  time : 
The  death-birds  descend  to  their  ftaat, 

FnHn  the  hungry  clime. 
Let  Freedom  and  Peace  flee  fiir 

To  a  sunnier  strand. 
And  follow  Love*s  folding-star 

To  the  evening  land ! 

SmiCHORUS  u. 
Hie  young  moon  has  fed 
Her  exhausted  horn 
With  the  sunset's  fire : 
The  weak  day  is  dead. 
But  the  night  is  not  bom ; 
And,  like  bveliness  panting  with  wild  desire, 
While  it  trembles  with  fear  and  delight, 
Hesperus  flies  from  awakening  might, 
And  pants  in  its  beauty  and  speed  with  light 
Fast  flashing,  sofl,  and  bright 
nioo  beacon  of  love !  thou  lamp  of  the  free ! 

Guide  us  &r,  far  away, 
To  climes  where  now,  veil'd  by  the  ardor  of  day. 
Thou  art  hidden 
FriHn  waves  on  which  weary  Noon 
Faints  in  her  summer  swoon, 
Between  kingless  continents,  sinless  as  Eden, 
Around  mountains  and  islands  inviolaUy  • 
Prankt  on  the  sapphire  sea. 

nuncBORUf  i. 
Through  the  sunset  of  hope. 
Like  the  dupes  of  a  dream. 
What  Pluadise  islands  of  gkny  gleam 
^       Beneath  Heaven's  cope. 

Their  diadows  more  dear  float  by — 
rhe  aound  of  their  oceam^  the  Jijght  uf  their  sky, 


The  music  and  fragrance  their  solitudes  breathe, 
Burst  like  morning  on  dreams,  or  like  Heaven  on  deatl^ 

Through  tiie  walls  of  our  prison ; 

And  Greece,  which  was  dead,  is  arisen! 

CHORUS. 

Tlie  world's  great  age  begins  anew,* 

The  golden  years  return, 
Hie  earth  doth  like  a  snake  renew 

Her  winter  weeds  outworn : 
Heaven  smiles,  and  faiths  and  empires  gleam 
Like  wrecks  of  a  dissolving  dream. 

A  brighter  Hellas  rears  its  mountains 

From  waves  serener  far; 
A  new  Peneus  rolls  its  fountains 

Against  the  morning-star. 
Where  fairer  Tempes  bloom,  there  sleep 
Young  Cyclads,  on  a  sunnier  deep ; 
A  lofVier  Argos  cleaves  the  main. 

Fraught  with  a  later  prize ; 
Another  Orpheus  sings  again. 

And  loves,  and  weeps,  and  dies. 
A  new  Ulysses  leaves  once  more 
Calypso  for  his  native  shore. 
O  write  no  more  the  tale  of  Troy, 

If  earUi  Death's  scroll  must  be ! 
Nor  mix  with  Laian  rage  the  joy 

Which  dawns  upcHi  the  free : 
Although  a  subtle  sphinx  renew 
Riddles  of  death  Thebes  never  knew. 
Another  Athens  shall  arise. 

And  to  remoter  time 
Bequeath,  like  sunset  to  the  skies, 

'The  splendor  of  ifii  prime ; 
And  leave,  if  naught  so  bright  may  ]!▼•, 
All  earth  can  take  or  heaven  can  give. 
Saturn  and  Love  their  long  repoae  t 

Shall  burst,  more  wise  and  good 
Than  all  who  fell,  than  one  who  rose. 

Than  many  unwithstood — 
Not  gold,  nor  blood,  their  altar  dowers. 
But  native  tears,  and  symbol  flowers. 
O  cease !  must  hate  axul  death  return  I 
Cease!  must  men  kill  and  die? 
Cease !  drain  not  to  its  dregs  the  urn 

Of  Intter  prophecy. 
The  world  is  weary  of  the  pest — 
O  might  it  die  or  rest  at  last! 


*  The  fiasl  eboroi  h  indutinct  and  obaeare  as  the  event  of 
the  Uvint  drama  whose  arrival  it  foretells.  Prophecies  of  wars, 
and  nunor  of  wan,  etc.  mar  lafely  be  made  bjr  poet  or  pr<q)bet 
in  anr  age ;  but  to  anticipate,  however  darkly,  a  period  of  rs- 
feneration  and  happincM.  is  a  more  hazardooi  wterciM  of  the 
fkculty  which  bard*  pomew  or  feign.  I  will  remind  the  reader, 
**macno  nee  proziraoa  intrrrallo,**  of  laaiah  and  Virfil,  whose 
ardent  epiritg  overleaping  the  actual  reign  of  evil  which  we  en- 
dore  and  bewail,  already  eaw  the  poaeible  and  perhaps  ap 
proaching  itate  of  locietT  in  which  the  "lion  shall  lie  down 
with  the  lamb,"  and  "omnii  feret  omnia  telloa.**  Let  these 
great  names  be  my  authority  and  ezcnie. 

t  Batom  and  Love  were  among  the  deities  of  a  real  or  imagi- 
sary  etate  of  innocence  and  happineM.  AU  those  who  fell,  or 
the  Gods  of  Greece,  Ana  and  E^t.  and  the  many  unsubdued, 
or  the  monstrous  obieets  of  the  idolatry  of  Chfaia,  India,  the 
Antarctic  islands,  and  the  native  tribes  of  America,  certainly 
have  reigned  over  the  nndentandings  of  men  in  eoaiunction  or 
ID  soecession.  during  periods  in  which  all  we  know  of  evil  has 
beeo  in  s  stats  of  portaotous,  and.  until  the  revival  of  leanMg 
and  the  arts,  perpetually  increasing  activity.  The  Grecian  Gods 
sssm  indssd  to  have  been  pecsooally  more  ionooeBt.  sltkooffh 
It  esBBOt  bs  ssid  that,  as  tu  as  tampersMs  and  ehastity  ste 
eoMsnsd,  thav  gave  very  sdifyfag  samplss.  Hm  honon  sT 
the  Msidean*  tha  F«cvrisa«  sad  tba  tod&w^  woMoSatisM^  %i» 
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J01JAK  AND  MADDALOi 


OoiniT  MiBDUO  !•«  VnrUin  nablnnin  afiDcinthn 
aai  otpMi  fimune.  oho.  vlttiaui  miilng  matli  In 
nelalr  or  blauuilrfnen,  miilncblifl)' It  hiUBM" 
bM  ptlwit  in  Ibal  eitr-  III  ii  ■  nnaii  or  Ibc  SIHI  {< 
•BiiniuirBJai.  aiHleiiMbhi.jrbgiTaaMJInelluiaii 

dafridcd «ititi)r.  Hnlilta  hlimalmmta  topmiid: 
Mint.  (Hw  ■  <v«ip*niiiui  iTBii  Dm  ixinaitt  urr  oixd 
wlUiIhidwubliliiullMliIbalHi "-' '■■■ 


pmonin  iBoiin^nblrimieribu  ibam 
— '  ' '  -'Ub  lilUrMTinc  Bwn  «ir 


■rfslbniiHi 

pland  In  eur_ ,  ._, 

(mch  aih»  URiifTIi,    Rii  11711)1111111  |»yi  upon 

1 HT  tli«K<i«ia  ia  pnat.  Inuiuf  I  out  Ond  no  i 


re  fFiTlc.  paU«ni.  nnd  ui 


0  EiifhflbinRn  of  ^ond  Amlly.  f 


wTSouk 


■  arwUcb,  byltK'illiKi 


Mulled  niih  Ihiiild  uid  mmphitniigi  ««edt, 
Such  u  from  «nh'i  embrace  iba  all  ooie  biad 
In  Ihil ;  in  uoinhabiled  Ha-ude. 

'   the  lone  6iher.  when  kit  neM  an  diiel 
>ni ;  and  no  other  olyecl  breilu 
The  waiie.  bul  one  dwarf-iree  and  aome  fiw  ^ 
Broken  and  unrepalr'd.  and  iha  lids  maket 
A  rauTow  ipace  of  level  nnil  iheiaon. 
Where  -I  wai  our  wont  lo  rid*  while  day  wvntdB 
Thig  ride  wai  my  delifrtii-     I  lov*  mil  nnu 
And  loliiaiy  placea;  where  we  latte 
The  pleaiure  of  believing  whal  we  see 
Ii  boDodlew,  ai  we  wuh  out  aouU  to  be : 
And  (ucb  wu  Ibis  wide  ocean,  and  Iha  ihor* 
Mora  barren  than  iu  billowi ;  and  yd  mors 
Than  all.  with  a  remembcr'd  fnend  1  tova 
To  ride  ■■  iben  I  rode ; — for  Ihe  windi  dmva 
'ing  ipny  along  ibc  nuioy  air 
r  &cei ;  ihe  blue  henveni  were  bare, 

. ,  1 10  iheir  depihi  by  ihe  airakeuDg  nonli, 
And.  from  ihe  wnvea.  eoiuid  like  delighi  bfoka  h 
Hunranixing  wilh  •oliiude.  and  Hni 

I  out  heart!  aerial  menimeiiC. 

a>  we  code,  we  lalk'd ;  and  Ihe  awifl  Ibou^ 

ipng  itaelf  with  laughler,  linger'd  not. 

Charged  with  light  mcnwnea  of  reraerobei'd  hoi 
Kane  ilow  enough  tot  aadneai :  till  we  come 
Homeward,  which  alwayi  raakei  the  ipiril  lama. 
Thii  da;  bad  been  rheerful  bul  cold,  and  now 
""  ai  Binkuig,  and  the  wind  aW 

Our  Ealk  grew  Himewbat  eerioua,  as  may  be 
Talk  inlemiptecl  with  luch  raillery 


mauertli  nol  (laeOy  knawn.  Julian,  in  iihib  at  h 
betemilai  apinloni.  la  conJaitBted  bf  bii  (ticndi  In  pHvi 
aooH  foud  qudlliea.  Bow  hi  lliti  ii  poHlblc.  Um  piai 
naikt  Witt  deteminr.   Julian  it  ratberKrloua, 

OrUKManlasIeaaginDoliiniraialion.   Henmil 
biaowD  tecoanKotaavo  beenitiHp]»lnUd  In  ten.    H 

ia  bii  rirhl  asnaea.  Hia  iiory.  tnll  ai  lenglb.  migbl  be  Ilk 


I  aoOK  one  evening  with  CounI  Mnddalo 
Upnn  ihe  bank  of  land  which  hrenki  ihe  floi 
Of  Arlrie  lowQida  \'enice:  a  bare  Birand 
or  hiUocka.  heap'd  fnia  ever^hiftiog  amid. 


itaelf  b< 
The  ihoughli  il  w 


Alllh 


3uld  citinguiah : — 'i  wa 

ith]n  Ihe  dalea  of  helL 
and  deiliny. 

It  beliai 


:Bn  point,  or  auHeiing  can  achjeva, 
inied  ;  and  I  [for  ever  aliU 
nae  lo  make  the  bed  of  ill  f) 
Argued  againit  denpondency ;  bul  pi^ 
Made  my  companion  lake  the  darker  tide. 
The  aenae  ihu  he  woa  greater  than  hia  kind 
Had  atnick,  mpthinkB.  ha  eagle  apirit  blind 
By  ganng  on  ita  own  eiceeding  light. 
Meanwhile  the  aun  paused  ere  it  ahonld  alight 
Over  the  boriion  of  the  mountaina — Oh  * 
whan  thn  glow 
Of  heaven  deicenda  tipon  a  land  like  thee. 
Thou  peradiee  of  eiilet.  Italy ; 

.mains,  leaa.  and  Tineyarda.  and  the  kii 
they  enciirle !— It  vtai  oura 
in  ITo  miamd  on  thee,  beholding  il :  and  then. 
iI..\luH'ntoRi-««^ia&&a»nra!*A.1bfi  Coont'a 
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aittng  tbr  us  with  the  gondola. 

I  who  pause  on  some  delightful  way, 

bent  on  pleasant  pilgrimage,  we  stood, 

upon  the  evening  and  the  flood, 
ay  between  the  city  and  the  shore, 
vilh  the  image  of  the  sky :  the  hoar 
y  Alps,  towards  the  north,  appear'd, 
I  mist,  a  heaven-sustaining  bulwark,  rear*d 
1  the  east  and  west ;  and  half  the  sky 
»rd  with  clouds  of  rich  emblazonry, 
irple  at  the  zenith,  which  still  grew 
le  steep  west  into  a  wondrous  hue 
*  than  burning  gold,  even  to  the  rent 
the  swift  sun  yet  paused  in  his  descent 
the  many-folded  hills — they  were 
iuDOus  Euganean  hills,  which  bear, 

from  lido  through  the  harbor  piles, 
eness  of  a  clump  of  peaked  isles — 
>n,  as  if  the  earth  and  sea  had  been 
sd  into  one  lake  of  Are,  were  seen 
Dountains  towering,  as  from  waves  of  flame, 

the  vaporous  sun,  from  which  there  came 
DOst  purple  spirit  of  light,  and  made 
ery  peaks  transparent    **  Ere  it  fiide,*' 
r  companion.    '*  I  will  show  you  soon 
r  station.**    So,  o*er  the  lagune 
led ;  and  from  that  funereal  bark 
,  and  saw  the  city,  and  could  mark 
>m  their  many  isles,  in  evening's  gleam, 
>les  and  its  palaces  did  seem 
t>rics  of  enchantment  piled  to  heav'n. 
bout  to  speak,  when — **  We  are  even 

the  point  I  meant,"  said  Maddalo, 
de  the  gondolieri  cease  to  row. 
Julian,  on  the  west,  and  listen  well 
hear  not  a  deep  and  heavy  bell." 
,  and  saw  between  us  and  the  sun 
ing  on  an  island,  such  an  one 
to  age  might  add,  for  uses  vile, — 
owless,  deform'd  and  dreary  pile ; 

the  top  an  open  tower,  where  hung 

which  in  the  radiance  sway'd  and  swung— 

lid  just  hear  its  hoaree  and  iron  tongue : 

Mid  sun  sank  behind  it,  and  it  toll'd 

ig  and  black  relief. — "  What  we  behold 

B  the  madhouse  and  its  belfry  tower  ;'*— 

sddalo,  *'  and  even  at  this  hour, 

vho  may  cross  the  water  hear  that  bell, 

calb  the  maniacs,  each  one  from  tus  cell, 

wrs.*' — **  As  much  skill  as  need  to  pray, 

ks  or  hope  for  their  dark  lot,  have  they, 

r  stem  Maker,"  I  replied. — **  O,  ho ! 

k  as  in  years  past,"  said  Maddalo. 

trange  men  change  not    You  were  ever  still 

Christ's  flock  a  perilous  infidel, 

for  the  meek  lambs :  if  you  can't  swim, 

of  jMovidence."    I  look'd  on  him, 

gay  smile  had  faded  from  his  eye. 
uch,'*  he  cried  "  is  our  mortality ; 
s  must  be  the  emblem  and  the  sign 
X  should  be  eternal  and  divine ; 
e  that  black  and  dreary  bell,  the  soul 
I  a  heav*n-illumined  tower,  must  toll 
ughts  and  our  desires  to  meet  below 
the  rent  heart,  and  pray — as  madmen  do ; 


For  what  f  they  know  not,  till  the  night  of  dettth, 
As  sunset  that  strange  vision,  severeth 
Our  memory  from  itself,  and  us  from  all 
We  sought,  and  yet  were  bafl^.**    I  recall 
The  sense  of  what  he  said,  although  I  mar 
The  force  of  his  expressions.    The  broad  star 
Of  day  meanwhile  had  sunk  behind  the  hill ; 
And  the  black  bell  became  invisible ; 
And  the  red  tower  look'd  gray ;  and  all  between. 
The  churches,  ships,  and  palaces,  were  semi 
Huddled  in  gloom ;  into  the  purple  sea 
The  orange  hues  of  heaven  sunk  silendy. 
We  hardly  spoke,  and  soon  the  gondola 
Convey'd  me  to  my  lodging  by  the  way. 

The  following  mom  was  rainy,  cold  and  dim : 
Ere  Maddalo  arose  I  call'd  on  him. 
And  whilst  I  waited,  with  his  child  I  play*d ; 
A  lovelier  toy  sweet  Nature  never  made ; 
A  serious,  subtle,  wild,  yet  gentle  being ; 
Graceful  without  design,  and  unforeaeeing ; 
With  eyes— Oh !  speak  not  of  her  eyes !  whidi  mm 
Twin  mirrors  of  Italian  Heaven,  yet  gleam 
With  such  deep  meaning  as  we  never  see 
But  in  the  human  countenance.    With  me 
She  wu  a  special  favorite :  I  had  nursed 
Her  fine  and  feeble  limbs,  when  she  came  fint 
To  this  bleak  world  ;  and  she  yet  seem*d  to  know. 
On  second  sight,  her  ancient  playfellow. 
Less  changed  than  she  wu  l^  six  months  or  wo. 
For,  after  her  first  sh3me8s  was  wom  out. 
We  sate  there,  rolling  billiard-ballB  about, 
When  the  Count  enter'd.    Salutations  pest : 
**  The  words  you  spoke  last  night  might  well  have 
A  darkness  on  my  spirit . — ^if  man  be 
The  passive  thing  you  say,  I  should  not  see 
Much  harm  in  the  religions  and  old  saws 
(Though  /  may  never  own  such  leaden  laws) 
Which  break  a  teachless  nature  to  the  yoke : 
Mine  is  another  foith." — ^Thus  much  I  spoke. 
And,  noting  he  replied  not,  added — **  See 
This  lovely  child ;  blithe,  innocent  and  free ; 
She  spends  a  happy  time,  with  little  care ; 
While  we  to  such  sick  thoughts  subjected  are. 
As  came  on  you  last  night    It  is  our  will 
Which  thus  enchains  us  to  permitted  ill. 
We  might  be  otherwise  ;  we  might  be  all 
We  dream  of,  happy,  high,  miyesiical. 
Where  is  the  love,  beauty,  and  troth  we  seek. 
But  in  our  minds  ?  And.  if  we  were  not  weak, 
Should  we  be  less  in  deed  than  in  desire  7" — 
— **  Ay,  if  we  were  not  weak, — and  we  aspire. 
How  vainly !  to  be  strong,"  said  Maddalo . 
"You  talk  Utopia"— 

"  It  remains  to  know,'* 
I  then  rejoin'd,  **  and  those  who  try,  may  find 
How  strong  the  chains  are  which  our  spirit  bind : 
Britde  perchance  as  straw.     We  are  anured 
Much  may  be  conquered,  much  may  be  endured. 
Of  what  degrades  and  crushes  us.     We  know 
That  we  have  power  over  ourselves  to  do 
And  suflbr — what,  we  know  not  till  we  try ; 
But  something  nobler  than  to  live  and  die : 
So  taught  tiie  kings  of  old  philosophy, 
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Wtw  MBO'd  l"*"  religion  made  men  blind  ; 
And  itum  whi>  laBir  vtilfa  ihou  nifienag  kind, 
Ygl  reel  this  &i<h,  religion." 

"  My  doer  friend," 
Slid  Mmddalo. "  my  judgment  will  im  bend 
To  TDiu  opinitn.  Ihoiigli  I  ihink  yvi  might 
Hiks  luch  B  lyslem  refutuDon-Iighl. 
At  fir  w  wonlB  go.     I  knew  one  bke  yoo. 


Wiih  whom  I  «rgoed  in  ■ 
b  now  gone  mad — and  ■ 
Poor  fellow  I— Btji  if  yoi 
We'll  vldl  him,  end  hii 


id  he 


gtheo, 


"  I  hope  (o  piova  Ihe  ioduclkin  olborwiae. 
And  dill  ■  WBni  or  thai  irna  thdory  ■rilt. 
winch  leeki  ■  ioq!  of  gnodneis  in  ihingi  ill. 
Or  in  hin»ir  or  othen.  hu  ihui  bo«'d 
Hii  being  -— ibere  sre  Kine  by  noniro  prond, 
Wba.  padeni  in  all  elw,  demnod  bui  thii — 
lb  love  and  be  beloved  wiih  gonllenm  y~ 
And  being  Kwrn'd,  whit  wonder  if  the;  die 
Some  living  dasih  I   Thi*  ii  not  deiliny, 
Bui  men'i  own  wilful  ill.'"— 

A*  thus  I  opoke. 
Sen'snii  aanounrwj  Ihn  gondoln.  and  we 
Thnogh  the  ful'lalling  rsin  and  higb-nrought  eee 
SuI'd  10  [he  islaod  where  the  mad-bouie  deitd). 
We  diiembsrk'd.     The  elop  of  lorlnKd  huidt. 
F^em  yelli.  and  howlingi.  and  lamendnga  keen, 

Accoited  HI.  We  elinib'd  the  oozy  tiain 
Into  an  old  court-yanl.  1  heard  on  high, 
Tlien.  fngnkCDU  of  mast  touching  melody. 

Bui  looking  up  bsw  not  the  >i(iger  thorc 

Through  the  black  bnin  in  Ihe  lempMiuooa  air 
I  MW.  like  woede  on  a  wreck'd  palarc  growing. 
Long  tangled  locks  flung  wildly  Kinh  anj  flowing. 
Of  Ihoao  who  on  a  tudden  were  beguiled 
iMo  Hrange  rilunce,  and  look'd  fLirlb  and  nniled. 
Heuing  aweet  uunda.     Then  I : — 

"  Melhinka  [here  wer 
A  core  of  thew  with  patience  and  kind  care. 


I  know  bul  thi>,' 

To  Venice  a  dejected  n 

Bald  be  waa  wealthy,  0 

«  thought  Ihe  Ion  of  fort 


Bui  he  wu  ever  talking  in  lucb  eon 

It  wia  doapeir  made  ihem  eo  unifomi : 

Ai  TOO  do,— bul  more  «dly,— he  Ktm'd  hurt. 

And  all  the  while  the  loud  u>d  gu-ly  .Ion 

Even  aa  a  man  with  bi>  peculiar  wrong, 

Hia  d  through  the  window,  ond  «-e  aiood 

To  hear  bni  of  the  oppreoion  of  the  atrong. 

Stealing  hi.  accenu  from  the  envious  wi« 

Oi  thoae  ahaard  deceiia  <I  think  with  you 

Unseen.     I  yet  remember  what  he  md 

In  aome  roapecta,  yon  know}  which  eany  ihiough 

The  eicellenl  impoeton  of  this  eanh 

When  Ihey  DQIfnce  deleclion,     tie  bed  uonfa. 

■■  Month  after  month."  he  cned,  ■■  lo  boar 

ih  faim  fram  France,  aixl  when 
She  lel^  him  and  retum'd.  he  wandei'd  Ilien 

yon  lonely  talee  of  deaen  aiid. 
Till  he  grew  wild.     He  had  no  esah  or  land 

'^  „      -Ihe  police  had  brtfught  hijn  her* 

Some  fsncy  look  him,  and  he  woidd  not  bear 
Removal,  eo  I  flUed  up  for  him 
llMae  rooma  beaide  Ihe  aet,  to  pieaee  hu  whin ; 
And  eeal  him  biuif.  and  bnoki,  and  ditib  Ibi  Oowes 
Which  had  adorri'd  hie  life  in  happier  honia. 


Andil; 


h>  little  ra 


or  lea) 


gentle 

nndi 

nfortnnale— 

are  1 

let  ettain.  which  e 

larm  il 

ceighl 

men's 

and  make  Ihii  heU 

appear 

acred  (ilerKv,  huih'd 


"  None  but  the  very  ma 
I  all  menkind.  were  I.  aa  he. 
ch  deep  reverw,      Hw  melody 
ed  now ;  we  hear  the  din 
1.  ahriek  on  ahnek.  again  begin 

viHI  him  !  afiei  Ihu  airiin, 
mmiuiea  with  himaejf  again, 


\ 


Haring  Bid 
Theao  worda.  we  call'd  the  keeper,  and  ha  Ud 

poor  wnlch  nni  atniDg  monniAiliy 
Near  a  piano,  hia  pale  fingen  twined 
One  with  Ihe  other .-  and  the  ooie  and  wind 
Rush'd  Ihrwi^h  an  open  caH-ment,  end  did  nray 
Hm  hair,  and  atnrr'd  il  wilii  Ihe  brackiah  apmy : 

And  he  wai  miiiiering;  and  hii  lean  limhaiheok, 
Hii  lipe  were  pmsi'd  against  a  folded  leaf 
beautiful  for  health,  and  grief 
Ibeir  moliom  aa  they  lay  apart, 
o  wroughi  from  hia  own  fervid  heait 
The  eloquence  of  punon  :  soon  he  raiaed 
Hia  aad  meek  &ce.  end  eyea  luanona  and  gland. 
And  apoke^^ometimei  fli one  who  wrote,  and  ihonghi 
Hia  worda  might  move  tome  heart  thai  heeded  noi. 


ind  then  a 


Ifae 

Eteproachiog  dcedi  nevi 

'enog  neiframpaaiion ; — then  hi 
grief,  and  then  hia  nnrda  camt 
Unmodulated  and  eiprenionlem. — 


la  a  jade  urged  by  the  whip  and  gead. 
To  drug  ble  on— which  like  a  heai-y  chain 
Uingthena  behind  with  many  a  link  of  pun. 
And  not  to  ipeak  my  gtieF— O,  not  in  dara 
To  Kive  a  human  voice  to  my  denpeii ; 
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re,  aod  move,  and,  wretched  thing !  tmile  on, 

[  never  went  aiide  to  groAn, 

reu  this  muk  of  falsehood  even  to  those 

ire  most  dear — not  for  ray  own  repoee— 

no  soom,  or  pain,  or  hate,  could  be 

ivy  oa  that  falsehood  is  to  me — 

at  I  cannot  bear  more  alter'd  laoea 

needs  must  be,  more  changed  and  oold  flm> 

braces, 
misery,  dimppointment,  and  mistrust 
m  me  for  their  father.    Would  the  dost 
covered  in  upon  my  body  now ! 
he  life  ceased  to  toil  within  my  brow ! 
lien  these  thoughts  would  at  the  last  be  fled : 
I  not  fear  such  pain  can  vex  the  dead. 


fhat  Power  delights  to  torture  us  ?  I  know 

to  myself  I  do  not  wholly  owe 

now  I  suflier,  though  in  part  I  may. 

none  strew'd  fresh  dowers  upon  Uie  way, 

B,  wandering  heedlessly,  I  met  pale  Pain, 

ladow,  which  will  leave  me  not  agaixL 

tve  err'd,  there  was  no  joy  in  error, 

lin,  and  insult,  and  unrest,  and  terror; 

)  not,  as  some  do,  bought  penitence 

pleasure,  and  a  dark  yet  sweet  oflence ; 

en  if  love,  and  tendemeas,  and  truth 

verlived  Hope's  momentary  youth, 

«ed  should  have  redeem'd  me  from  repenting ; 

•thed  soom  and  outrage  unrelenting 

>ve  excited  by  far  other  seeming, 

the  end  was  gain*d :— as  one  from  dreaming 

reetest  peace,  I  woke,  and  found  my  state 

as  it 


**  O,  thou,  my  spirit's  mate ! 
for  Uioa  art  compassionate  and  wise, 
lit  pity  me  fiom  thy  most  gentle  eyes, 
I  sad  writing  thou  shouldst  ever  see, 
)cret  groans  must  be  unheard  by  Uiee ; 
wouldst  weep  tears,  Intter  as  blood,  to  know 
ost  frieiKi's  incommunicable  woe. 
w  by  whom  my  nature  has  been  weigVd 
sndi^p,  let  me  not  that  name  degrade, 
idng  ,on  your  hearts  the  secret  load 
h  crushes  mine  to  dust    There  is  one  road 
Ace,  and  that  is  truth,  which  follow  ye ! 
sometimes  leads  astray  to  misery, 
link  not,  though  subdued  (and  I  may  well 
lat  I  am  subdued) — that  the  full  hell 
n  me  would  infect  the  untainted  breast 
cred  nature  with  its  own  unrest ; 
me  perverted  beings  think  to  find 
»m  or  hate  a  medicine  for  the  mind 
b  scorn  or  hate  hath  wounded. — O,  how  vain ! 
lagger  heals  not,  but  may  rend  again. 
re  that  I  am  ever  still  the  same 
led  as  in  resolve :  and  what  may  tame 
eart,  must  leave  the  understanding  free, 
would  sink  under  this  agony. — 
Iream  that  I  will  join  the  vulgar  eye. 
ith  my  silence  sanction  t]rranny, 
)k  a  moment's  shelter  from  my  pain 
f  madness  which  the  world  calls  gain ; 
tioo,  or  revenge,  or  thoughts  as  stem 
Me  which  make  me  what  I  am.  or  turn 

3R 


To  avarice  or  misanthropy  or  Iwt 
Heap  on  me  soon,  O  grave,  thy  welooma  doat! 
Till  then  the  dnngecm  may  demand  ita  piey, 
And  Pbverty  and  Shame  may  meet  and  say, 
Halting  beside  me  in  the  public  way^ — 
*  That  love-devoted  youth  is  ouis :  let*s  sit 
Beaide  him  t  he  may  live  some  six  montfas  yet.'— » 
Or  Ifae  red  scafibki,  as  our  country  bends. 
May  ask  some^wilUng  victim ;  or  ye,  friends! 
May  &11  under  some  sorrow,  which  this  heart 
Or  hand  may  share,  or  vanquish,  or  avert ; 
I  am  prepared,  in  troth,  with  no  proud  joy, 
To  do  or  suflbr  aught,  as  when  a  boy 
I  did  devote  to  justice,  and  to  love. 
My  nature,  worthless  now. 

**  I  muat  remove 
A  veil  from  my  pent  mind.    "Tis  torn  aakie ! 
O!  pallid  as  Death's  dedicated  bride, 
Thou  mockery  which  art  sitting  by  my  side. 
Am  I  not  wan  like  thee  f  At  the  gmve's  call 
I  haste,  invited  to  tiiy  wedding-haU, 
To  meet  the  ghasdy  paramour,  for  whom 
Thou  hast  deaerted  me,— and  made  the  tomb 
Thy  bridal  bed.    But  I  beaide  thy  feet 
Will  lie,  and  watch  ye  from  my  winding-sheet 

Thus— wide  awake  though  dead ^Yet  stay,  O,  stay ! 

Go  not  so  soon— I  know  not  what  I  say— 
Hear  but  my  reasons— I  am  mad,  I  fear, 
My  fimcy  is  o'erwrought— thou  art  not  here. 

Pde  art  thou,  'tis  moat  true ^but  thou  art 

Thy  work  is  finiah'd ;  I  am  left  alone. 

**  Nay,  was  it  I  who  woo'd  thee  to  thb  hreast. 

Which  like  a  serpent  thou  envenomest 

As  in  repayment  of  the  warmth  it  lent  f 

Didst  thou  not  seek  me  for  thine  own  content  f 

Did  not  thy  love  awaken  mine  7  I  thought 

That  thou  wert  she  who  said  '  You  kiss  me  not 

Ever ;  I  fear  you  do  not  love  me  novy.* 

In  troth  I  loved  even  to  my  overthrow 

Her,  who  would  fain  forget  theae  words ;  but  they 

Cling  to  her  mind,  and  cannot  pass  away. 


*'  You  say  that  I  am  proud ;  that  when  I  speak, 
My  lip  is  tortured  with  the  wrbngs.  which  break 
The  spirit  it  expresses. — Never  one 
Humbled  himself  before,  as  I  have  done ! 
Even  the  instinctive  worm  on  which  we  tread 
Turns,  though  it  Wound  not — ^then,  wi^  prostrate 

head. 
Sinks  in  the  dust,  and  writhes  like  me— and  dies : 

No : — wean  a  living  death  of  agonies ! 

As  the  slow  shadows  of  the  pointed  grass 
Mark  the  eternal  periods,  its  pangs  pass. 
Slow,  ever-moving,  making  moments  be 
As  mine  seem, — each  an  immortality ! 

"  That  you  had  never  seen  me !  never  heard 
My  voice !  and  more  than  all,  had  ne*er  endured 
The  deep  pollutioo  of  my  lothed  embrace ! 
That  your  eyes  ne'er  had  lied  love  in  my  fiioe ! 
That,  like  some  maniac  monk,  I  had  torn  out 
The  nerves  of  manhood  by  their  bleeding  root 
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iVilh  mine  own  quivering  fingBW  I  »  thai  db'bt 

'iur  h«na  hud  lor  a  tnginvni  mingled  ifaere. 

Fn  dimmiie  in  horror:  Thew  were  nol 

IVilh  thtc  bke  (DIDb  Bupiirea'd  and  hideola  Ihougt 

OTUch  Bia  athHsrl  oui  raiuingi,  bui  can  find 

Vo  leM  wirhui  a  pure  and  genlle  mind— 

Thou  >c«1«tBt  thera  with  mony-a  ban  broad  void, 

bid  seqreiUt  my  memory  o'er  Ihem. — far  t  hflaid 

tnd  ran  tbrgel  nol — ihey  were  rainialer'd, 

Una  oiler  ono.  Iboae  cunes.     Mil  lliem  up 

Uha  selC-doJrDyin;  poLwJni  iti  one  cup : 

^nd  ihey  nill  make  one  blenng,  which  Ihou  ne'e 

Didit  imprecate  £u  on  me deaUiI 


ruel  pi 


neni  Coi . 


e  thai 


Jul  mf,  who»  heart  a  iininger's  [car  might  wear, 
Ai  wBicr-drups  the  (sudy  iimniain-aMDe ; 
Who  loved  and  jiitied  nil  ihingi,  and  could  nmui 
Far  n-oea  nhirU  othtn  hear  nal ;  and  could  Ma 
The  ibaBai  with  ihe  glua  or  pliBnlaay. 
And  near  the  poor  and  irempled  ait  and  weep, 
FnUowinB  the  captive  lo  hii  dutigmn  deep; 
JMr.  who  am  aa  a  nerve  u'cr  which  da  creep 
The  elic  unfeli  oppfwnioiu  of  Itiia  rarth. 
And  waa  lo  thee  the  flame  upon  iliy  hcanh, 
tVhcn  all  bende  wu  isld :— thai  Ihou  on  me 
Should  nun  these  pJaguea  of  blialenng  agony^ 
Such  curwi  are  from  lipa  once  eloquent 
With  !ove"<  too  partial  pmise!  Lei  none  relent 

HcnceJbnh,  if  an  eumple  for  the  eamo 
They  Kek :— for  thou  on  me  look'dn  M  and  ao, 
And  didii  apeak  thu*  and  Ihua.     I  live  Hi  ahoir 
How  much  men  bear  and  die  not. 


"Thou  will  lell, 


my  love  when  Ihitle  grew 


(For  indeed  Nalure  nor  in  fonn  nor  hue 
Beatow'd  on  me  her  choiceel  motkmonihip), 
Shall  nol  bo  thy  defence:  lor  ainra  thy  life 
Mel  mine  linu  yean  long  pad. — aince  ihtDesye  kin- 


For  bolh  our  wretched  •■kea.--lbr  ihiae  the  mod. 
Who  fesl'M  alieady  all  ibal  thou  ha>l  kial. 
Wilhoul  the  power  10  wiah  it  thiue  a^n. 
And,  aa  ilow  yean  paiia»  a  funereal  tnin. 
Each  wilh  Ihe  ghoal  of  aome  lojl  hope  or  fheild 
Following  il  like  iu  shadow,  will  ihou  bend 
No  ihougbl  on  my  dcuJ  memory  F 


r  in  de>] 


lai  thee  I  'd 
Do  I  not 


I  give  thee  lean  Ibr  Kom.  and  toy. 
And,  Ihal  thy  lot  may  be  leaa  dnol 
Than  hta  oa  whom  Ihou  Iramplest, 
From  that  aweet  tieep  which  medictne*  all  pu 
ThsD — when  tbou  Rpeakcal  of  me — never  ay, 
'  He  Dould  Ibrgive  nut' — Here  I  caai  away 
All  human  paanotii.  all  revenge,  all  piidei 
i  ihink.  Bpeiik,  act  no  ill ;  I  do  but  hide 
Under  theae  worda.  like  embera.  eieiy  apark 
Of  ihx  which  haa  conaumed  me.     Quick  and  ( 
The  grave  ia  yawning ;— «a  iu  roof  (hall  cover 
My  iimbe  with  dual  and  womia.  noder  and  orei 
So  lei  oblivion  hide  thii  gnef— The  air 
Cloaea  upon  my  accenii.  u  dei>psir 
Upon  my  heart — let  deoih  upon  despiirt" 


!  overromp.  Inuil  bftck  awhil*: 
a  melacdwly  Hnile, 
id  lay  down,  and  alept 


:icij-. 


Bui  froni  my  lipa  the  nnnitling  i 
And  from  my  pen  the  worda  flov 
Danling  my  eyea  wilh  acolding 


lal  w 


And  wiae  and  good^  which  li 
Thoae  who  inflicl  moal  aiiflei 
Tfa«  work  of  Uwii 


hums  the  brain 
hing.  fair, 

,  for  Ihey  «eo 
heuta,  and  thai  mnit  ba 


Wcpl  without  fthai 

The  man  who  were  nol.  miul  have  lack'd  a  hK 
Of  human  nature.— Then  we  linger-d  not 
Although  our  nrgtunenl  waa  quiio  lorgat ; 
But,  calling  the  allendanla.  went  [o  dine 
At  Mnddalo'i : — yet  neither  cheer  nor  wine 

1  five  ua  spitiis.  for  we  lallt'd  of  him. 

nothing  eW.  litl  daylight  made  luui  dim. 

WB  agreed  il  was  aomo  dreadful  ill 

ighi  on  him  boldly,  yei  unipeokable. 

dear  friend;  tome  deodty  change  in  love 

lo  vow'd  deeply  which  he  dream'd  not  of; 

vhose  nhe  he.  il  neem'd.  had  fii'd  a  blot 
Of  liilafliarjsl  in  hii  mind,  which  HoQiiah'd  nol 

Wing  mith ; 
And  havmg  ktatnp'd  Ihif  canker  on  hia  youth- 
She  had  sbandon'd  him  ^ — and  hnw  much  niors 
Might  be  hi>  woe.  wc  giieai'd  nol : — he  had  ahn 
or  Ihend*  and  lurtune  once,  b  we  could  guea 
From  hia  nice  habila  and  hia  genilenen: 
These  now  were  loat — it  were  a  grief  indeed 
If  he  bad  chonged  one  unauitoining  reed 
" — "  that  luch  B  man  might  else  odom. 


The  colon  of  hj 
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led  into  poetry  by  wrong : 

m  in  ■nflfering  what  they  teach  in  Mmg.** 

id  been  an  unconnected  man, 

lis  moment,  should  have  ibrm'd  acMne  plan 

leave  sweet  Venice :  for  to  me 
slight  to  ride  by  the  lone  sea : 
\  the  town  is  silent— one  may  write, 
in  gondolas  by  day  or  night, 
he  little  brazen  lamp  alight, 
uninterrupted  . — books  are  there, 

and  casts  from  all  those  statues  &ir 
vere  twin-bom  with  poetry ; — and  all 
.  in  towns,  with  little  to  recall 
V  the  green  country : — I  might  sit 
alo*s  great  palace,  and  his  wit 
tie  talk  would  cheer  the  winter  night, 
£e  me  know  myself: — and  the  fire-light 
lash  upon  our  faces,  till  the  day 
iwn,  and  itiake  me  wonder  at  my  stay, 
d  friends  in  London  too.    The  chief 
•n  here  viras  that  I  sought  relief 
9  deep  tenderness  that  maniac  wrought 
ne — 't  was  perhaps  an  idle  thought, 
agined  that  if,  day  by  day, 
id  him,  and  seldom  went  away, 
lied  all  the  beatings  of  his  heart 
il,  as  men  study  some  stubborn  art 
r  own  good,  and  could  by  patience  find 
ince  to  the  cmvems  of  his  mind, 
reclaim  him  from  his  dark  estate. 
Iships  I  had  been  most  fortunate, 
er  saw  I  one  whom  I  would  call 
iUingly  my  friend  ^-and  this  was  all 
lish'd  not ;— «och  dreams  of  baseless  good 
e  and  go,  in  crowds  or  solitude, 
ve  no  trace ! — but  what  I  now  design'd, 
)r  long  years,  impression  on  my  mind, 
bllowing  morning,  urged  by  my  affidrs, 
ight  Venice. — 

Afler  many  yean, 
sy  changes,  I  retum'd ;  the  name 
loe,  and  ifii  aspect,  were  the  same ; 
ddalo  was  travelling,  far  away, 
the  mountains  of  Armenia. 

was  dead  :  his  child  had  now  become 
in,  such  as  it  has  been  my  doom 
t  with  few ;  a  wonder  of  this  earth, 
there  is  Uttle  of  transcendent  worth, — 
e  of  Shakspeare  8  women.     Kindly  the, 
th  a  manner  beyond  courtesy, 
n1  her  fiither's  friend ;  and,  when  I  ask'd 
torn  maniac,  she  her  memory  task'd, 
d,  as  she  had  heard,  the  mournful  tale : 
the  poor  sufferer's  health  began  to  fail, 
ars  from  my  departure  ;  but  that  then 
ly,  who  had  lei)  him,  came  again, 
m  had  been  imperious,  but  she  now 
meek ;  perhaps  remorse  had  brought  her  low. 
ning  made  him  better ;  and  they  stay*d 
)r  at  my  father's, — for  I  plajr'd. 
member,  with  the  lady's  shawl ; 

be  six  jrears  old : — ^But,  after  all, 
ihim.**— 

«*  Why,  her  heart  most  have  been  tooffa : 
d  it  end  ?** 


**  And  was  not  this  enough  f 
They  met,  they  parted." 

**  Child,  is  there  no  more  f " 

**  Something  within  that  interval,  which  bore 
The  stamp  of  to&y  they  parted,  how  they  met ; 
Yet  if  thine  aged  eyes  disdain  to  wet 
These  wrinkled  cheeks  with  youth's  lemember'd 

tears. 
Ask  me  no  more ;  but  let  the  silent  yean 
Be  dosed  and  cored  over  their  memory 
As  yoQ  mute  marble  where  their  corpses  lie.*' 

I  urged  and  question'd  still :  she  tdd  me  how 
All  happen'd-— but  the  cold  world  shall  not  know. 

Rome,  Hay,  1819. 


THE  WITCH  OF  ATLA& 

I. 
Betori  those  cruel  Twini,  whom  at  one  birth 

Incestuous  Change  bore  to  her  fiither  Tune, 
Error  and  Truth,  had  bunted  from  the  earth 

All  those  bright  natures  which  adom'd  its  prime, 
And  left  us  nothing  to  believe  in,  worth 

The  pains  of  potting  into  learned  rhyme, 
A  lady-witch  there  lived  on  Atlas'  nln^m>^^fn^ 
Within  a  cavern  by  a  secret  fountain.  • 

IL 
Her  mother  was  one  of  the  Atlantides : 

The  all-beholding  Sun  had  ne'er  beholden 
In  his  wide  vojrage  o'er  continents  and  seas 

So  fiiir  a  creature,  as  she  lay  enfolden 
In  the  wann  shadow  of  her  loveliness ;— > 

He  kias'd  her  witii  his  beams,  and  made  all  golden 
The  chamber  of  grey  rock  in  which  she  lay^ 
She,  in  that  dream  of  joy,  dissolved  away. 

III. 

'TIS  said,  she  was  firrt  changed  into  a  vapor, 
AikI  then  into  a  cloud,  such  clouds  as  flit, 

like  8plendor>winged  moths  about  a  taper, 
Round  the  red  west  when  the  son  dies  in  it  : 

And  then  into  a  meteor,  such  as  caper 
On  hill-lops  when  the  moon  is  in  a  fit ; 

Then,  into  one  of  those  mysterious  stan 

Which  hide  themselves  between  the  Earth  and  Man. 

IV. 

Ten  times  die  Mother  of  the  Months  had  bent 
Her  bow  beside  the  folding-star,  and  bidden 

With  that  bright  sign  the  biUows  to  indent 
The  seanleaerted  sand :  like  children  chiddm. 

At  her  command  they  ever  came  and  went : — 
Since  in  that  cave  a  dewy  splendor  hidden. 

Took  shape  and  motion :  wHh  tiie  living  form 

Of  this  embodied  Fbwer,  die  cave  grew  wann. 

V. 

A  lovely  lady  garmented  in  light 

From  her  own  beauty— deep  her  eyes,  as  are 
Two  openings  of  unfiithomable  ni|^ 

Seen  thioo^  a  tempest-cloven  no£—hn  hair 
Dark— the  din  brain  whirls  diay  with  delight, 

Pietoring  her  form !  her  soft  smiles  shone  aftr. 
And  her  low  voice  was  heard  like  knre,  and  drew 
All  living  thinyi  towards  this  wonder  new. 
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VI. 

ad  Gral  ihr  apoUcd  CBiae)«>p«rd  cwne, 
And  ihin  ibe  vtite  snd  rearlvn  flephant : 

Am  ths  iVf  Mrpent  in  the  golden  rtame 
Of  hii  own  mlunwn  inlefyolvKl , — nil  g«ont 

iBd  unguinB  benu  her  gcnil^  Imlu  nude  mnw. 
They  df«nk  beftire  hi 


evBiy  1" 


ngnvi 


T»l  .he  might  ir 

nchthambo 

ivlheyiJwuld  forego 

•bail  inborn  thinl 

r  dMth :  l! 

m>  oiiuw.  .t  he 

feet,  and  « 

«hl  to  blow. 

Kth  loDki  whow  1 

01,00.  .pok, 

w.ihoul  a  Uinpie, 

Bow  he  might  bt 

vin. 

And  aid  Slenui.  shakin;^  ■  green  nlick 

Of  Ulian.  wd  the  wmd-^i  in  a  craw 
CiBH.  b1ith«,  u  in  the  ulii'e  ca]wn  ibick 

CicadB  on.  dionk  with  the  nnonday  dew : 
And  Driope  and  Fniinua  follnw'd  quicli, 

Teaaing  Ihe  God  to  niig  them  tomolhitig  new, 
"nil  in  ibu  c*TB  Ihey  found  the  ladj  lone, 
Silling  upon  a  agal  dT  ementd  ilune, 

IX. 
And  Univenal  Pan.  'lb  md,  wai  thew, 

And  Ibough  none  nw  him, — through  ths  adonui 
Of  Ihe  deep  moimlaiiu.  Ihiough  the  trackleaa  air, 

And  Ihiough  ihoae  Uving  ipiriiii,  like  a  nanl 
He  pul  out  of  hii  sTerlaiiing  lair 

■  ■kheaiiofthogieal  woriddorttnai 


Which  wben  Ibe  lady  knew,  ehe  look  her  ipinilli 
And  twinnd  three  thnsda  of  Seecy  laid,  and  three 

Long  lioei  of  light,  euch  a>  the  dawn  may  kindle 
The  doudi  and  wbt«  and  mauniaina  with,  and 

A>  many  ■u^be«nu.  ere  their  Ismpt  coiild  dwindle 

In  the  bolsted  moon,  n'ound  tkilfully  ; 
And  Kith  IhcK  Ihreadi  a  tnhtle  veil  ihe  wov<> — 


XIV. 
The  deep  recewa  of  her  odoroue  dwelling 

Were  iiored  nith  magic  treMores — nandi  of  u 
Whii-h  bad  the  power  nil  ipirib  of  compelhng, 

Folded  m  cellt  of  ctyitol  lilcnce  Ihere  .- 
Such  ai  we  beat  in  youth,  nnd  [hink  the  fitGot 

Will  never  die— ycl  ere  we  ore  aivnre. 
The  feeling  and  the  Kound  are  fled  and  gone* 


id  felt  Ihsl  w 
id  >he  felt  hii 


And  every  nymph  of  ilream  and  pipreading  tnf. 

And  every  ■hepherden  of  Ocean'i  dockn. 
Who  drives  her  while  wavea  over  the  green  WB  i 

And  Ocean,  with  ihc  brine  on  hi«  gray  lockj. 
And  quainl  PriBpUB  with  hii  company 

All  (ame.  much  wondering  how  the  enwombed 

Could  have  hrought  forth  to  beautiful  a  birth  ;^ — 
Bei  love  lubdned  their  wonder  and  (heir  mirth. 

XI- 

The  heidrmen  and  Ihe  mounlun  moideru  eame. 

And  the  rude  kinga  of  poBtoml  Geramaut — 
Then  ipirili  ehook  wiihin  them,  an  a  flama 

Pigmiea.  and  Polyphemee,  by  many  a  name, 

Cenlaura  and  Salyis.  and  auch  shapes  aa  huunl 
WbI  clefla, — and  lumpa  neither  alive  nor  dead, 
Dog-headod,  boionHyed  and  biid-fooled. 


xn. 


CI  bosTity  nude 


or  ahe  wni  bcmiliful  ■■  m- 

The  bright  world  dim,  a ,  ^  „ 

edng  image  of  a  abode  ; 

ivuig  apirit  could  abide. 

been  bptray'd, 


No  thought  of 
Whieh  to  her  looka  naa  ever 
On  any  objeel  in  the  world 


rogiellh 


XV. 


And  there  lay  Vidona  vwill.  and  a weet.  and  qnubl. 
Each  in  ita  Ihin  ahealh  like  a  rhiyaolin  ; 

Soma  eager  to  bural  forth,  some  weak  and  flint 
With  tlie  aotl  burthen  uf  itiienM»  bhn; 

It  ia  in  Ktirk  (o  beor  to  many  a  nuni 

Whose  heart  adorn  t)io  ahnne  which  holieit  U. 

Even  Love'a — and  oihon  H'liits.  green,  gny.  and 
black. 

And  of  all  aliapce — and  each  woa  at  her  beck 

And  odon  m  a  kind  of  aviniy 

Of  ever-blooming  l^eti-trem  >ho  kepi. 

Clipl  in  a  floating  net.  a  laTe«ch  Fairy 

"-' fnmi  daw-beama  while  Ihe  maon  ni 


i>  at  the  wired  windon 


They  boat  their  vana  j  and  each  waa  an  adept. 
When  hnaed  and  mianon'd.  making  winjn  of  windi. 
To  alir  aw-eei  thoughla  or  >ad  in  detiined  minda. 

xvn. 

And  liquors  clear  and  tweet,  whoee  bealihfol  might 
Could  medicine  Iho  »,ck  soni  Co  happy  aleep. 

And  change  cirmal  death  inio  a  night 

Of  glorioua  dreama — or  if  eyne  needs  n>un  weep 

Could  make  their  IcDis  all  Knnder  and  delight, 
^lyatol  viain  did  closely  keepr 


The  Ui-ing  we 


id  of  ihe  dead. 


Here 


XVTII. 


lAi  nii^  uETivti  ill  uie  wonu  ao  wiue. 
*r  v>f  hope  wilhin  the  circling  ikiet 
t  on  her  torm.  and  in  het  tnifvott  eyea 


,'ork»  of  aome  Saiurttian  Archimage. 
Which  taught  ibe  eipiaiiona  al  wbcse  price 

Men  from  the  Goda  might  win  that  happy  age 
Too  lightly  loei,  redeeming  native  vice ; 

might  quench  the  earih-conauining  tags 
Of  gold  and  blood— till  men  should  live  and  move 
Hatrnonious  us  Ibo  sacred  abtr*  above. 
XIX. 
Ihmga  that  eecm  untamable, 
checli'd  and  not  to  he  confined. 
Obey  the  epellfi  of  wisdom's  nizard  akiil  . 

Time,  Earth  and  Firo— the  Ocean  and  the  Wind, 
Lnd  all  their  ahapee — and  man'a  impenal  will ; 
KvA  Qtlter  acnila  whose  t^mlings  did  unbind 
T\w  miwavVirft  sfl  \j«ft — -\*\\Vlb  profane 
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XX. 

And  wondrom  worb  of  substanceB  unknown. 
To  which  the  enchantment  of  her  fioher's  power 

Had  changed  thote  ragged  blocks  of  tavage  ■moe, 
Were  heap'd  in  the  receieee  of  her*bower; 

Carded  lampi  and  chalices,  and  phials  which  shone 
In  their  own  golden  beams— each  like  a  flower, 

Oot  of  whose  depth  a  fire-fly  shakes  his  light 

Under  a  cjrprees  in  a  starless  night 

XXI. 

At  lint  she  lived  alone  in  this  wild  home. 
And  her  own  thoughts  were  each  a  minister, 

Clothing  themselves  or  with  the  ocean-foam. 
Or  with  the  wind,  or  with  the  speed  of  fire, 

To  work  whatever  purposes  might  come 
Into  her  mind ;  such  power  her  mighty  Sire 

Had  gin  them  with,  whether  to  fly  or  run, 

Through  all  the  regions  which  he  shines  upon. 

XXII. 

Hie  Ooean-nymphs  and  Hamadryades, 
Oieads  and  Naiads  with  long  weedy  locks, 

Oflfer^d  to  do  her  bidding  through  the  seas. 
Under  the  earth,  and  in  the  hollow  rocks, 

And  hr  beneath  the  matted  roots  of  trees, 
And  in  the  gnarled  heart  of  stubborn  oaks. 

So  they  might  live  for  ever  in  the  light 

Of  her  sweet  presence— each  a  satellite. 

xxm. 

**This  may  not  be,**  the  wiard  maid  rephed ; 

**  The  fountains  where  the  Naiades  bedew 
Their  shining  hair,  at  length  are  drain'd  and  dried ; 

The  solid  oaks  fbiget  their  strength,  and  strew 
Their  latest  leaf  upon  the  mountains  wide ; 

The  boundless  ocean,  like  a  drop  of  dew. 
Win  be  consumed — the  stubborn  centre  must 
Be  scatter*d,  hke  a  cloud  of  summer  dust 

XXIV. 
*'  And  ye  with  them  will  perish  one  by  one : 

If  I  must  sigh  to  think  that  this  shall  be, 
If  I  must  weep  when  the  surviving  Sun 

SbaH  smile  on  your  decay — Oh,  ask  not  me 
To  love  you  till  your  Uttle  race  is  run ; 

I  cannot  die  as  ye  mustr— over  me 
Your  leaves  shall  glance— the  streams  in  whidi  ye 

dwell 
Shall  be  my  paths  henceforth,  and  so,  fiurewell!'* 

XXV. 

She  spoke  and  wept :  the  dark  and  azure  well 
Sparkled  beneath  the  shower  of  her  bright  tears, 

And  every  little  circlet  where  they  fell, 
Flung  to  the  cavern-roof  tnoonitant  spheres 

And  intertangled  lines  of  light.* — a  knell 
Of  sobbing  voices  came  upon  her  ears 

From  those  departing  Forms,  o'er  the  serene 

Of  the  white  streams  and  of  the  forest  green. 

XXVI. 
All  day  the  wiaid  lady  sat  aloof. 

Spelling  out  scrolls  of  dread  antiquity 
Under  the  cavern's  fountain-lifted  roof; 

Or  broidering  the  pictured  poeiy 
Of  some  high  tale  upon  her  growing  wooC 

Which  the  tweet  splendor  of  hv  anilei  oonhl  dye 
In  hues  outshining  Heaven — and  ever  she 
Addsd  mnw  grace  to  the  wtougbt  pomy. 


xxvn. 

While  on  her  hearth  lay  biasing  many  a  piece 
Of  sandal-wood,  rare  gums  and  tannmwpnn » 

Men  scarcely  know  how  beautiful  fire  is, 
£a<^  fiame  of  it  is  as  a  predoos  stone 

Dissolved  in  ever4noving  light,  and  diis 
Belongs  to  each  and  all  who  gaae  upon. 

The  Witch  beheld  it  not,  for  in  her  hand 

She  held  a  woof  that  dimm'd  the  bonii^g  bund. 

xxvin. 

This  lady  never  slept,  but  lay  in  trance 
All  night  within  the  fountain — as  in  slaepi 

Its  emerald  crags  glow'd  in  her  beaut]r's  gluioe : 
Through  the  green  splendor  of  the  water  deep 

She  saw  the  constellations  reel  and  dance 
like  fire-flies — and  withal  did  ever  keep 

The  tenor  of  her  contemplations  calm. 

With  open  eyes,  closed  feet  and  folded  pafan. 

XXIX. 

And  when  the  whiriwinds  and  the  doods  *iwftWT4r* 
From  the  white  pinnacles  of  that  cold  hill, 

She  past  at  dewfall  to  a  space  extended. 
Where  in  a  lawn  of  flowering  asphodel 

Amid  a  wood  of  pines  and  ced^  Uended, 
There  yawn*d  an  inextinguishable  weD 

Of  crimson  fire,  full  even  to  the  brim. 

And  overflowing  all  the  margin  trim. 

XXX. 

Within  the  which  she  lay  when  the  fierce  war 
Of  wintry  winds  shocdE  that  innocuous  liquor 

In  many  a  mimic  moon  and  bearded  star. 
O'er  woods  and  lawns— the  serpent  heard  it  flicker 

In  sleep,  and  dreaming  still,  he  crept  a&r— 
And  when  the  windless  snow  descended  thicker 

Than  autumn  leaves,  she  watch'd  it  as  it  came 

Melt  on  the  surface  of  the  level  fiame. 

XXXI. 
She  had  a  Boat  which  some  say  Vulcan  wrought 

For  Venus,  as  the  chariot  of  her  star ; 
But  it  was  found  too  feeble  to  be  fraught 

WiUi  all  the  ardors  in  that  sphere  which  are. 
And  so  she  sold  it,  and  Apollo  bought. 

And  gave  it  to  this  daughter:  from  a  car 
Changed  to  the  fairest  and  the  lightest  boat 
Which  ever  upon  mortal  stream  did  float 

xxxn. 

And  others  say,  that  when  but  three  hours  old. 
The  first-bom  Love  out  of  his  cradle  leapt. 

And  clove  dun  Chaos  with  his  wingi  of  gold, 
And  like  a  horticulturd  adept, 

Stole  a  strange  seed,  and  wrapt  it  up  in  mould, 
And  sow'd  it  in  his  mother's  star,  and  kept 

Watering  it  all  the  summer  with  sweet  dew, 

And  wi A  his  wingi  fiuming  it  as  it  grew. 

xxxm. 

The  plant  grew  strong  and  green — the  snowy  ftower 
Fell,  and  the  kng  and  gourd-like  firuit  began 

To  turn  the  light  and  dew  by  inward  power 
To  iti  own  substance ;  woven  traoery  ran 

Of  light  firm  texture,  ribb'd  and  brandling,  o'er 
T^  solid  rind,  like  a  leafs  veined  &n« 

Of  wtddil/sve  WQOv'^  tkfia\»^v  VEiJ^'^vv^^Ks^^'CMaiosn^ 

Pikled  il  found  tShia  civxc\«fiA»nKiA  ooMSi. 


SHELLEY'S  POETICAL  WORKa 


XXXIV. 

vt  the  moor'd  upon  her  11 
ndg  ipilil  wilhin  all  ill  f 
og  ihe  «>ul  of  •wifbloB 


>  twain  Bi  E-vim'i  fmi  Ihsi  >il; 

1  Veiu'i  Kcplre  n  (wifl  Sgnie, 

d  Momer'i  heari  D  wui|!ecl  Lhougbl, — 

eipecUUion  lay  the  boat. 


ronhli 

IjOJOVM 

XXXV. 
hen  bf  itniige  an  the  luieuled  lim  aid  mm 

Togelher,  (empecillg  Ihe  npugmat  meia 
"ilh  bquid  InVB — all  Ihingi  logelhsr  grow 

Thinagb  which  Ihe  harmony  of  love  can  pi 
nd  a  &i[  Shaps  out  ot  hpr  hand)  did  flan 


xxxn. 

I'm.  irul  in  iii  gniwlh 
;  developed  no  delecl 
II  Ihe  gture  of  bolh, — 
i  iiKneth  in  limba  wera  deck'd 

ill  full  youth, 
«  WBi  inch  na  mighi  aelect 

Some  utiii  thai  hit  dull  thould  never  die. 

Imaging  fortb  nich  pcdccl  purity. 
XXX  VII. 

From  ill  imooih  ihauldcn  hung  two  rapid  wingi, 

Tipl  with  the  aprod  of  liqMid  lighlniagl, 
Dyed  in  the  odoni  of  ll 


XLI. 
And  ever  down  Ihe  prone  vale,  like  a  cloud 

Dw  lingering  on  ihe  pooK  in  which  aboda 
The  calm  tad  dirknea  oT  the  deep  oooleDI 
which  Ibey  paiued  ;  now  o'er  Uie  ihallow  id 
Of  while  and  dancing  vinten  all  beaprml 
'ith  tandi  and  paiuh'd  pebbles ; — iDOiial  biial 
.  luch  a  Bhallow  npid  could  nol  BoU. 


The  boaom  lightly  n 


rtiirr'rt.    iind  uid- 


loihe  b 

Where  Ihe  lighi  bul  hbi 

"  Sit  here!" 

And  poinlei)  to  the  prow,  and  look  hri 

Benjde  the  rudder  with  gppoatitg  feet 


any  a  tUir-iurrounded  pyramid 
:rng  iloaving  the  purple  iky. 
(urm  yuwniuj  round  un&Ihomably. 

XXXIX. 

rer  noon  into  ihal  winding  dell, 

alanled  gleam  athwart  the  foreit  lope, 

'd  like  golden  evenmg,  feebly  fell; 

len  and  glowing  light,  like  that  which  dropi 


From  folded  lil. 

When  earth 

Botweon  Ihe  ac 


With  folded  w 
The  buiy  di 


h  Elon.w 
ter  her  face  night',  manlle 
pr'd  mouniaina  lay  on  high 
a  uatTDw  rift  of  iky. 

XL. 
went,  the  Image  lay 

le  rauntennncq  did  ploy 

would  not  ila 


_     10  rapid  armlei*  thi 

Anil  drinking  the  warm  i 

■''•tling,  wliifh,  Hith  busy  murmur  yi 

r  bad  ttroiieed  from  Ihat  full  heMt 


XLll. 


FBlaracta  whjdi  ahjrei 

lo  golden  ur. 

>1e  ever 

ir  rage  ihey  (su 

d  upbear 


XLni. 

Aiid  when  the  wizani  lady  would  ascend 

The  labyrinlba  of  lome  many-winduig  Vll^ 
Which  to  iho  inmoil  mouolain  opwanl  lend — 

She  call'd  '- Hermnphrodilui ! "  and  ihe  pale 
And  heavy  hue  which  elumber  could  eileod 

Over  iu  li[a  wid  cyea.  aa  on  Ihe  gale 
A  rapid  ihadow  Oum  a  liope  of  grwa. 
lata  lbs  darknen  of  iho  slrsani  did  paH. 

-XUV. 
And  it  unfurl'd  IB  HeBvcn.Ri!ar'd  piniona, 

\V>ih  .Ian  of  fire  •]»iling  the  aiream  belowi 
Am]  Trvm  ibove  inia  ih?  Siu't  dominioM 

Fiiuging  0  glory,  like  the  golden  glow 
In  which  apiing  clDthea  her  emeiald-winged  miaioi 

All  interwoven  Willi  fine  feathery  mow 
And  moonlight  iplendf>r  of  inlenjMl  rime. 
With  which  InHi  piuiU  ihe  piuei  in  ninivc-linie. 


And  the) 

Whicli 
With  id 


XLV. 
I  the  Elyiian  air 
iboul  thai  lady  hrigbt, 
1 — and  Bpeedmg  there, 

Iwind  tiiih  iropeiuaiu . 
The  pinnaee,  oar'd  by  Ihoae  encluitlled  win^ 
Clove  Ibe  fierce  Blreomi  tuwards  iht 


wifl  eagle  ii.  lb 


[pperi[ 


XL\1. 
Kater  flaih'd  like  lunhghl.  by  ihe  prow 
a  noon-wandenng  meteor  flung  to  Hsavan; 
The  iiill  air  leem'd  m  if  in  wavei  did  Bow 

In  lempeu  doi*ii  Ihe  mouniaina.— looiely  dnvaa, 
The  lady'a  radiant  hair  ilream'd  to  and  fn>: 

Beneath,  the  billawi  having  vainly  Mriveo 
Indignant  and  impetuoui,  roar'd  to  feel 
The  awift  aod  ateody  motion  of  the  keel. 

xLvn. 

in  the  noon  of  intertimar  night. 
The  lady-witch  in  viiioiu  eould  nol  choio 
Her  apirit;  bul  aail'd  forth  nnder  Ihe  light 

'Ki  itDnn4nW^iH>lin«  wing).  Ih'  Henoaphradaii 
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XLvra. 

ke  •  meadow  which  no  ■cythe  has  thaven, 
rain  could  never  bend,  or  whirl-blaat  ihake 
Antarctic  constellationi  haven, 
\M  and  hit  crew,  lay  th'  Austral  lake— 
>  would  build  herself  a  windless  haven 
the  clouds  whose  moving  turrets  make 
ons  of  the  storm,  when  through  the  sky 
a  of  the  tempest  thunder'd  by. 

XLIX. 
beneath  whose  translucent  floor 
smulous  stars  sparkled  uniathomably, 
nd  which,  the  solid  vapors  hoar, 
on  the  level  waters,  to  the  sky 
»r  dreadful  cifags ;  and  like  a  shore 
itry  mountains,  inaccessibly 
in  with  rifls  and  precipices  gray, 
png  crags,  many  a  cove  and  bay. 


ist  the  outer  lake  beneath  the  lash 

ivinds'  scourge,  fbam'd  Uke  a  wounded  thing; 

incessant  hail  with  stony  clash 

I  up  the  waters,  and  the  flagging  wing 

»used  cormorant  in  the  lightning  flash 

like  the  wreck  of  some  wind-wandering 
t  of  inky  thundei^«moke — this  haven 

gem  to  copy  Heaven  engraven. 

U. 

1  that  lady  play'd  her  many  pranks, 
ig  the  image  of  a  shooting  star, 
a  tiger  on  Hydaspes'  banks 
teds  the  antelopes  which  speediest  are, 
^ht  boat ;  and  many  quips  and  cranks 
ay'd  upon  the  water ;  till  the  car 
ite  moon,  Uke  a  sick  matron  wan, 
ey  from  the  misty  east  began. 

LII. 
1  she  call'd  out  of  the  hollow  turrets 
se  high  clouds,  white,  golden  and  vermilion, 
ies  of  her  ministering  spirits— 
(hty  legions,  million  after  million 
me,  each  troop  emblazoning  its  merits 
>teor  flags ;  and  many  a  proud  pavilion, 
itertexture  of  the  atmosphere, 
jch'd  upon  the  plain  of  the  calm  mere. 

Lni. 

imed  the  imperial  tent  of  their  great  Queen 
>ven  exhalations,  underiaid 
nbent  lightning-fire,  as  may  be  seen 
no  of  thin  and  open  ivory  inlaid 
mson  silk — cressets  from  the  serene 
there,  and  on  the  water  for  her  tread, 
ry  of  fleece-like  mist  was  strewn, 
the  beams  of  the  ascending  moon. 

LIV. 

a  throne  o'erlaid  with  starlight,  caught 
those  wandering  isles  of  aery  dew, 
lighest  shoals  of  mountain  shipwreck  not, 
Ite,  and  heard  all  that  had  happen'd  new 
I  the  earth  and  moon  since  they  had  bioaiht 
■et  intelligence — and  now  she  grew 
that  moon,  lost  in  the  watery  nigfa^— 
w  she  wept  and  now  she  lani^'d  outright 


LV. 
These  were  tame  pleasuiea. — She  would  often  dimb 

The  steepest  ladder  of  the  crudded  nek 
Up  to  some  beaked  cape  of  cloud  sublime. 

And  like  Arion  on  the  dolphin's  back 
Ride  singing  through  the  shoreless  air.   OA^ime 

Following  the  serpent  lightning's  winding  track. 
She  ran  upon  the  platibrms  of  the  wind. 
And  langfa'd  to  hear  the  fire-balls  roar  behind.  . 

LVI. 

And  sometimes  to  those  streams  of  upper  air. 
Which  whirl  the  earth  in  its  diuinal  round. 

She  would  asoend,  and  win  the  spirits  diere 
To  let  her  join  their  chorus.    Mortab  found 

That  on  those  days  the  sky  was  calm  and  fidr, 
And  mystic  snatches  of  harmonious  sound 

Wandered  upon  the  earth  where'er  she  past 

And  happy  thoughts  of  hope,  too  sweet  to  last 

Lvn. 

But  her  choice  sport  was,  in  the  hours  of  sleeps 
To  glide  adown  old  Nilus,  when  he  threads 

Eg3rpt  and  Ethiopia,  fiom  the  steep 
Ot  utmost  Axumd,  until  he  spreads, 

Like  a  calm  flock  of  sUver-fleeced  sheep. 
His  waters  on  the  plain :  and  crested  heads 

Of  cities  and  proud  temples  gleam  amid. 

And  many  a  vapor-belted  psrramid. 

Lvm. 

By  Meris  and  the  Mareotid  lakes. 

Strewn  with  fiiint  blooms  like  bridal-chamber  floors ; 
Where  naked  boys  bridling  tame  watersnakes, 

Or  charioteering  ghastly  alligaton. 
Had  left  on  the  sweet  water*  mighty  wakes 

Of  those  huge  forms :— within  the  braien  doors 
Of  the  great  Labyrinth  slept  both  boy  and  beast 
Tired  with  the  pomp  of  their  Onrian  feast 

LIX. 
And  where  within  the  surface  of  the  river 

The  shadows  of  the  massy  temples  lie. 
And  never  are  erased — but  tremUe  ever 

like  things  which  every  cloud  can  doom  to  die. 
Through  lotaS'paven  canak,  and  whereaoever 

The  works  of  man  pierced  that  aerenest  sky 
With  tombs,  and  towers,  and  fanee,  *twas  her  delight 
To  wander  in  the  shadow  of  the  night 

LX. 

Wiih  motion  like  the  spirit  of  that  wind 

Whose  eoft  step  deepens  slumber,  her  light  feet 

Past  through  the  peopled  haunts  of  humaohkind. 
Scattering  sweet  viskms  fiom  her  presence  sweet 

Through  ftne  and  palace-court  and  labyrinth  mined 
With  many  a  dark  and  subterranean  street 

Under  the  Nile ;  through  chambers  high  and  deep 

She  past  observing  mortals  in  their  sleeps 

LXI. 
A  pleasure  sweet  doubtless  it  was  to  see 

Mortals  subdued  in  all  the  dupes  of  sleep. 
Here  lay  two  sister'twins  in  infancy ; 

Tliere,  a  lone  youth  who  in  his  dreams  did  weep 
Within,  two  lovers  link'd  innocently 

In  dieir  loose  locks  which  over  both  did  creep 
Like  ivy  fiom  one  stem »— and  there  U^  calnu 
Did  afa  isVih  anow^m^xYdua  vDii^iyJSM^  v^^ia. 


E 


HELLEVS  POeriCAt  WORK& 


LXir. 

KaOiCTlnNibled  Ibnn  of  deep  ilie  uw. 
Km  U  be  nurrorV  in  s  holy  •oag. 
pKUoni  Ibul  or  nupemaiutsl  iHi-. 
AmI  pile  iimgiimigs  of  vnan'd  ntong, 
ri  all  tho  oodg  of  riuloni'a  lawln  law 
Wuncn  upOTi  the  browB  of  old  snil  young  ; 
^a,"  Bud  Ibv  wiam]  EDaid«n»  "  b  the  itTife, 
hlcb  aun  dig  liquid  lorikce  of  maii'i  lifp." 

LXill. 

Id  lillla  did  ih«  tiglil  dinurb  h»r  toul — 
We,  th«  WBSk  ni«rineni  of  ihsi  wido  IsXe. 


Ir  in  wide  •ofice  U  nn  unknown  g«l — 
Bol  ihe  in  ibe  nlm  depilia  her  way  muld  take, 
ban  in  brifhl  bowcra  imnboruil  £>nnB  abide, 
Msalh  (be  weltering  of  Lhe  rauleea  tide. 


uux. 

To  Ihoac  ihe  saw  man  beautiful,  ihe  gave 
Snange  panares  in  a  crptat  bowl. 

They  drunk  in  their  deep  deep  of  that  «wmt 
'  id  lived  IhaiicefiiRh  at  if  i  * 


1 


n  Ufe,  ^ 


Of  aueh. » 

Ui  liy  Ibe  Remi ' 


id  (he  gnr* 


nmoy  a  lUiHy  flower. 

LXX. 
Fur  on  ihe  nie:hi  that  Ihey  were  buried,  ahe 

Resrored  ihe  cmbolmera'  ruining,  and  ahnok 
rha  light  out  of  the  funeral  lampa.  la  be 
A  uiimic  day  vdtiun  that  denthl]r  ncuki 
knd  ahe  unwoiuid  ibe  ivaven  imageiy 

Of  Kcuod  cluldhood'B  unaddling-bandl,  wid  tank 
The  cutEi),  iu  l»i  cmdlr,  from  in  ruche. 
And  threw  il  with  contoupi  into  a  lUtdi. 

LXXI. 

And  there  ihe  body  lay.  age  aner  age. 
Mute,  breathing,  beating.  Harm,  and 


id  htile  I 


I,  and  in  the  pott 

un  the  wBvea. 

heir  drmialeae  gnvea. 


'  deUcaie  iiinbi,  who  would  eoncMt  (ioni  D 
sir  Kom  of  all  eoneealinent :  ihey 
'  in  the  light  of  iheir  own  beauty  ihoi. 


Wilb  gentle  aleep  about  its  eyeUda  playing. 
And  livitig  in  iti  dreanut  tieyond  Ibe  ngn 

Of  doilb  or  Ufe ;  wlule  they  were  abll  amji 
In  livoriej  ever  new,  the  ibjAI,  btind 
And  doeting  genereliona  uf  mankind. 


LJtxn. 


Of  thoee  who 

All  binh  «nd  ctwked  | 

Than  in  the  deien  i> 


mght  a  Wilcli 


in  them. 


LXVT 
She  all  Ihoee  human  Ggarta  brealhing  (here 

Beheld  u  hving  Hpiritt-lo  her  eyea 
The  naked  beauty  nf  Ihe  luul  lay  bare. 

And  atleii  through  a  rude  and  HDm  diagoiie 
She  uw  Ihe  inner  ftirm  mMt  bright  and  fau^ — 

And  then, — rtie  had  a    ' 


Which  man 


Colli 


Aba.  A 


lAVll. 


h  B  Fhorm,  when  Tidion 
Or  how  much,  Venua.  of  diy  silver  Heaven' 

Wouldit  Ihou  havB  yielded,  ere  Ptoerpina 
Had  half  (oh  I  why  tut  all  I)  Ihe  debt  Ib^von 

Wliich  dear  Adanaia  had  been  doom'd  to  pay. 
To  ony  witch  who  would  hsi'B  laughl  you  il! 
The  ileliai)  dodi  tiot  kiion-  iu  value  yeL 

LXVlil, 

Tin  mid  in  uilaMiniea  her  apirii  tree 

Knew  whot  kiVB  vna.  and  fell  ilaalf  alone— 
"   But  h.)ly  Dion  muld  tiol  cbaitor  bo 
Befon  aho  itoap'd  to  Lisa  llndymisn, 


Would  ha  0«7i  li<™  bclray  wlUioul  a  bribe. 

Lxxm. 

The  prieati  would  wnio  an  etplanaliim  fall. 

Tranabling  hieroglyphic*  into  Greek. 
IIdw  the  Eod  Apia  really  waa  a  bull. 

And  nothing  more ;  and  bid  the  herald  (lick 
The  ume  agoiuii  lhe  icinplu.doan,  and  pull 

The  old  foni  down;  they  lii^enaed  all  lo  apeak 
Wbate'or  ihoy  thought  of  hawkj,  andtals,  and  gem 
By  peiloml  letteia  la  each  dioceae- 

Lxxrv. 

d  robea,  and  sent  him  on  hii  glorioiu  leal. 
And  on  lhe  right  hand  of  Ihe  lunlike  throne 
Would  place  a  gaudy  mock-tnrd  to  repetil 
The  chattering!  of  lhe  monkey. — Eveiy  one 

Of  the  prone  couoieia  crawl'd  lo  kin  the  feet 

Of  their  great  Emperor  when  the  monting  come  : 

'  'lis'd — aloa.  how  many  ki«  lhe  Bante  '. 


The  aiJdian  di 

Wolk'd  out ' 

Round  the  red 

le  Cytlot, 


If  qua, 


LXXV. 


Tttung  a 
>lniongthoai 
Fam'd  wilb  i 


I  blueiHua.  and  confined  lo  none — 
morUl  Ibnna,  Ihe  wiiaid  muden 
n  eye  aerene  nnd  heatt  unladen. 


vou  might  Bee  ihem  iiand 
/ulcan'i  aooly  abyani. 
osauqg  uiejT  Bwonu  to  pLowahorea; — m  u  buKi 

The  joilen  lent  thoae  of  the  liberal  Khiara 
Pnc  ihiouf h  ifas  ■ireeCa  of  Memphia;  much.  I  ii 
\Ta  llbB  aAltc^wcQ  lA  ^lol^  Md^o- 
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LXXVI. 

id  loven,  who  had  been  io  coy 
hardly  Imew  whether  they  loved  or  not. 
iae  out  of  their  rest,  and  take  sweet  joy, 
e  fulfilment  of  their  innoit  thought ; 
en  next  day  the  maiden  and  the  boy 
loe  another,  both,  like  sinnen  caught, 
at  the  thing  which  each  believed  wai  done 
fimcy — till  the  tenUi  moon  shone ; 

LXXVII. 

n  the  Witch  would  let  them  take  no  ill : 
KOf  thousand  schemes  which  lovers  find 
tch  fiMind  oner— and  >o  they  took  their  fill 
ippinen  in  marriage  warm  and  kind. 
yibo  by  practice  of  some  envious  skill 

torn  apwt,  a  wide  wound,  mind  firom  mind ! 

unite  again  with  visions  clear 
» aflection  and  of  truth  sincere. 

LXXVin. 

vera  the  ptanks  she  play'd  among  the  citiea 
ortal  men,  and  what  she  did  to  spritea 
da,  Afitangling  them  in  her  sweet  ditties 
0  her  will,  and  show  their  subtle  sleights, 
edare  another  time ;  ibr  it  is 
a  more  fit  for  the  weird  winter  nighta— 
ir  these  garish  summer  days,  when  we 
f  believe  much  more  than  we  can  see. 


THE  TRIUMPH  OF  LIFE. 

IS  a  spint  hastening  to  his  task 

f  and  of  good,  the  Sun  sprang  forth 

ig  in  his  splendor,  and  the  mask 

mess  fell  from  the  awaken'd  Earth — 
okeleas  altars  of  the  mountain  snows 
above  crimson  clouds,  and  at  the  birth 

t,  die  Ocean's  orison  arose, 

,ch  the  birds  temper'd  their  matin  lay ; 

vers  in  field  or  forest  which  unclose 

rambling  eyelids  to  the  kiss  of  day, 
ng  their  censers  in  the  element, 
rient  incense  lit  by  the  new  ray, 

alow  and  inconsumably,  and  sent 
idorous  sighs  up  to  the  smiling  air; 
I  succession  due,  did  continent, 

ean,  and  all  things  that  in  them  wear 
rm  and  character  of  mortal  mould, 
the  sun  Uieir  father  rose,  to  bear 

»rtion  of  the  toil,  which  he  of  old 
a  his  own  and  then  imposed  on  them : 
whom  thoughts  which  must  remain  untold 

(pt  M  wakeful  as  the  stan  that  gem 
oe  of  night,  now  they  were  laid  aaleep^ 
M  my  ikint  limbs  beneath  the  hoary  atam 

an  old  cheatnut  flung  athwart  theateep 
reen  Apennme:  before  me  fled 
ght;  behind  me  rose  the  day;  the  deep 
3F 


Was  at  my  feet,  and  Heaven  above  my  head. 
When  k  strange  trance  over  my  fimcy  giaw. 
Which  was  not  dumber,  for  the  ahade  it  apraad 

Was  so  transparent,  that  the  scene  came  dirougli 
As  clear  aa  when  a  veil  of  light  is  drawn 
O'er  evening  hills  they  glimmer;  and  I  knew 

That  I  had  felt  tiie  fireshness  of  that  dawn. 
Bathed  in  the  same  cold  dew  my  brow  and  hair. 
And  sate  aa  thus  upon  that  slope  of  lawn 

Under  the  aelf^aame  bough,  and  heard  as  there 
The  birds,  tiie  fountains,  and  the  ocean  hold 
Sweet  talk  in  music  through  the  enamor'd  air. 
And  then  a  vision  on  my  brain  was  roU'd. 


As  in  that  trance  of  wondrous  thought  I  lay. 
This  was  the  tenor  of  my  waking  dream : — 
Methought  I  sate  beside  a  public  way 

Thick  strewn  with  summer  dost,  and  a  great 
Of  people  there  was  hturrying  to  and  fh>, 
NomaronB  aa  gnats  upon  the  evening  gleam. 


All  hastening  onward ;  yet  none  seem'd  to  know 
Whither  he  went,  or  whence  he  can)e,  or  why 
He  made  one  of  the  multitude,  and  so 

Was  borne  amid  the  crowd,  as  through  the  algr 
One  of  the  million  leavea  of  summer's  bier; 
Oid  age  and  youth,  manhood  and  in&ncy, 

Mix'd  in  one  mighty  torrent  did  appear. 

Some  fljdng  from  the  thing  they  fear'd,  and  aooia 

Seeking  the  object  of  another's  fear; 

And  othen,  as  with  steps  towards  the  tomb. 
Pored  on  the  trodden  worms  that  crawl'd  beneath ; 
And  others  mournfully  within  the  gloom 

Of  their  own  shadow  walk'd,  and  call'd  it  death ; 
And  Bome  fled  from  it  as  it  were  a  ghost. 
Half  fainting  in  the  afiftiction  of  vain  breadi : 

But  more,  with  motions  which  each  other  croat, 
Pursued  or  spum'd  the  shadows  the  clouds  threw. 
Or  birds  within  the  iKxmday  ether  lost. 

Upon  that  path  where  flowers  never  grew. 
And  weary  with  vain  toil  and  faint  for  thirst. 
Heard  not  the  fountains,  whose  melodious  dew 

Out  of  their  mossy  cells  for  ever  burst ; 
Nor  folt  the  breese  which  from  the  fbrest  told 
Of  grassy  paths  and  wood,  lawn-interBpeised, 

With  overarching  elms  and  caverns  cold. 

And  violet  banks  where  sweet  dreams  brood,  but  they 

Pursued  their  serious  folly  as  of  old. 

And  as  I  gazed,  medionght  that  in  the  way 
TIm  throng  grew  wilder,  as  the  woods  of  Jime 
When  the  smitfa  wind  shakes  the  axta^gokVf  d  ^  \ 
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m  than  the  noon, 

with  [blindiligl  hghl 

L    Like  ihe  yuuiig  miioi 


And  whilil  ihe  ileeping  tempcai  gmben  mighl, 

Solh,  u  ihe  henld  of  iii  coining,  boar 

Ilia  ghoii  of  iu  doad  motlier.  whoM  dim  TrDWii 

Bfiyl.  in  dark  clher  rnm  her  iu&ai'i  thmii, — 


Of  IB  Dwo  ruihuig 
8a  nie  wiUun.  u  o 

BMi«Ih  ■  dunk;  liaod  uid  d> 


ilcndor,  and  a  Shape 
I  whom  yesn  delami. 


Flrd  back  like  eagln  Id  iheir  native 

jw  who  pul  andc  Iho  diadeoi 
or  eanhly  thronea  or  genu  [ 


Nor  Iboae  »bo  woni  before  liercc  oi 
The  wild  danre  nuuldcm  in  the  van 
Who  lead  ii,  Reel  a>  ifaadavn  en  ihe 

Ouupced  Ihe  chanoL  and  uilhaal  n 


Waa  bent,  a  dun  and  fiiinl  clhoreal  gloom 
Tempering  ihe  light  upon  Ihc  chariot  beam ; 

Tbo  guidBDce  of  thai  ivonder-winged  team^ 
The  ihupeg  which  drew  ii  in  Ihu^k  lighmingi 
Were  loal . — 1  heud  alone  on  the  air'i  aofi  Mtma 

The  muaic  of  Uieir  eve^moving  wingi. 

All  the  four  fecea  of  thai  charioteer 

Had  Iheir  eyei  bended ;  lillJe  piofii  bringi 

Nor  than  anil  the  bcanu  thai  quench  the  lun. 
Or  Ihal  with  banded  oyei  could  pierce  Ihe  apbere 

Of  all  thai  ia.  hai  been  or  will  be  done ; 


The  ciDwd  gave  \ny.  and  I  atoae  agluut. 
Ot  aeeni'd  to  riK,  ao  mighty  wo*  Ihc  Innee. 
And  uw,  like  cloudi  upon  the  thondcr'i  blut. 

He  million  with  fierce  loitg  and  maniac  dance 
Raging  around — auch  Hvm'd  the  jubdee 
Ai  when  la  meet  lome  coaqueror'i  advance 

Imperial  Rome  pour'd  ibnh  her  lii-ing  Ma. 
V^m  aenate-houae,  and  ibmm,  and  theatre, 
When  [  ]  upon  the  free 


They,  lonured  by  their  agaiiiiii^  pleaiuie. 
Couvulaed  etu!  an  the  rapid  whirlwiodi  ipon 
If  thai  fierce  ipini.  whone  unholy  leiiure 

Wai  •oothed  by  mitcliief  linca  lbs  witlJ  begna. 
Thnw  back  their  hea Ji  and  looae  their  •creatning  hini 
in  their  dance  ronnd  her  who  dimi  the  aan. 

Maidena  and  youtlie  fling  Iheir  wild  anna  in  air ; 
Aa  iheir  feel  twinkle,  ihey  recede,  aiui  now 
Bending  within  each  other'a  atmoaphcre 

Kindle  invinbly— and  m  Ihcy  glow, 

like  malhi  by  li^t  ottracled  and  r«peU'd, 

Oil  to  their  bright  deetruclioa  come  and  go. 

Till,  like  two  cloud,  into  one  vale  impeil'd, 
Thai  shake  ihe  mOLmtains  when  their  lightninga  nui^«. 
ire  in  mia — the  fiery  bond  which  held 

natures,  inapi — Ihe  abock  itill  majr  tingla ; 
One  falla  and  then  another  in  Ihe  path 
ileaa— nor  ia  the  deaolation  aingle ; 

re  I  can  aay  icirre — iho  chdrtol  hath 
jver  Ihem — nor  other  Irnco  I  find 
a  of  foam  after  the  oceon'a  wialh 

>nl  upon  the  dewrt  ahore : — behind, 

len  and  tvomcn  fDuily  diaarmy'd. 

Shake  their  gray  hain  in  ihe  inmlung  mud, 


Bad  bound  a  yoke,  which  a 
Not  wanted  here  the  juil  ail 
Of  a  triumphal  pageant,  for 


By  action  or  by  auffering.  e 
Wu  drain'd  to  iu  but  sand 
So  that  ibe  trunk  survived 

AH  Ihoae  whose  fame  or  in 
TiJl  ifae  great  winter  lay  Ih 
Of  tiiia  green  earth  Hiih  th 


on  Ihey  aloop'd  to  bear. 

lad  grown  old  in  power 
r  age  aubdued 


To  aeek.  to  [ 
Limping  id  read 
Farther  behind  d 


],  to  alniin  with  linba  decay'd, 
Ihe  light  which  lenvea  ihem  anil 


Their  work,  and  in  Ihe  dual  frwn  wbence  Ihey  nae 
Sink,  and  corrupKon  veila  Ihem  aa  ihey  lie. 
-    And  part  in  theac  pcrforma  what  [  ]  in  ihcoc. 

Struck  la  the  heart  by  Ifaii  nd  pageantry. 
Half  to  myaalf  I  laid — And  what  n  this  ( 
Whoae  (ha^  ia  thai  within  Ihe  car  T  And  why — 
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d  hare  added — is  all  here  amin  T — 

fmce  anawer'd — **  Life !" — I  turn'd,  and  knew 

saTm*  have  mercy  on  such  wretchedness  0 


vhat  I  thought  was  an  old  root  which  grew 
uige  distortion  out  of  the  hillnude, 
ideed  one  of  those  deluded  crew, 

lat  the  grass,  which  methought  hung  so  wide 
rhite,  was  but  his  thin  discolored  hair, 
lat  the  holes  it  vainly  sought  to  hide, 

or  had  been  eyes : — **  If  thou  canst  forbear 
1  the  dance,  which  I  had  well  forborne !" 
le  grim  Feature  of  my  thought :  "Aware, 

1  unfold  that  which  to  this  deep  scorn 
le  and  my  companions,  and  relate 
rogreas  of  the  pageant  since  the  mom ; 

iiat  of  knowledge  shall  not  then  abate, 

f  it  thou  even  to  the  night,  but  I 

eaiy.*' — ^Then  like  one  who  with  the  weight 

own  words  is  staggered,  wearily 
need ;  and  ere  he  could  resume,  I  cried : 
,  who  art  thou?"—** Before  thy  memory, 

r'd,  loved,  hated,  suflbr'd,  did  and  died, 

r  the  spark  with  which  Heaven  lit  my  spirit 

een  with  purer  sentiment  supplied, 

option  would  not  now  thus  much  inherit 

lat  was  once  Rousseau, — ^nor  this  disguise 

I  that  which  ought  to  have  disdain'd  to  wear  it; 


have  been  extinguish'd,  yet  there  rise 
isand  beacons  from  the  spark  I  bore** — 
who  are  those  chain'd  to  the  car  7 "— ^'The  wise, 


great,  the  unforgotten^ — ^they  who  wore 
and  helms  and  crowns,  or  wreaths  of  light, 
o£  thought's  empire  over  thought — their  lore 

^t  them  not  this,  to  know  themselves;  their  might 

not  repress  the  mystery  within, 

tr  the  mom  of  tmth  they  feign'd,  deep  night 


(fat  them  ere  evening." — **  Who  is  he  wiUi  chin 
his  breast,  and  hands  crost  on  his  chain  7 " — 
Child  of  a  fierce  hour ;  he  sought  to  win 


world,  and  lost  all  that  it  did  contain 
latness,  in  its  hope  destroy'd ;  and  more 
le  and  peace  than  virtue's  self  can  gain, 

out  the  opportunity  which  bore 

n  its  eagle  pinions  to  Uie  peak 

nrhich  a  thousand  climben  have  before 

1,  as  Napoleon  fell." — ^I  felt  my  cheek 
to  see  the  shadow  pass  away 
grasp  had  left  the  giant  world  so  weak, 

very  pigmy  kick'd  it  as  it  lay ; 

uch  I  grieved  to  think  how  power  and  wiU 

wtion  mle  our  mortal  day, 


M 


And  why  God  made  irreconcilable 

Good  and  the  means  of  good ;  and  for  despair  ' 

I  half  disdain'd  mine  eyes'  desire  to  fill 

With  the  spent  vision  of  the  times  that  were 

And  scarce  have  ceased  to  be. — "Dost  thou  behold,' 

Said  my  guide,  **  those  spoilen  spoil'd,  Voltaire, 

"Frederic,  and  Paul,  Catherine,  and  Leopold, 
And  hoary  anarchs,  demagogues,  and  sage— 
names  the  world  thinks  always  old, 

**  For  in  the  battle,  life  and  they  did  wage. 
She  remain'd  conqueror.  I  was  overcome 
By  my  own  heart  alone,  which  neiUier  age, 

**  Nor  tears,  nor  in&my,  nor  now  the  tomb. 
Could  temper  to  its  object  — **  Let  them  pass," 
I  cried,  **  the  worid  and  its  m]rsterioos  doom 

"Is  not  so  much  more  glorious  than  it  was. 
That  I  desire  to  worriiip  those  who  drew 
New  figures  on  its  fidse  and  fragile  glass  ^ 

"  As  the  old  fiided."— «  Figures  ever  new 
Rise  on  the  bubble,  paint  them  as  you  may ; 
We  have  but  thrown,  as  those  before  us  threw, 

"  Our  shadows  on  it  as  it  pass'd  away. 

But  mark  how  chain'd  to  the  triumphal  chair 

The  mighty  phantoms  of  an  elder  day ; 

"All  that  is  mortal  oT great  Plato  there 
Expiates  the  joy  and  woe  his  master  knew  not; 
The  star  that  niled  his  doom  was  far  too  fiiir. 


"  And  life,  where  long  that  flower  of  Heaven  grew  not, 
Conquer'd  that  heart  by  love,  which  gold,  or  pain. 
Or  age,  or  sloUi,  or  slavery  could  subdue  not. 

"Andnear  walk  the  [  ]  twain. 

The  tutor  and  his  pupU,  whom  Dominion 
Follow'd  as  tame  as  vulture  in  a  chain. 

"The  world  was  darken'd  beneath  either  pinion 
Of  him  whom  firom  the  flock  of  conquerors 
Fame  singled  out  for  her  thunder*bearing  minion; 

"  The  other  long  outlived  both  woes  and  wan. 
Throned  in  the  thoughts  of  men,  and  still  had  kept 
The  jealoua  key  of  troth's  eternal  doors, 

"  If  Bacon's  eagle  spirit  had  not  leapt 

Like  lightning  out  of  darkness — he  compell'd 

The  Proteus  shape  of  Nature  as  it  slept 

"  To  wake,  and  lead  him  to  the  caves  that  held 

The  treasure  of  the  secrets  of  its  reign. 

See  the  great  bards  of  elder  time,  who  quell'd 

The  passions  which  they  sung,  as  by  their  strain 
May  well  be  known :  their  Uving  melody 
Tempen  ita  own  contagion  to  the  vein 


"  Of  dioae  who  are  infected  with  it — ^I 
Have  soflbr*d  what  I  wrote,  or  vUer  pain ! 
I  And  so  my  words  have  aaeds  of  miiatY"— 
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(Thtn  i*  ■  ciiBBD  here  b  Ibe  M 


When  ihB  nin  bnger'd  o'er  hi*  ocH 
To  [ild  ha  rivari  new  prwperily. 
Tlmu  wDuldal  Torgel  ihui  lainlj'  u>  d 

whiob  if  ilia  na  Rod  no  Fon  ( 
TLe  iboughl  or  nhitb  no  oifatM  ileep 
ther  manic  Uot  fnim  meniDiy, 


ho  pointed  lo  ■  com  puny, 

Midil  wboBi  1  quickly  recogiuiHl  the  hein 
Of  Obbi'i  crime,  fiom  hin>  to  Conmniiiw ; 
TTw  uiBich  chiefi.  whc«i  fierce  and  murdaimii  •aam 

Had  founded  monr  a  Keplre-bearoig  line, 

And  •praad  Ihe  plague  of  gntd  and  blood  abnad ; 

And  GtBguTf  uid  John,  and  men  divine. 

Wlia  me  like  ibadDnr*  lietw«n  man  and  God  i 

"nU  thai  eelifw.  aull  hanging  ovei  hoaven, 

Wm  wanhipp'd  by  ihe  world  o'er  which  they  itiade, 

For  Iho  Irae  mn  it  quondi'd—- Their  power  waa  giren 
Bai  to  deanoy,"  repliwi  Ibc  leader ; — "  I 
Am  one  o(  ibane  who  have  creatoJ.  avea 

"  If  ii  bo  bat  a  world  of  aeony."— 

■  Whence  comoal  ihou  r  and  whiilier  goot  ibouf 

Haw  did  [hy  cDune  begin  I"  1  uid,  "and  why  t 

-  Mine  eye*  nro  nek  of  ibis  periwiual  Row 

Of  people,  and  tuy  heart  e]ck  of  one  sad  Iboughl— 

Speak!" — "Whence  1  am,  I  portly  teem  m  know, 

"And  how  and  by  what  polha  I  have  been  bnmghl 
To  lbi»  dread  pos«,melhinhs«vpnlhoumaye«lgueM, — 
Why  this  should  be,  my  mind  can  conijiaBa  not; 


'And  what  thou  woulilii  be  inug^t  I  then  may  leant 
From  thee.    Now  listen  ^—In  the  Apnl  prims. 
When  all  the  Ibreai  tips  bet-an  to  bum 

-  With  kmdling  green,  loucb'd  by  the  mure  cli 
Of  the  young  year'*  dawn,  I  was  laid  asleep 
Cnder  a  mouninin,  wbich  from  unknown  time 

"  Had  yawn'd  into  a  cavern,  high  and  deep; 

And  from  it  came  a  gentle  rivulel, 

Whose  tvater,  Uke  dear  air,  in  ils  calm  swoop 

•'  Bent  the  soft  gram,  and  kept  for  ever  wet 
The  stems  of  the  sweet  floweia,  and  fiil'd  the  | 
With  sounds  which  whosQ  hoars  must  needi  Id 


-  Her  only  child  who  died  npon  her  breast 
At  eventide — a  king  would  moum  no  more 
TTie  crown  of  which  hi"  browi  were  d»pD«»v 


nrldir 


A'bich  I  nab 


■  and  watcn  sefm'd  to  k«cp, 

w  broad  day.  b  genii*  Baee 

n  the  commoD  auo 

DQ  earth,  and  all  Hit  plaM 


And.  as  I  look'd.  the  bright  omnipRasoce 
Of  tnoming  through  the  orient  cavern  Aow'd. 
Arul  the  nin't  image  radiantly  Intenae 

'  Burn'd  on  the  ivalcni  of  the  woU  ihil  t^loi|r*d 
Like  gold,  and  threaded  all  ibe  IbrBrt's  mat 
With  winding  paths  of  emerald  fire ;  littn  MMd 


Floor  of  ibe  Ibtuuain,  paved  with  Oi 

"  A  Suipe  ill  light,  which  wi*  ods 
Dfvt  on  Ihe  earth,  as  if  she  wore  th 
And  ilie  invisible  rain  did  over  dng 


In  bet  bright  bond  she  bore  a  crj-atal  glasa. 
Mantling  with  bright  Mepmthe ;  iJio  fierce  splem 
Fell  from  her  as  she  moved  under  the  mas 

Out  of  Ihe  deep  cavem.  wiih  ;mlnis  so  lender, 
"heir  tread  broke  no!  ibe  minor  of  lis  hilloH ; 
ihe  gUded  along  the  river,  and  did  bend  hei 

Head  under  the  dntk  bougha  till  Uke  a  willow, 
ler  fair  hair  swept  the  bosom  of  the  stream 
That  whisper'd  with  delight  to  be  its  pillow. 

lily-poven  1nk«  'mid  silver  misi. 
To  wondiouH  music,  so  this  shapf!  might  aeem 

"  Partly  lo  ireod  (he  wave*  wiili  leet  which  kia'd 
The  dancing  foam ;  partly  lo  glide  along 
The  air  which  rouglicn'd  Ihe  moist  ainethyM, 
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MTei,aiKl  windi,  and  wavet,  and  faiida,  and  beei, 
Uliog  diopa,  isoved  to  a  measure  new 
greet,  ae  oa  the  tummer  evemxig  bieeie, 

from  the  lake  a  shape  of  golden  dew 
sen  two  rocks,  athwart  the  rising  moon, 
9s  i*  the  wind,  where  never  eagle  flew ; 

1  still  her  feet,  no  le«  dian  the  sweet  tone 
bich  they  moved,  seem'd  as  they  moved,  to  blot 
faougfals  of  him  who  gazed  on  diem;  and  soon 

Ihat  was,  seem'd  as  if  it  had  been  not ; 
ill  the  gazer's  mind  was  strewn  beneath 
aet  like  embers;  and  she,  thought  by  thonght, 

Dspled  its  sparks  info  the  dust  of  death ; 

ly  upon  the  threshold  of  the  east 

b  oat  the  lamps  of  night,  xmtil  the  breath 


reillumine  even  the  least 
leven's  living  eyes — ^like  day  she  came, 
Dg  the  night  a  dream ;  and  ere  she  ceased 

DDOve,  as  one  between  desire  and  shame 
(oded,  I  said — IC  as  it  doth  seem, 
oomest  from  the  realm  without  a  name, 

» diis  valley  of  perpetual  dream, 

'  whence  I  came,  uid  where  I  am,  and  why— 

not  away  upon  the  passing  stream. 

e  and  quench  thy  thirst,  was  her  reply. 
IS  a  shut  lily,  stricken  hy  the  wand 
iwy  morning's  vital  alchismy, 

le ;  and,  bending  at  her  sweet  command, 
h'd  with  fiunt  lips  the  cup  she  raised, 
raddenly  my  brain  became  as  sand 

ere  the  first  wave  had  more  than  half  erased 

nek  of  deer  on  desert  Labrador; 

It  the  wolf,  fiom  which  they  fled  amazed, 


his  stamp  visibly  upon  the  shore, 
the  second  bursts  ;^-so  on  my  sight 
a  new  vision,  never  seen  before, 

I  the  &ir  shape  waned  in  the  coming  light, 
dl  by  veil  the  silent  splendor  drops 
Lodfor,  amid  the  chrysolite 

nin-rise,  ere  it  tinge  the  mountain-tops ; 
IS  the  presence  of  that  &irest  planet, 
Qgfa  unseen,  is  felt  by  one  who  hopes 

t  his  day's  path  may  end  as  he  began  it, 
It  star's  smile,  whose  light  is  like  the  scent 
jonquil  when  evening  breezes  ftn  it, 

he  soft  note  in  which  his  dear  lament 
Irescian  shepherd  breathes,  or  the 
tum'd  his  weary  slumber  to  content;* 


w  fkvorite  song. "  Btaneo  di  pascolar  le  peeeortlls,** 
neseisn  national  air. 


**  So  knew  I  in  that  light's  severe  excess 

The  presence  of  that  shape  which  on  the  stream 

Moved,  as  I  moved  atong  the  wilderness, 

"  Mora  dimly  than  a  day-appearing  dream, 

The  ghost  of  a  forgotten  form  asleep ; 

A  light  of  heaven,  whose  haU^xtanguish'd  beam 

"  Through  the  sick  day  in  which  we  wake  to  weep. 
Glitteis,  for  ever  sought,  for  ever  lost ; 
So  did  thai  shape  its  obscure  tenor  keep 

**  Beside  my  path,  as  silent  as  a  ghost ; 

But  the  new  Vision,  and  the  cold  bri|^  car. 

With  solemn  speed  and  stunning  music,  crast 

**  The  forest,  and  as  if  from  some  dread  war 
Triumphantly  returning,  the  krad  miUkm 
Fiercely  eitoll'd  the  fortune  of  her  star. 

**  A  moving  arch  of  victory,  the  vermilion 
And  green  and  azure  plumes  of  Iris  had 
Built  high  over  her  wind-wing'd  pavilion, 

**  And  underneath  ethereal  gbry  clad 
The  wilderness,  and  far  before  her  flew 
The  tempest  of  the  splendor,  which  forbade 

**  Shadow  to  foil  from  leaf  and  stone ;  the  crew 
Seem'd  in  that  light  like  atomies' to  dance 
Within  a  sunbeam  ;^-some  upon  the  new 

**  Embroidery  of  flowen,  that  did  enhance 
The  grassy  vesture  of  the  desert,  play'd. 
Forgetful  of  the  chariot's  swift  advance ; 

**  Others  stood  gazing,  till  within  the  shade 
Of  the  great  mountain  its  light  left  them  dim ; 
Others  outspeeded  it;  and  others  made 

"  Cireles  around  it,  like  the  clouds  that  swim 
Round  the  high  moon  in  a  bright  sea  of  air ; 
And  mora  did  follow,  with  exulting  hymn, 

*'  The  chariot  and  the  captives  fetter'd  there . — 
But  all  like  bubbles  on  an  eddying  flood 
Fell  into  the  same  track  at  last,  and  were 

**  Borne  onward. — I  among  the  multitude 

Was  swept— me,  sweetest  flowers  delay'd  not  kmg ; 

Me,  not  the  shadow  nor  the  solitude ; 

**  Me,  not  that  foiling  stream's  Lethean  song ; 
Me,  not  the  phantom  of  that  early  form. 
Which  moveid  upon  its  motion — but  among 

"  The  thickest  faillowa  of  that  livmg  storm 
I  plunged,  and  bared  my  bosom  to  the  clime 
Of  that  cold  light,  whose  airs  too  soon  deform. 

**  Before  the  chariot  had  begun  to  climb 
The  opposing  steep  of  that  mysterious  dell. 
Behold  a  wonder  worthy  of  ^e  rhyme 

"  Of  him  who  from  the  lowest  depths  of  bell, 
Hiroagh  every  paradise  and  through  all  glory, 
Love  led  serene.  simI  who  retum'd  to  tell 
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'ISraw  deaio  uilh  ahadoui  lo  tu  iruD«I  cover 
The  fanh  vat  gny  with  phuiLami,  and  the  ai 
XVu  peopled  ivilb  dim  funm.  u  nhen  Ibere  In 

*  A  dock  of  i-BiDjure-bali  beGire  Ihe  gtaio 
Of  the  Injpic  >uii.  bringing.  «re  evening, 
Stnnge  nigbi  upon  »me  Indiiia  vale ; — Ihin  <n 

■  Phuiloma  diAiued  anund ;  and  KUne  did  Oin; 
ShidDHi  of  nhadowi.  yol  unlike  IbenBelieii, 
Behind  Lhem  \  »Tae  like  etglsU  on  ihe  wing 

-  Wen  loal  in  ibe  white  day ;  olhen  Uke  elm 
Duced  in  t  thoimrul  unlioigined  ■hap« 
Upmi  lh«  atum;  mnuni  and  graicy  ihelvn ; 


"  Of  kingly  muitlei ;  nme  scion  the  lire 
Of  pontifla  radd,  like  demom :  oihen  ptny'd 
Under  Ibe  rrown  which  gin  with  empin 

"  A  baby's  or  aa  idlol'i  bn>w.  and  made 

Their  nnu  in  it     The  old  anauinuea 

Bale  hatching  ihoir  bare'bimdi  under  Ihc  ehada 

'  Of  demon  ning*,  and  Uugh'd  from  their  d«id  e; 

To  reamime  the  dolegnled  power. 

Amy'd  in  which  ihoie  worma  did  □wnorchiee, 

•Who  mnko  (hii  m 


■"Or  like  imall  gnils  and  fliei.  ai  thick  ■■  mill 
On  eratiitig  manhea,  Ibrong'd  aboul  the  brow 
Of  lawyen.  MatonnBD,  prieil  and  Ihsoriit^ — 

'  And  othen.  like  dircolor'd  Bahea  of  anow 
On  fiiireii  boeoim  slid  the  aiinninl  bair. 
Fell,  and  were  melted  by  Ihe  yaulhful  glow 

"Wliich  they  citinguiBh'd ;  and.  like  lean,  they  we 

Id  dreia  of  inrmw.     I  bccanit  an-are 

"Of  whence  Ihoaefomu  proceeded  which  thuattain 
Ha  track  in  which  we  laaved,  AAer  brief  gpact 
From  every  form  the  beauty  alowly  waned ; 

"  From  every  linneai  limb  and  faircal  fiice 

The  Blrenglb  and  fnahnen  fell  like  dual,  and  lell 

"Rie  action  and  Ihe  >hapo  wilboul  the  grace 


cub.  glared  ere  ii  died ;  eBch  eo 

m,  numirous  aa  Ihe  dead  leotea 

evening  fioin  a  po|jB[-lree. 
luelf  and  like  each  oiher  were 
•ome  dieiorled,  aeem'd  to  be 


boay  phantonu  thai  were  there. 


Waa  old,  Ihe  joy  which  neked  like  beavao^ 
'he  ilecpen  inlhe  abliviouB  valley,  died; 
.nd  aonia  grew  weary  of  Ihe  ghaaijy  dioce,' 

And  fell,  »  I  have  Eillen;  by  the  WBy^da; 
Tboae  wonot  from  whoae  romo  mM  ahadim 
And  IsaU  of  atrenglh  and  beauty  did  abide.* 

"  Then,  what  ia  life  f  I  cried."— 


M  WHITTEN  AMONG  THE  EUQANEATI 
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TiKW  [>»•  were  htitlen  irirr  a  dar'iemuiiea 

ranyaa*  iilncllnM  IDcaadHnD  the  laamioael 
'eduoIDtyhiiea.  which  inaie  Ihrtb  Ihsauddnirt 


r  aiiprtlmiiiDti  afiuialue.i 
n  able  to  eilin(aiali  Id  me  t 


Many  a  green  iaie  ni 
In  the  i 


r.  worn  and  wan. 
Never  Ibua  could  voyage  on 
Dey  and  night,  and  nigtal  and  day. 
Drifting  on  hia  dreary  way. 
With  the  Bolid  darknoH  black 
Closing  round  hia  vc«e!'i  track; 
Whilal  above,  the  lunlen  aky. 
Big  with  clouds,  hnnga  heavily. 
And  behind  die  lempeit  Aeei 
Hurriej  on  wiih  lightning  feel. 
Riving  and.  and  cnrd.  and  piank. 
Till  tho  ship  hsi  aimott  drank 
Death  from  the  o'er-bnmming  deep ; 
And  links  down,  down,  like  ihal  deep 
When  the  dreamer  Henn  to  be 
Weltering  through  eternity ; 
And  the  dim  low  bne  bebra 
or  a  dark  and  distant  abore 
Sdll  recedes,  as  ever  Mill 
Longing  H'ilh  divided  will. 
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Bat  no  power  to  leek  or  ■hun. 

He  is  ever  drifted  on 

0*er  the  uiirepowng  wave. 

To  the  haven  of  the  grave. 

What,  if  there  no  friends  will  greet ; 

What,  if  there  no  heart  will  meet 

Hie  with  love's  impatient  beat ; 

Wander  wheresoe'er  he  may. 

Can  he  dream  before  that  day 

To  find  a  refuge  from  distress 

In  friendship's  smile,  in  love's  careat 

Then  'twill  wreak  him  little  woe 

Whether  such  there  be  or  no : 

Senseless  is  the  breast,  and  cold, 

Which  relenting  love  would  fold ; 

Bloodless  are  the  veins  and  chill 

Which  the  pulse  of  pain  did  fill ; 

Every  little  living  nerve 

Hiat  from  bitter  words  did  swerve 

Roond  the  tortured  lips  and  brow, 

Are  like  sapless  leaflets  now 

Fnnen  upon  December's  bough. 

On  the  beach  of  a  northern  sea 

Which  tempests  shake  eternally, 

As  once  the  wretch  there  lay  to  sleej^ 

lies  a  solitary  heap. 

One  white  skull  and  seven  dry  bonei» 

On  the  margin  of  the  stones. 

Where  a  few  gray  rushes  stand. 

Boundaries  of  the  sea  and  land : 

Nor  is  heard  one  voice  of  wail 

Bat  the  sea-mews',  as  they  sail 

O'er  the  billows  of  the  gide ; 

Or  the  whirlwind  up  and  down 

Howling,  like  a  slaughtered  town* 

When  a  king  in  gloiy  rides 

Through  the  pomp  of  fratricides : 

Tliose  unburied  bones  aroond 

There  is  many  a  mournful  sound ; 

There  is  no  Ismeot  for  him,  • 

like  a  sunless  vapor,  dim. 

Who  once  clothed  with  life  and  thomi^t 

What  now  moves  nor  morman  not 

Ay,  many  flowering  islands  lie 
In  the  waters  of  wide  Agony : 
To  such  a  one  this  mom  was  led 
My  bark,  by  soft  winds  piloted. 
*Mid  the  mountains  Euganean, 
I  stood  listening  to  the  pcan 
With  which  the  legion'd  rooks  did  hail 
The  sun's  uprise  majestical ; 
Gathering  round  with  wings  all  hoar. 
Through  the  dewy  mist  they  soar 
Like  gray  shades,  till  th'  eastern  heav«n 
Boists,  and  then,  as  clouds  of  even, 
Fleck'd  with  fire  and  azure,  lie 
In  the  unfathomable  sky, 
So  their  plumes  of  purple  grain, 
SCarr'd  with  drops  of  golden  rain, 
Gleam  above  the  sunlight  woods. 
As  in  silent  multitudes 
On  the  morning's  fitful  gale 
Throagh  the  broken  mist  they  sail, 
And  the  vapors  cloven  and  gleaming 
FoUow  down  the  dark  steep  straaming, 


Till  all  is  bright,  and  dear,  and  still. 
Round  the  sditary  hiU. 


Beneath  is  spread  like  a  green 
The  wavelesR  plain  of  Lombardy, 
Bounded  by  the  vaporous  air, 
Islanded  by  cities  fiiir ; 
Underneath  day's  azure  eyes 
Ocean's  nursling,  Venice,  lies,— 
A  peopled  labyrinth  of  walls, 
Amphitrite*s  destined  halls, 
Which  her  hoary  sire  now  paves 
With  his  blue  and  beaming  waves. 
Lo !  the  sun  upsprings  behind. 
Broad,  red,  radiant,  half-reclined 
On  the  level  quivering  line 
Of  the  waters  crjrstaliine ; 
And  before  that  chasm  of  light. 
As  vrithin  a  furnace  bright. 
Column,  tower,  and,  dome,  and  spire. 
Shine  like  obelisks  of  fire. 
Pointing  with  inconstant  motion 
From  the  altar  of  dark  ocean 
To  the  sapphire-tinted  skies ; 
As  the  flames  of  sacrifice 
From  the  marble  shrines  did  rise. 
As  to  pierce  the  dome  of  gold 
Where  Apollo  spoke  of  old. 

Son-girt  City !  thou  hast  been 
Ocean's  child,  and  then  his  queen ; 
Now  is  come  a  darker  day. 
And  thou  soon  must  be  his  prey, 
If  the  power  that  raised  thee  here 
Hallow  so  thy  watery  bier, 
A  less  drear  ruin  then  than  now. 
With  thy  conquest-branded  brow 
Stooping  to  the  slave  of  slaves 
From  thy  throne,  among  the  waves 
Wilt  thou  be,  when  the  sea-mew 
Flies,  as  once  before  it  fiew, 
O'er  thine  isles  depopulate. 
And  all  is  in  its  ancient  state. 
Save  where  many  a  palace-gate 
With  green  sea-flowers  overgrown 
like  a  rock  of  ocean's  own. 
Topples  o'er  the  abandon'd  sea 
As  the  tides  change  sullenly. 
The  fisher  on  his  watery  way. 
Wandering  at  the  close  of  day. 
Will  speed  his  sail  and  seize  his  oar 
Till  he  pass  the  gloomy  shore. 
Lest  thy  dead  should,  from  their  sleep 
Bunting  o'er  the  starlight  deep. 
Lead  a  rapid  masque  of  death 
O'er  the  waters  of  his  path. 

TTiose  who  alone  thy  towers  behold 
Quivering  through  aerial  gold. 
As  I  now  behold  them  here. 
Would  imagine  not  they  were 
Sepulchres,  where  human  forms, 
like  pollution-nourish'd  worms. 
To  the  corpse  of  greatneas  cling,    \ ' 
Mmder'd,  and  now  mooldering : 
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Bui  if  FnFdoni  shoulil  awake 
in  her  omnipoiriicr,  onil  nhiillo 
Fnin  ihs  Celrir^  Aiurcti*!  hold 
All  Ihs  keyi  oC  ilutigeiint  cold, 
Where  a  huodtTNl  taua  lie 
Chiin'd  like  ihee.  inglonouily. 
Thou  ami  oil  iliy  uiter  boad 
Might  aduni  iliii  luiiny  landi 
Twioiug  memoriM  of  old  lune 
With  new  virtuiw  mofo  lulilime; 
If  nai.  periih  ihou  and  ihey. 
Cknidi  which  Main  truih'i  ruing  dajr 


a,h. 

Eanh  ran  ipare  ye  ; 

From  yoat  dual  new  naliona  iphog 
Wilh  more  kindly  bloBoimng. 

Penih!  lal  Ihcre  only  be 
Fkaling  o'er  thy  hoarlhlen  «e. 
Ai  Iho  gurmenl  of  Iby  gky 
Clolhoe  (he  world  immonally, 
One  remembntnee.  more  nbUme 
Th»n  the  Wtier'd  pel]  of  Time, 
Which  tctne  hides  ihy  ving«  wan . 
Thst  a  letnpegt^lwi 
Of  ih 


f  Albi™ 


Driven  (mm  hii  ancofirBl  itreani* 

Found  B  neat  iii  thee ;  and  Ocean 

Weloxned  him  u,-ilh  lurh  emotion 
Thai  iia  joy  grew  hia,  and  sprung 
From  bia  hpa  like  muaic  flung 
Cer  a  mighty  thunder-lil, 
Chuiiening  lemr  ^  whol  ibough  yet 
f^jeay'a  tmikiljng  river, 
Which  IhioDdh  AltnoD  winds  lot  ever, 
laahing  wilh  inclndioui  nave 
Many  a  aacred  poel'i"  Kmvn. 

What  though  Ibou  wilh  alt  tby  dsad 
Scarce  can  for  this  lami-  repay 
Aught  thine  own. — oh.  tnlher  say. 
Though  thy  lina  and  alnvoriee  tbid 
Ovenloud  a  sunlUic  «ul  I 
Aa  the  gboal  of  Homer  clinga 
Round  Scamandpr'i  wailing  ipiiagii 
Aa  divineai  Shnkspeure'i  might 
Filla  Avon  and  the  world  with  light. 
Like  omniicienl  power,  which  ho 
Imaged  'mid  mortfllily; 
Ai  Iho  bvo  from  Petrarch's  um, 
Tel  amid  yon  hills  dolh  bum. 
A  quenchleia  bunp,  by  which  the  baait 
Seea  tliinga  unearthly ;  ao  thou  art. 
Mighty  apini :  eo  ahatl  be 
The  city  that  did  rofiigo  thee. 

Lo.  the  aun  floata  up  the  aky 
Uke  Ihnugbt-wing^  liber^. 
Till  the  univetnl  light 
Seema  la  level  plain  and  height  i 
Ftnm  the  aea  a  mial  waa  apread. 
And  the  beama  of  mora  lie  dead 
On  the  lowen  of  Venice  now, 
Uhe  ila  glory  long  ago 


By  the  akiria  of  that  gray  cloud 
Maoy^ofned  Pndua  proud 
Standa.  a  peopled  volimde, 
'Mid  the  barveai-ihuung  plain. 
Where  the  peuont  henpe  )ua  gni 
In  lie  gamsr  of  hia  Cw. 
And  tho  milk-white  olen  aloiv 

That  the  brutal  Cell  may  awill 
Drunken  deep  wilh  lavage  will ; 
And  the  licltle  (o  Ihe  aKotil 
Lies  nnchnnged,  though  many  a  b 
Like  n  wcod  whofe  ahade  ia  poin 
n  thif  region's  i 


Shea 


Tbe  despot's  j 


■enpe  lo 


Padua,  thou  uilliin  whose  walls 
Thoeo  mute  guMia  at  feiliTala, 
Son  and  Molhnr.  Death  and  Sb, 
Play'd  at  dice  for  Enclin. 
TiU  Death  cried.  "  I  win.  1  win ! " 
And  Sin  cursed  to  lose  the  wagra. 
But  Death  pronusrd,  to  aasiMga  bar. 
That  he  would  pehlion  for 
Her  to  be  made  Viec-EmpeiOT, 
When  the  dniined  yvnn  wen  a'«. 
Overall  belween  the  Po 
And  the  eantem  Alpine  aoow. 
Under  the  mtgbly  Auf  Criaa. 
Sin  mniled  ao  oa  Sin  only  can. 
And  ainco  that  time.  ay.  long  before. 
Boih  have  ruled  fram  shore  to  abote. 
Thiti  iucMiuous  poir,  who  follow 
Tvmnti  SB  Ihe  sun  ihc  awnllon. 
As  Repentance  fullowa  Crime, 
And  aa  changes  follow  Time- 


To  adore  thai  aacred  flame. 

When  il  lit  not  many  a  hearth 

On  this  cold  and  glcomy  earth  ; 

Now  new  firea  from  antique  light 

Spring  beneath  the  wide  world'a  might. 

But  iheir  spnik  lin  dead  in  thee. 

Trampled  out  by  tyranny. 

An  tho  Norway  woodman  quells. 

In  the  depth  of  piny  dells. 

One  light  flame  among  (he  brakca. 

While  the  botindless  fareit  shaksa. 

By  the  fire  thus  lowly  bom  ; 

The  spark  brneath  hia  feel  ia  dead. 

He  stant  m  ace  ihe  flames  ii  fed 

Me 
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Howlhv  duough  the  dariceo'd  Ay 
Wilh  a  myriMl  tongaM  Yictoiiimdy, 
And  ■nks  down  in  fear:  to  thoa, 
Otjrminy!  beholdeetnow 
li^t  aioimd  thee,  and  thou  heanat 
The  loud  flamea  aMend,  and  ieaieit  : 
Grovel  on  the  earth ;  ay,  hide 
In  the  duat  thy  porple  pride ! 

Noon  detrend*  around  me  now : 
Tie  the  noon  of  antiunn'i  glow, 
When  a  toft  and  porple  mitt 
like  a  vaporooa  amethyat. 
Or  an  air-diHolved  star 
M'"fl''"g  light  and  fragrance,  fiur 
Fiom  the  curved  horiaon's  bound 
TV>  the  point  of  Heaven's  profound, 
Filla  the  overflowing  sky ; 
And  die  plaim  that  nlent  lie. 
Underneath,  the  leavei  umodden 
Where  the  in&nt  fioit  has  trodden 
Wtdi  his  morning-winged  feet. 
Whose  bright  print  is  gleaming  yet; 
And  the  red  aiid  golden  vinea, 
Pierang  vrith  their  trellis'd  lines 
The  roufl^  dark-skirted  wilderness ; 
The  dun  aiid  Uaded  grass  no  less, 
JPointing  fiom  this  hoary  tower 
In  the  vrindlesB  air ;  die  flower 
Glimmering  at  my  feet;  die  line 
Of  the  olive^andall'd  Apennine 
In  the  south  dimly  islanded ; 
And  the  Alps,  whose  snows  are  spraad 
EUgh  between  the  clouds  and  sun; 
And  of  living  things  each  one ; 
And  my  spirit,  which  so  long 
Darken*d  this  swift  stream  of  song, 
Interpeneteted  lie 
By  the  gloiy  of  the  sky ; 
Be  it  love,  light,  harmony. 
Odor,  or  the  soul  of  all 
Which  fiom  Heaven  like  dew  dodi  fall. 
Or  die  mind  which  feeds  this  verse 
Ftoopling  the  lone  universe. 

Noon  descends,  and  after  noon 
Autumn's  evening  meets  me  soon, 
Lwiwg  the  infimtine  moon. 
And  that  one  star,  which  to  her 
Almost  seems  to  minister 
Half  the  crimson  light  she  brings 
From  the  sunset's  radiant  springs : 
And  the  soft  dreams  of  the  mom 
(Which  like  winged  winds  had  bone 
To  that  sUent  isle,  which  lies 
'Afid  remembered  agonies, 
The  frail  bark  of  this  lone  being), 
Psss,  to  other  suflerers  fleeing. 
And  its  ancient  pibt.  Pun, 
Sits  beside  the  helm  agafai. 

Other  flowering  isles  must  be 
In  die  sea  of  liie  and  agony: 
Odier  spirits  float  and  flee 
O^er  that  gulf:  even  now,  paffaap«, 
On  some  rock  die  wild  wave  wraps, 
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With  folded  winp  they  waitfaig  sit 
For  my  bark,  to  pilot  it 
To  some  calm  and  blooming  cove. 
Where  for  me,  and  those  I  love. 
May  a  windless  bower  be  built. 
Far  fiom  passion,  pain,  and  guilt, 
'  In  a  dell  'mid  lawny  hills. 
Which  the  wild  sea-murmur  Alls, 
And  soft  sunshine,  and  the  sound 
Of  old  forests  echoing  round* 
And  the  light  and  smell  divine 
Of  all  flowers  that  breathe  and  riiine. 
We  may  live  so  happy  there. 
That  the  spirils  of  die  air. 
Envying  us,  may  even  entice 
To  our  healing  paradise 
The  polluting  multitude ; 
But  their  rage  would  be  subdued 
By  that  clime  divine  and  calm. 
And  the  winds,  whose  wings  rain  balm 
On  the  uplifted  soul,  and  leaves 
Under  which  the  bright  sea  heaves ; 
While  each  breathless  interval 
In  their  whisperings  musical 
The  inspired  soul  supplies 
With  its  own  deep  melodies. 
And  the  love  which  heals  all  strifo 
Circling,  like  the  breath  of  lifo, 
All  things  in  that  sweet  abode 
With  iti  own  mild  brotherhood. 
TTiey,  not  it,  would  change ;  and  soon 
Eveiy  sprite  beneath  the  moon 
Would  repent  its  envy  vain. 
And  die  eardi  grow  young  again. 


LETTER  TO 


Leghorn,  My  1, 18Sa 

Tbe  spider  spreads  her  webs,  whedier  she  be 

In  poet's  tower,  cellar,  or  bam,  or  tree ; 

The  silkworm  in  the  dark-green  mulberry^leaves 

His  winding  sheet  and  cradle  ever  weaves ; 

So  I,  a  thing  whom  moralists  call  worai. 

Sit  spinning  still  round  this  decaying  forai. 

From  the  fine  threads  of  rare  and  subde  thought— 

No  net  of  words  in  garish  colors  wrought 

To  catch  the  idle  buxaen  of  the  day — 

But  a  soft  cell,  where,  when  that  fiides  away, 

Memoiy  may  dodie  in  wings  my  living  name. 

And  feed  it  with  the  asphodels  of  fiune. 

Which  in  those  hearts  which  most  remember  me 

Grow,  making  love  an  immortality. 

Whoever  should  behokl  me  now,  I  wist. 
Would  think  I  were  a  mighty  mechanist. 
Bent  widi  sublime  Archimedean  art 
To  breathe  a  soul  into  the  iron  heart 
Of  some  machine  portentous,  or  strange  gin. 
Which  by  die  force  of  figuied  spells  migbt  virin 
Its  way  ovar  the  sea,  and  sport  therein ; 
For  round  the  walls  are  hung  dread  engines,  mdi 
As  Vokwi  never  wrought  for  Jove  to  dutch 
IxMO  or  tbe  TftBn>— or  the  quick 
Wit  of  dwt  nan  of  God,  St  Dominie, 
To  oonvince  Adieist,  Turk,  or  Hertdc ; 
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Or  tboie  in  pbikniihie  oomoib  net, 
Who  thought  to  pay  101110  inloraot  ftr  tho  dobi 
TiMjroiwod    •♦•♦♦♦♦••• 
Bt  giving  a  fiuotfoeiMto  of  dimnition 
TV>  Shakipeore,  Sidatj,  Speuer  and  the  iwt 
Who  OMde  our  land  an  Mliuid  of  the  Uoi^ 
When  It"'!'''^*  Spain,  who  now  relunMo  her  flre 
Oil  Freedon't  hearth,  grew  dim  with  Empire  >— 
With  dunabMawwi,  wheeb,  with  loodi  and  ifike 

and  jag, 
Whioh  fidieB  ibond  onder  the  utmoet  eng 
Of  Conwall  and  the  lioffnMoeompeH'd  irieo,  . 
Where  to  the  aky  the  nide  Ma  eeldom  nnlea 
Unlom  in  treadieroiii  wiath,  ea  on  the  mom 
When  die  eiulting  elemenli  in  eoom 
ftumted  with  deetrojr'd  deetmction,  lajr 
Sleeping  in  beauty  on  their  mengled  prey, 
Am  panthen  ileep;  and  other  ttrange  and  dread 
Bflagical  torn  die  brick  floor  orenpraad— 
Protene  truetan'd  to  metal  did  not  make 
More  figures,  or  more  ttnnge;  nor  did  he  take 
Sudi  ihapeo  of  vnintelligibie  bnm. 
Or  heap  himself  in  luch  a  hoirid  mun 
Of  tin  and  iron  not  to  lie  nndeniood. 
And  fcraiB  of  nnimaginahie  wood. 
To  ptosde  Tubel  Cain  and  all  hk  brood: 
Great  serewi,  and  oonei^  and  wheeb,  and  groored 

Uocki, 
The  elemente  of  what  will  stand  the  sboefai 
Of  wave  uid  wind  and  lime^— Upon  the  table 
More  koaeks  and  quips  there  be  than  I  am  able 
To  catalogiBe  in  this  vem  of  mine : — 
A  pretty  bowl  of  wood— not  IfaU  of  wnie^ 
But  quicksilver;  that  dew  which  the  gnomea  drink 
When  at  their  sublenanean  toil  they  swink. 
Fledging  the  demons  of  the  earthquake,  who 
Reply  to  them  in  lava-ciy,  halloo! 
And  call  out  to  the  cities  o'er  their  head, — 
Roofih  towns  and  shrines, — ^the  dying  and  the  dead 
Crash  through  the  chinks  of  earth — and  then  all  quaff 
Another  rouse,  and  hold  their  sides  and  laugh. 
This  quicksilver  no  gnome  has  drunk — within 
The  walnut  bowl  it  lies,  veined  and  thin. 
In  color  like  tho  wake  of  light  that  stains 
The  Tuscan  deep,  when  from  the  moist  moon  rains 
The  inmost  shower  of  its  white  fire — the  hreese 
Is  still — blue  Heaven  smiles  over  the  pale  sees. 
And  in  this  bowl  of  quicksilver — for  I 
Yield  to  the  impulse  of  an  infancy 
Outlasting  manhood — I  have  made  to  float 
A  rude  idealism  of  a  paper  boet — 
A  hollow  screw  with  cogs — Henry  will  know 
The  thing  I  mean  and  laugh  at  me^ — ^if  so 
He  fears  not  I  should  do  more  mischief.— Next 
lie  bills  and  calculations  much  perplext. 
With  steara-hoats,  frigates,  and  machinery  quaint 
Traced  over  them  in  blue  and  yellow  paint 
Then  comes  a  range  of  mathematical 
Instruments,  for  plans  nautical  and  statical, 
A  heap  of  rosin,  a  green  broken  glass 
With  ink  in  it ;— a  china  cup  that  was 
What  it  will  never  be  agaui,  I  think, 
A  thing  flnom  which  sweet  lips  were  wont  to  drink 
The  liquor  doctnn  rail  at — and  which  I 
Will  quaff  in  spite  of  them — and  when  we  die 
We'll  toss  up  who  died  first  of  drinking  tea. 
And  cry  out, — heads  or  tails  f  where'er  we  be. 


Near  daat  a  dvMf  painfrhos,  aooM  aid  hooha, 
A  hatfhont  aaieh.  an  iwny  fakKk,  Oma 
Where  oonie  aaeliona,  aphancB^  lofuithn 
To  great  Lepiane,  fion  Saondanon  and 
lie  heap*d  in  their  l|uinoaioQB  disanaj 
Of  fignreeiT-disantnigle  Aam  who  watf, 
Bann  de  Tolt's  BfemoiiB  bawla  them  hab 
And  nna  odd  volmaaB  Of  ohl  cheoMliy. 
Near  theaii  a  most  inexplicable  thing; 
With  least  in  the  mkldle— I'kn  conjectaiing 
Qow  to  make  Hemy 
111  leaTB,  as  Spenser  SBy%  with 
TUb  secret  in  the  pngnant  wonh  of  thne^ 
Too  vast  a  matter  fee  so  waak  a  fhjaai 


And  here  like  aona  wood  Aidunaga  sit  J^ 
Flottiog  dark  speUs,  and  devilish  angineiy. 
The  sell4mpelling  sieam-whaels  of  the  nW 
Whidi  pomp  up  oaths  from  cleigyuian,  ud  grind 
The  gende  spirit  of  oor  aeak  raviawa 
Into  a  powdery  fiiam  of  salt  aboea, 
Rofiing  the  ocean  of  their  ealfioonlBnts 
I  sit— and  smile  or  sigh  as  is  my  hem; 
But  not  for  them — ^libeccio  raihaa  immd 
With  an  inconstant  and  an  idle  eoond; 
I  heed  him  more  than  them    the  AandereoMke 
b  gathering  on  the  moantaiB^  fikaadoak 
Folded  adiwart  their  shooMesa  braad and  baia; 
The  ripe  com  under  the  mtdwlaling  air 
Undnlales  like  an  ocean ;    and  dia  vioM 
Are  trembling  wide  in  aU  dieir  tveOisi'd  lines 
The  mmrnnr  of  the  awakening  aaa  dodi  fll 
The  empty  panees  of  the  bbat^— tha  hill 
Looks  hoary  throof^  the  while  alacbic  nStk 
And  finm  die  glow  beyond,  in  BoHen  undB 
The  intennpled  dinnder  howls;  abova 
One  chasm  of  Heaven  smiles,  like  the  age  of  love 
On  the  unquiet  world ; — while  such  things  are. 
How  could  one  worth  your  fiiendship  heed  die  war 
Of  worms  ?  The  shriek  of  the  worid's  carrion  jsyi. 
Their  censure,  or  their  wonder,  or  their  praise  ? 


You  are  not  here !  the  quaint  witch  Bfemory 
In  vacant  chairs,  your  absent  images. 
And  points  where  once  you  sat,  and  now  shoold  bs. 
But  are  not — I  demand  if  ever  we 
Shall  meet  as  then  we  met ;— and  she  replies. 
Veiling  in  awe  her  second-sighted  eym ; 
**  I  know  the  post  alone — but  summon  home 
My  sister  Hope,  she  speaks  of  all  to  come.** 
But  I,  an  old  diviner,  who  know  well 
Every  false  veise  of  that  sweet  oracle, 
Tum'd  to  the  sad  enchantress  once  again. 
And  sought  a  respite  from  my  gentle  pain. 
In  acting  every  passage  o.*er  and  o'er 
Of  our  communion. — How  on  the  seashore 
We  watch'd  the  ocean  and  the  sky  together. 
Under  the  roof  of  blue  Italian  weather ; 
How  I  ran  home  through  last  year's  thunder-etona, 
And  felt  the  transverse  lightning  linger  warm 
Upon  my  cheek : — and  how  we  oflen  made 
Treats  fbr  each  other,  where  good-will  ontvrei^'d 
The  frugal  luxury  of  oor  country  cheer. 
As  it  well  might,  were  it  less  firm  and  clear 
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in  miMt  oTer  be ; — and  how- we  span 
d  of  talk  to  hide  lis  from  the  sun 
familiar  life,  which  seems  to  be 
Dt,— or  is  but  quaint  mockery 
ire  \«'0uld  believe  ;  or  sadly  blame 
ring  and  inexplicable  frame 
wrong  world  : — and  then  anatomize 
■poses  and  thoughts  of  men  whose  eyes 
osed  in  distant  years ; — or  widely  guess 
le  of  the  earth's  great  business, 
ve  shall  be  as  we  no  longer  are ; 
bbling  gossips  safe,  who  hear  the  war 
is,  and  sigh,  but  tremble  not ;  or  how 
en*d  to  some  interrupted  flow 
nary  rhyme  — in  joy  and  pain 
rom  the  inmost  fountains  of  my  brahi, 
:tle  skill  perhaps ;— or  how  we  sought 
leepest  weUs  of  passion  or  of  thought 
it  by  wise  poets  in  the  waste  of  years, 
;  the  sacred  waters  with  our  tears ; 
ing  a  thirst  ever  to  be  renew'd ! 
I,  wisest  lady !  then  indued 
guage  of  a  land  which  now  is  free,        * 
ing*d  with  thoughts  of  truth  and  n^jesty, 
md  the  tyrant's  sceptre  like  a  cloud, 
rsts  the  peopled  prisons,  and  cries  aloud, 
me  is  Legion !  ** — that  majestic  tongue 
[^alderon  over  the  desert  flung 
and  of  nations ;  and  which  found 
>  in  our  hearts,  and  with  the  sound 
oblivion ; — thou  wert  then  to  me 
nurse — when  inarticulately 
would  talk  as  its  grown  parents  da 

I  winds  the  rapid  clouds  pursue, 

IS  chase  doves  through  the  aerial  way, 
en  the  innocent  deer,  and  beasts  their  prey, 
ould  not  we  rouse  with  the  spirit's  blast 
the  forest  of  the  pathless  past 
ecollected  pleasures  ? 

Tou  are  now 
Ion,  that  great  sea,  whose  ebb  and  flow 
is  deaf  and  loud,  and  on  the  shore 
its  wrecks,  and  still  howls  on  for  more, 
ts  depth  what  treasures !   You  will  see 

II  see  C ;  he  who  sits  obscure 

ixceeding  lustre  and  the  pure 
irradiations  of  a  mind, 

with  its  own  internal  lustre  blind, 
earily  through  darkness  and  despair— 
•encircled  meteor  of  the  air, 
)d  eagle  among  blinking  owls. 
II  see  H — t ;  one  of  those  happy  soub 
ire  the  salt  of  the  earth,  and  without  whom 
irld  would  smell  like  what  it  is — a  tomb; 
what  others  seem  ; — ^his  room  no  doubt 
dom'd  by  many  a  cast  from  Shout, 
aceful  flowers,  tastefully  placed  about ; 
onals  of  bay  from  riband  hung, 
ghter  wreaths  in  neat  disorder  flung. 
Is  of  the  most  leam'd  among  some  dosens 
lie  friends,  sisters-in-law  and  cousins. 
!re  is  he  with  his  eteilaal  puns, 
t>eat  the  dullest  brain  for  smiles,  Uko  dona 


Thundering  for  money  at  a  poef  s  door ; 

Alas !  it  is  no  use  to  say,  <* I'm  poor  !** 

Or  oft  in  graver  mood,  when  he  will  look 

Things  wiser  than  were  ever  said  in  book. 

Except  in  Shakspeare's  wisest  tenderness. 

You  will  see  H — ,  and  I  canix>t  express 

His  virtues,  though  I  know  that  they  are  great. 

Because  he  locks,  then  barricades,  ike  gate 

Within  which  they  inhabit  ^— of  his  wit 

And  wisdom,  you'll  cry  out  when  you  are  bit. 

He  is  a  pearl  within  an  oystersbell. 

One  of  the  richest  of  the  deep.    And  there 

Is  English  P —  vrith  his  mountain  Fair 

Tum'd  into  a  Flamingo, — ^that  shy  bird 

That  gleams  i'  the  Indian  air.    Have  jroa  not  heard 

When  a  man  marries,  dies,  or  turns  Hindoo, 

H»  best  friends  hear  no  mora  of  him  f  but  you 

Will  see  him  and  will  like  him  too,  I  hope, 

With  the  milk-white  Snowdontan  Antelope 

Match'd  with  this  cameleopard ;  his  fine  wit 

Makes  such  a  wound,  the  knife  is  lost  in  it ; 

A  strain  too  learned  for  a  shallow  age, 

Too  wise  for  selfish  bigots  ^et  his  page 

Which  charms  the  chosen  spirits  of  the  age. 

Fold  itself  up  for  a  serener  clime 

Of  years  to  come,  and  find  its  recompense 

In  that  just  expectation.    Wit  and  sense. 

Virtue  and  hnman  knowledge,  all  that  ndgfat 

Make  this  dull  world  a  business  of  delight. 

Are  aU  combined  in  H.  Sb— And  these. 

With  some  exceptions,  which  I  need  not  tease 

Your  patience  by  descanting  on,  are  all 

You  and  I  know  in  London. 

Irecall 
My  thoughts,  and  bid  you  look  apon  the  ni^^ 
As  virater  does  a  sponge,  so  the  moonlight 
Fills  the  void,  hollow,  universal  air. 
What  see  you  f — ^Unpavilion'd  heaven  is  fidr» 
Whether  the  moon,  into  her  chamber  gone. 
Leaves  midnight  to  the  golden  stars,  or  wan 
Climbs  with  dirainish'd  beams  the  azure  steep ; 
Or  whether  clouds  sail  o'er  the  inverse  deep. 
Piloted  by  the  many-wandering  blast, 
And  the  rare  stars  rush  through  them,  dim  and  fast 
All  this  is  beautiful  in  every  land. 
But  what  see  you  beside  ?  A  shabby  stand 
Of  hackney-coaches — a  brick  house  or  waU, 
Fencing  sonM  lonely  court,  white  with  the  scrawl 
Of  our  unhappy  politics ; — or  worse— 
A  wretched  woman  reeling  by,  whose  curse 
Mix'd  vrith  the  watchman's,  partner  of  her  trade. 
You  must  accept  in  place  of  serenade — 
I  see  a  chaos  of  green  leaves  and  fruit 
Built  round  dark  caverns,  even  to  the  root 
Of  the  living  stems  who  feed  them ;  in  whose  bowers 
There  sleep  in  their  dark  dew  the  folded  fk>wers ; 
Beyond,  the  sur&ce  of  the  unsickled  com 
Trembles  not  in  the  slumbering  air,  and  home 
In  circles  quaint,  and  ever-changing  dance, 
Like  winged  stars  the  fire-flies  flash  and  glance 
Pale  in  the  open  moonshine ;  but  each  one 
Under  the  dark  trees  seems  a  little  sun, 
A  meteor  tamed ;  a  fiz'd  star  gone  astray 
From  the  silver  regioiis  of  the  milky  way. 
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Ate  tfit  OootidbM^  ■ong  ii  bawd, 
Hndt,  bm  nnd*  •WMfC  by  diilBnM 
Which  CMmot  b»  •  nightingile,  md  yet 
I  know  Don*  dw  dm  iingi  n  swwt  ai  ik 
At  Ihfa  kit  boor  ^-«id  then  dl  ii  1101  >- 
Hour  ndy  or  Loiidoiit  wfaidi  yoa  will ! 


Noit  winter  yon  noel  pes  widi  bw:  111  bavo 
Ifr  honee  by  thet  tine  tom'd  into  n  gimvo 
Ordenddeipondeaeeendlow4boni^tedceio, 
And  an  the  draenm  wiiieh  oar  tannemoie  iNL 

OhibetH  end wendiein» 

Wlflieveiy  tbfagbdongingtD  AemihirS— 
We  wm  bevo  booke  i  ^peniriw  Iidien,  Gfeek, 


TboQgb  we  eet  Utile  fleah  end  drink  no  wine. 
Yet  let'i  be  meny:  we'll  have  tea  and  toeeC; 
Caitardi  fiir  enpper,  end  en  endleai  boat 
Of  ayllebiibB  end  jelliee  end  minoefiee. 
And  other  iodi  Iedj4ike  Imnrieer^ 
Feeeting  on  whidi  we  will  iihiloaophiae. 
And  well  have  firee  oat  of  the  Grand  Doke^woodf 
To  diaw  the  aiz  weeka*  winter  in  oar  blood. 
And  then  we  11  telk  9— what  ahall  we  talk  abovt  t 
Oh!  diere  era  aemee enoogh ftr  Bany  a  boat 
Of  dioaght>entBngled  deecani^-aa  to  nervee, 
With  oonee  end  pandlekigrame  end  eonrea^ 
I've  iwom  to  alnn^  Aem  if  onoe  diay  dun 
To  bother  ner—wlMn  yoa  en  widi  nw  there. 
And  they  ahall  never  mora  dp  laod'non 
From  Helioon  or  ffimeraaij^— well  ooom 
And  in  deapite  of  ***  and  of  die  devil. 
Will  make  oar  ftiendly  phiknophie  ravd 
Oadait  die  leelleai  time  ^-till  bode  end  flewme 
Warn  die  obeoore^  inevitable  boon 
Sweet  meeting  by  nd  parting  to  renew ; — 
"  To-morrDW  to  fredi  woods  and  pasturee  new." 


THE  SENSITIVE  PLANT. 

riETL 

A  SiNBiTivi  PLAirr  in  a  garden  grew. 
And  the  young  winds  fed  it  with  nlvbr  dew, 
And  it  open'd  iti  fan-like  leaves  to  the  light, 
And  doeed  them  beneath  the  kisses  of  night 

And  the  Spring  arose  on  the  garden  frir, 
Like  the  Spirit  of  Love  felt  eveiywhere ; 
And  each  flower  and  herb  on  Earth's  dark  breest 
Rose  from  the  dreams  of  its  wintry  rest 

But  none  ever  trembled  and  panted  with  bUss 
In  the  garden,  the  field,  or  the  wilderness, 
Like  a  doe  in  the  noontide  with  love's  sweet  want. 
As  the  compenionless  Sensitive  Plant 

The  snow-drop,  and  then  the  violet. 
Arose  from  the  ground  with  warm  rain  wet. 
And  their  breath  was  miz'd  widi  fresh  odor,  sent 
From  the  turf)  like  the  voice  and  the  instrument 

*  'Ifupost  from  which  the  river  Himera  was  named,  is, 
with  flome  sljf  ht  shade  of  difierenee,  a  synonTme  of  Lovs. 


and 

mdM 


tdipldl. 

•11. 

1% 


TliendMpJed 
And  naidari,  dit 
Whoga»endMir 
Tm  diey  die  of  dMir 


And  the  Naiad-like  lOy  of  Ae  vile, 
Wbooi  yoodi  asakee  eo  ftir  and  paMon  ao  pal% 
That  Ae  Hgbt  of  its  trHmdooa  beOs  li  aaen 
ThRNH^  dbair  pnviUona  of 


And  die  byadndi,  puple.  and  wUta^  and  Unob 
Wbich  Ang  from  ilB  beDa  a  aweet  ped  new 
Of  mndo  ao  deUeelo,  aoft,  and  intanae^ 
It  WM  ftU  like  an  odor  widiin  the 


And  the  raw  like  a  oympii  to  die  badi  nddiiit 
Whidi  mivdl'd  die  depdi  of  her  glowiiv  bnv^ 
Tm,  Idd  after  Aid,  to  die  ttndiv  air 
The  eool  of  her  beanly  and  love  1^  bwa: 

And  die  wand4ike  lily,  wbwh  liflnd  np^ 
Aa  a  Bfanad,  ila  moonUghft^olai'd  mtfi, 
Tm  die  fiery  etar,  whidi  ■  its  eyn» 
Gaaed  dmagh  dear  dew  on  Ae  tender  s^; 


And  Ae  jeananne  ftmt,  and  At 
The  aweeteat  flower  §bf  aoent  thai 
And  an  vara  blomona  flam  evwy 
Grew  hi  Ant  garden  hi  perfeet 


And  on  the  etream  whora  innnmtnul 

Wee  pnnkt  onder  boagfae  of  enboweriiv 

Wl  A  goUen  and  green  light;  danth^  dnoafh 
Their  beavan  of  meny  a  lai^^  hneb 


ftoed  wateMiHea  lay  tremoloody. 

And  starry  river-buds  glimmer'd  by. 

And  around  Aem  die  soft  stream  did  glide  and  danc* 

WiA  a  motion  of  sweet  sound  and 


And  Ae  sinuous  paths  of  lawn  and  of  mom, 
Which  led  through  Ae  garden  akmg  and 
Some  open  at  once  to  Ae  son  and  Ae  bieeae. 
Some  lost  among  bowers  of  MnMnimg  trees. 

Were  all  paved  wiA  daisiea  and  delicate  bells 
As  fair  as  Ae  ftbulous  asphodels. 
And  flowers  which  drooping  aa  day  droop*d  too^ 
Fell  into  pavilions,  white,  purple,  and  bloe. 
To  roof  the  glow-worm  from  the  evening  dew. 

And  from  this  undeflled  Paradise 
The  flowers  (as  an  infimt's  awakening  eyee 
Smile  on  its  moAer,  whose  singing  sweet 
Can  first  lull,  and  at  last  must  awaken  it). 

When  Heaven's  bliAe  winds  bed  uniblded  Aeai, 
As  mine-lamps  enkindle  a  hidden  gem. 
Shone  smiling  to  Heaven,  and  every  one 
Shared  joy  in  die  light  of  die  gende  son; 

For  each  one  was  interpenetnted 
WOk  Ae  light  and  Ae  odor  its  neighbor  shed, 
like  young  lovers  whom  yooA  and  bve  make  dsaL 
Wrapp'd  and  fill'd  by  Aeir  motod  atmosphero. 
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Senntive  Plant  which  oonkl  give  tmall  finit 
love  which  it  felt  from  the  leaf  to  the  root, 
id  more  than  all,  it  loved  more  than  ever, 
none  wanted  but  it,  could  belong  to  the  giv 

I  SemitiTe  Plant  has  no  bright  flower ; 
ce  and  odcur  are  not  ita  dower ; 
I,  even  like  Love,  iti  deep  heart  ii  fhll, 
es  what  it  haa  not,  the  beautiful ! 

(ht  vnnda  which  from  unsustaining  wings 
tie  muiic  of  many  murmuringa ; 
iUOM  which  dart  from  many  a  star 
flowera  whoae  huea  they  bear  afiur ; 


tumed  inaecta  iwifi  and  free, 
olden  boats  on  a  tunny  aea, 
with  light  and  odor,  which 
he  gleam  of  the  living  gnui; 


naeen  clouds  of  the  dew,  which  lie 
ire  in  the  flowers  till  the  sun  rides  high, 
wander  like  spirits  among  the  spheres, 
doud  fiunt  with  the  fragrance  it  bears ; 

'I 
uivering  vapors  of  dim  noontide, 
I  like  a  sea  o'er  the  warm  earth  glide, 
ich  every  sound,  and  odor,  and  beam, 
,  as  reeds  in  a  aingle  stream ; 

and  all  like  ministering  angels  were 
le  Sensitive  Plant  sweet  joy  to  bear, 
tt  the  lagging  hours  of  the  day  went  by 
windless  cloiuds  o'er  a  tender  sky. 

9irhen  evening  descended  from  Heaven  above, 
the  Earth  was  all  rest,  and  the  air  was  all  love, 
delight,  though  less  bright,  was  &r  more  deep» 
the  day's  veil  fell  fiom  the  world  of  sleep, 

the  beasts,  and  the  birds,  and  the  insects  were 

drown'd 
I  ocean  of  dreams  without  a  sound ; 
le  v^ves  never  mark,  though  they  ever  impress 
light  sand  which  paves  it,  conscioosn 


Tended  the  garden  from  mom  to  even : 
And  the  meteors  of  that  sublunar  Heaven, 
like  the  lampa  of  the  air  when  night  walks  forth, 
Laugh'd  rouxid  her  footsteps  up  ftom  the  Earth ! 

She  had  no  companion  of  mortal  race, 
But  her  tremulous  breath  and  her  flushing  ftoe 
1V>ld,  whilst  the  mom  kias'd  the  sleep  from  her  eyi% 
That  her  dreams  were  less  slumber  than  Pbmdiae : 

As  if  some  bright  Spirit  for  her  sweet  sake 
Had  deserted  Heaven  while  the  stars  were  awake. 
As  if  yet  around  her  he  lingering  were, 
iThough  the  veil  of  daylight  oonceal'd  him  fiom  lier. 


Her  step  seem'd  to  pity  the  grass  it  prest; 
You  might  hear  by  the  heaving  of  her  ' 
That  the  coming  and  going  of  the  wind 
Brought  pleasure  there  and  left  pasnoo  behind 

And  wherever  her  airy  fix>tstep  trod. 
Her  trailing  hair  fiom  the  grassy  sod 
Erased  its  light  vestige,  vnth  shadowy  sweeps 
Like  a  sunny  storm  o'er  the  daik-gieen  deepw 

I  doubt  not  the  flowers  of  that  garden  sweet 
Rctjoiced  in  the  sound  of  her  gentle  feet ; 
I  doubt  not  they  felt  the  spirit  that  came 
From  her  gbwing  fingen  through  all  their  fitme. 


'  overhead  the  sweet  nightingale 
sang  more  sweet  as  the  day  might  fiul, 
snatches  of  its  Elysian  chant 
)  miz'd  with  the  dreams  of  the  Sensitive  Plant) 

Sensitive  Plant  was  the  earliest 
ither'd  into  the  bosom  of  rest; 
i^eet  child  weary  of  its  delij^ 
feeblest  and  yet  the  &vorite, 
led  within  the  embrace  of  night. 

PART  n. 

le  was  a  Power  in  this  sweet  plaee, 
Sve  in  this  Eden ;  a  ruling  grace 
ch  to  the  flowers,  did  they  waken  or  dream, 
as  God  is  to  the  stany  scheme. 

sdy,  the  wonder  of  her  kind, 

lae  form  was  upborhe  by  a  lovely  miixi, 

ch,  dilating,  had  moulded  her  mien  and  raoCkia 

» a  sea4ower  nniblded  bsnealb  the  ocetn, 


She  sprinkled  bright  water  from  the  stream 
On  thoae  diat  were  ftint  vrith  the  suimy  beam; 
And  out  of  the  caps  of  the  heavy  flowera 
She  emptied  the  rain  of  the  thondei^sfaowerBr 

She  lifled  their  heads  with  her  tender  hands. 
And  sustain'd  them  with  rods  and  osier  bands; 
If  the  floweiB  had  been  her  own  infants,  she 
Could  never  have  nursed  them  more  tenderly. 

And  all  killing  insects  and  gnawing  worms. 
And  things  of  obscene  and  unlovely  forms. 
She  bore  in  a  basket  of  Indian  woo^ 
Into  the  rough  woods  fkr  aloof. 

In  a  basket,  of  grasses  and  wild  flowers  full 
The  fieshest  her  gentle  hands  could  pull 
For  die  poor  banish'd  insects,  whose  intent. 
Although  they  did  ill,  waa  innocent 

But  the  bee  and  the  beamlike  ephemeris, 
Whoae  path  is  the  lightning's,  and  soft  moOs  that  kiss 
llie  sweet  lips  of  the  flowers,  and  harm  not,  did  she 
Make  her  attendant  angeis  be. 

And  nany  an  antenatal  tomb^ 
Where  bottarffies  dream  of  the  life  to  oome. 
She  left  elinging  round  the  smooth  and  dark 
Edge  of  the  odotous  cedar  bark. 

Thia  faiieat  ereature  fiom  earliest  spring 
Thw  moved  through  the  garden  minislering 
AD  tiie  iwtal  awon  qC  TOiiMB«-»a^ 
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And  thiilla.  wicl  iuiil»,  und  di 


She  Awn  up  thniii);!)  Iho  tiaokn  of  Venifiiii. 

Und  on  lbs  fourth,  the  Sviuirirc  Fknl 
TeJi  Die  »und  of  Ih«  nmeml  chaat, 
%nd  ihfl  ■:«[■  or  ilie  bwrcn.  Iitnt'y  sad  ilow, 
Kad  Uifl  »!■  pr  Ihe  mauinen  dnp  and  low ; 

rhe  wesjy  H>und  and  tlie  hmTy  breath' 
^nd  Ihfl  nknt  molioin  of  pwing  dmlh. 

■ieni  througli  Ihe  pom  of  ihe  collia  pluik ; 

The  daHi  gniM.  and  Ihe  flanen  unoag  Ihe  grta 
Were  bnghl  wilb  lean  an  [he  crowd  did  pma,' 
From  iheir  nighs  ihe  wind  cnughl  a  nwnmrul  lo 
And  tola  ui  ihe  puiis.  and  gave  groan 


I  planio.  al  whose  namea  Ihe  rane 

'd  the  place  wiih  a  raoiui  „ 

Fnrkly,  aad  pulpoui.  and  bliatering.  ami  blue, 

'     ' '.  and  lUuT'd  with  a  lurid  daw. 

And  «gari<^  and  fungi,  with  mildew  and  ntould, 
Staried  Jikfl  niiil  from  ihe  wet  gn>iiad  cold; 

With  «  iiuht  of  grawih  bwl  been  utiimued  f 

man  roUed  off  ihom,  (hke  bf  flake. 

Till  the  Ihic:k  iialk  tiuck  like  a  munlenr'i  lUkaj 

W  here  rngi  of  loinc  flmh  yol  tremble  cm  high, 

Infecting  ihe  wimii  iJisl  wander  by. 


The  gordsn,  oni 

like  the  carpte  oi  ner  wno  ddo  a 
Which  ■!  linii  wag  lovely  a>  if  iii 
Then  alowly  changpd,  [ill  ii  grew 
To  nuke  men  Lrembls  who  never 


r.  became  cold  and  ibul, 


The  raae-leat-ea,  like  OakM  of  crinuon  rnoi 
Paved  Ihe  nirf  sod  the  mm  below. 
The  lillH  were  draoping,  and  while,  and  n 
luke  the  Itead  and  [he  skin  of  a  dying  man. 

And  Indian  plants,  of  icenl  and  bus 
The  sweetcii  tliat  ever  were  fed  on  dew. 
Leaf  after  leofi  day  after  day. 
Were  ma>'d  into  ihe  common  cUiy. 

And  Ihe  leavei.  hnwn.  yellow,  and  gray,  a: 


inctuolii  motdom  fmni  ipray  lo  ■pray 
Crept  and  flitted  in  hnrad  noonday 
Unseen ;  eveiy  branch  on  which  ihey  alii 

.eoomous  blight  woo  buro'd  and  btl 

The  Senailive  Plant,  like  one  tbrbid. 
Wept,  and  the  team  within  each  lid 

l*  folded  leaves,  which  together  grew. 
Were  cbaoged  lo  a  blight  of  trraen  glue. 

For  Ihe  leaves  mon  foil,  and  the  branchea  Km 
"ly  Ihe  heavy  ai  of  the  blait  were  hewn  ( 
Tie  sap  flhronk  to  the  root  through  eveiy  pore. 
La  blood  to  a  heart  that  will  beat  no  more. 


And  the  goily  winda  naked  the  winged  eeed*. 
Out  of  [heir  birth-place  of  ugly  weedo, 
'nil  Ihey  clung  round  many  a  eweel  Hower'a  tfen 
Which  rolled  inio  ihe  earth  with  Ihem. 

TTie  wiierbloomi  under  Ihe  rivulet 

Fell  from  the  atolkn  on  which  they  were  «el; 

Ai  the  windi  did  ihoie  of  the  upper  air. 


And  Ihey  clonk'd  ai  lua  girdle  like  maaocla; 


'h  without  a  tound 


Were  bent  and  tangled  acmw  the  waiki 
And  the  lealleiB  nol-WOfk  of  ponwile  bi 
Mou^d  into  ruiu,  and  oil  aweel  Howor^ 

Between  the  time  oi  the  ivind  and  the  anow, 
'II  loiheliesl  weeda  bejtan  lo  grow, 

Soae  coami  leaves  we^oBplu>h'dwilHmttn^B^^le!^>. 

a  tbn  iraler-<Dake'a  belly  and  llie  luod'a  tee^ 


The  eanh,  and  the 
le  came,  fiercely  driven  in  hii  cl 
!y  the  tenrold  tilaili  of  the  orctii 


the  wecda  which  were  (bnni  of  Ininf  di 
FM  from  the  front  lo  the  eanli  beneath. 
Tlieii  decay  and  itidden  flight  bom  (rmt 


iqlos  and  the  dormice  died  tbr  w  aul : 
\T\iB  \>irt»  iiov^'d  «iff  from  Ihe  froirn  air, 
\>LDi  were  »a%W.\a'i*«\s»BiiDB>iaka4«id  h^g. 
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re  came  down  a  thawing  rain, 
iull  dropi  ijose  on  the  boughs  again, 
ere  steamed  up  a  freezing  dew 

0  the  drop!  of  the  thaw-rain  grew ; 

orthem  whirlwind,  wandering  about 
volf  that  had  smelt  a  dead  child  out, 
le  boughs  thus  laden,  and  heavy  and  stiflC 
.pp'd  them  off  with  his  rigid  giiS. 

nnter  had  gone  and  spring  came  back, 
isitive  Plant  was  a  leaflen  wreck ; 
mandrakes,  and  toadstools,  and  docks,  and 

darnels, 
e  the  dead  firom  their  ruin'd  chamels. 

CONCLUSION. 

r  the  Sensitive  Plant,  or  that 
pvithin  its  boughs  like  a  spirit  sat 
>utii!rard  form  had  known  decay, 
it  this  change,  I  cannot  say. 

r  that  lady*!  gentle  mind, 
er  with  the  form  combined 
icatter'd  love,  as  itars  do  light, 
adnesB,  where  it  left  delight, 

ot  guess ;  but  in  this  life 
>,  ignorance,  and  strife, 
nothing  is,  but  all  tfiingB  seem, 

1  the  shadows  of  the  dream, 

lodest  creed,  and  yet 
t,  if  one  oonsideTB  it, 
that  death  itself  must  be, 
.  the  rest,  a  mockery. 

rden  sweet,  that  lady  &ir, 
iweet  shapes  and  odors  there, 
I  have  never  pass'd  away : 
>,  't  is  ours,  are  changed ;  not  they. 

B,  and  beauty,  and  delight, 

8  no  death  nor  change :  their  might 

I  our  organs,  which  endure 

it,  being  themselves  obscure. 


A  VISION  OF  THE  SEA. 

e  terror  of  tempest.    The  rags  of  the  sail 
kering  in  ribbons  within  the  fierce  gale : 
le  stark  night  of  vapors  the  dim  rain  is  driven, 
en  lightning  is  loosed,  like  a  deluge  from  heaven, 
s  the  black  trunks  of  the  water-spouts  spin, 
Bnd,  as  if  heaven  was  mining  in, 
they  leem'd  to  sustain  with  their  terrible  mass 
:ean  had  sunk  from  beneath  them :  they  pass 
'  graves  in  the  deep  with  an  earthquake  of  sound, 
9  waves  and  the  Umnders,  made  rilent  around, 
the  wind  to  its  echa    The  vessel,  now  toss'd 
h  the  low-trailing  rack  of  the  tempest,  is  lost 
urts  of  the  thunder-cloud :  now  down  the  sweep 
wind-cbven  wave  to  the  chasm  of  the  deep 
,  and  the  walls  of  the  watery  vale 
depths  of  dread  calm  are  unmoved  by  the  gale, 
rron  of  ruin  hang  gleaming  about; 
he  surf,  Uke  a  chaos  of  stars,  like  ■  rout 


Are 


Of  death-flames,  like  whirlpoob  of  fire-flowing  iron, 
With  splendor  and  terror  the  black  ship  environ ; 
Or  like  sulphur*flakes  hurl'd  from  a  mine  of  pale  fii% 
In  fountains  spout  o'er  it    In  many  a  sinre 
The  pyramid-billows,  with  white  pointi  of  brine, 
In  the  cope  of  the  lightning  inconstantly  shine. 
As  piercing  the  tky  from  the  floor  of  the  sea. 
The  great  diip  seems  splitting!  it  cracks  as  a  tiee. 
While  an  eardiquake  is  splintering  its  root,  ero  the  blMt 
Of  the  whirlwind  that  stript  it  of  branches  has  past. 
The  intense  thunder^balls  which  are  raining  ftooi 

heaven 
Have  shattered  its  mast,  and  it  stands  black  and  riven. 
The  chinks  suck  destruction.    The  heavy  dead  hulk 
On  the  living  sea  rolls  an  inanimate  bulk, 
like  a  corpse  on  the  clay  which  is  hungering  to  fold 
Its  comiption  around  it    Meanwhile,  from  the  hold, 
One  deck  is  burst  up  firom  the  waters  below. 
And  it  spUti  like  the  ice  when  the  thaw-breezes  blow 
O'er  the  lakes  of  the  desert !  Who  sit  on  the  othert 
Is  that  aU  the  craw  that  lie  burjring  each  other. 
Like  the  dead  in  a  breach,  round  Sie  fi>ramostl 

those 
Twin  tigen^  who  burst,  when  the  waters  arose. 
In  the  agony  of  terror,  their  chains  in  the  hold 
(What  now  makes  them  tame,  is  what  then  made 

them  bold) ; 
Who  crouch'd,  side  by  side,  and  have  driven,  like  a 

crank, 
The  deep  grip  of  their  claws  through  the  vibrating 

idanki    • 
Are  Aiese  allf  Nine  weeks  the  tall  vessel  had  lain 
On  the  windlesi  expanse  of  the  watery  plain; 
Where  the  death-darting  sun  cast  no  shadow  at  noon. 
And  there  seem'd  to  be  fire  in  the  beams  of  the  moon. 
Till  a  lead-oolor'd  fog  gather'd  up  from  the  deep, 
Whose  breath  was  quick  pestilence ;  then,  the  cold 

sleep 
Crept,  like  blight  through  the  ears  of  a  thick  fieki  of 

com. 
O'er  the  populous  vessel    And  even  and  mom. 
With  Uieir  hammocks  for  coffins  the  seamen  aghast 
like  dead  men  the  dead  limbs  of  their  comrades  cast 
Down  the  deep,which  closed  on  them  above  and  around. 
And  the  sharks  and  the  dog-fish  their  gnve-clothea 

unbound, 
And  were  glutted  like  Jews  with  this  manna  rain'd 

down 
From  God  on  their  wilderness.   One  after  one 
The  marinen  died ;  on  the  eve  of  this  day. 
When  the  tempest  was  gathering  in  cloudy  array. 
But  teven  remain'd.    Six  the  thunder  had  smitten. 
And  they  lie  black  as  mummies  on  which  Time  has 

written 
His  soom  of  the  embalmer ;  the  seventh,  from  the  deck 
An  oaksplinter  pierced  through  his  breast  and  his  back. 
And  hung  out  to  the  tempest,  a  wreck  on  the  wreck. 
No  more?  At  the  helm  sits  a  woman  more  ftir 
Than  heaven,  when,  unbinding  its  star-braided  hair. 
It  sinks  with  the  sun  on  the  earth  and  the  sea. 
She  dasps  a  bright  child  on  her  upgather'd  knee. 
It  laughs  at  the  lightning,  it  mocks  the  mix'd  thunder 
Of  the  air  and  the  sea,  with  desire  and  with  wonder 
It  is  beckoning  the  tigers  to  rise  and  come  near. 
It  would  play  with  thoM  eiyea  where  the  radiance  of  lear 
b  oolriiiiung  the  meteors ;  its  bosom  beats  hi|^ 
The  heart-fire  of  pleasure  has  kindled  its  eye ; 
Whik  in  mother's  is  lustreless.  **  Smile  not,  my  chfld» 
Bat  deep  deeply  and  sweetlY^  axMl  so  V)(^  ^«^B^«i 


i 
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now  inf  Ihe  nowon  of  the  gnrden  &ir. 


bd  on  the  Ibinh.  the  Sensi 
Wl  Ihe  (auiid  of  the  funen 


llw  weary  Bund  and  Uie  heoT;  brenth. 
Lad  tha  uIsbI  oHiiiaaa  ttf  paaing  death. 
hnd  Ihe  Hnell,  cold,  oppressive,  and  donk. 
lem  through  the  porea  of  tha  ooffin  plank  i 

"Hia  dark  gna.  am)  Ihe  Sonen  among  die  giiH, 
Were  bright  with  Ituin  as  the  croml  did  pwa: 
Fnm  iheir  nghi  the  wiiul  caught  a  tnuurnful  tone 
And  mo  in  the  pinofl,  and  gave  groan  for  graan. 

The  garden,  once  lair,  became  cold  and  foul. 
Like  (he  corpae  of  her  who  hud  been  in  loul : 
Which  at  linl  waa  lovely  ai  if  in  sle«p. 
Then  ilowly  changed,  till  il  grew  a  heap 
To  ntake  men  tremble  who  never  weep. 


Swinn 


la  motning  tode. 
Though  Ihe  noonday  >un  look'd  clear  and  brighl. 
Mocking  Ihe  ipoil  uf  Ihe  ncrel  night. 

The  Kise-leaTet,  like  Ookea  of  crironn  mow, 
Pored  Ihe  turf  and  Ihe  me**  below. 
The  lilies  Kore  drooping,  and  white,  and  wan. 
like  the  head  and  Ihe  akin  of  a  dying  man. 

And  Indian  planu,  of  KOnl  and  hue 
Tho  ■weeloit  thai  ever  were  fed  oD  dew. 
Leaf  after  loaf,  day  after  day, 


And  Urn  lenvei,  broiin,  yellow,  am)  gray,  Biul  red. 
And  while  with  ihe  whilencv  of  what  it  dead. 
Like  liT»|ie  of  ghosu  on  Ihe  dry  wind  pait; 
Their  whulling  nuiie  made  Iha  biidi  aghait. 

Ami  the  gmty  windi  naked  Ihe  winged  uedi. 
Out  of  ihoLr  birth-place  of  ugly  weed*. 
Till  they  clung  round  many  a  aweel  floner'i  tlen. 
Which  roned  into  ihe  oarih  with  Ihem. 


Foil  fnnn  tho  iiAltn  on  which  thoy  were  »et ; 
And  Ihe  eddiee  drove  ihem  here  and  there. 
A.  Ihe  windi  did  lho«  of  the  upper  air. 

Hi«  brealh  was  a  chain  which  without  a  mund 
The  eanh,  ond  Iho  air,  und  Ihe  ivalrr  bound ; 
Ha  came,  fiercely  dnven  in  hia  rhnnoi-ihrDOo 
By  the  tenfold  bloati  of  the  orcdc  zone. 

Then  the  rain  cama  down,  and  the  broken  mlki, 
Wrr^  berti  and  tangled  acrom  the  walk-; 
And  Ihe  leaflen  noi-wotk  of  parBsile  bowera 
Moa'd  iiiio  nun.  and  all  aweet  llowen. 

Then  Iho  needs  which  warn  fomu  of  lirii^  de 
Fled  fhim  tlie  froit  to  tho  enrlh  beneath. 
Their  decay  and  tiiiiden  flight  from  fro« 
Wa>  but  like  the  vanishing  of  t  gho>ti 

Between  Ihe  lime  a<~  the  wind  and  Iho  mow, 
*II  fcw/ieliml  weedi  began  to  grow. 
bxe  coane  Icavea  were  iplaih'd  vixta  mnn^  a  i 
to  lite  waiar^nakfl'a  betly  and  Oie  luod'  i  b« 


And  thinles.  and  neltlea,  and  damsla  nnk. 
And  Ihe  dock,  and  henbone.  and  hemlock  '<«''k 
Siretch'd  oul  in  long  and  hollow  ahuik, 
And  (Med  the  air  nil  ihe  dead  wuul  Sank. 


Fill'd  Ihe  place  with  a  monainiui  unOotgrowth, 
FHckly,  and  putpouB.  and  bliaiering.  and  Udo. 
Livid,  and  larT'ci  with  ■  lurid  dew. 


Spawn,  n-ecdi,  and  filth,  a  leproui  acuin. 
Made  iho  running  rivulet  ihick  and  dujnb, 

biinm'd  it  up  with  roou  knotted  likt 


nd  hour  by  honr,  when  ihe  air  wu  iijll, 
be  vajwis  aroee  which  have  ilreiigih  lo  tali 
t  mom  Ihey  were  icen,  al  nuon  they  vrn  i 
t  night  Ihey  were  darknen  no  itor  could  im 


id  (lilted  in  broad  nocHuliiy 


The  Sensitive  Plant,  like  one  forbid. 
Wept,  and  the  teon  within  each  lid 

folded  leaves,  which  logedier  gr 
Were  changed  to  a  blight  of  froien  gl 


For  (he  leavei  sou 

The  np  ahrank  lo 
Aa  blood  to  a  heoi 


.  fell,  and  the  brancbei  noa 


For  Winter  came :  die  wind  woi  faia  whip^ 
One  choppy  finger  wan  on  his  lip: 
Ho  hod  torn  Ihe  cataracu  from  the  hills. 
And  they  clank'd  at  hii  ginlle  like  manadei; 


And  under  the  nioia  of  the  Seosiiivo  Plnui 
The  molei  and  iho  domiico  difii  for  woiu  i 
V'^WXRiiiimv^'iiwiff  &Dm  the  fron-ii  air. 
\KDi  «eie  tB.\ii^VQi'aHi\*»ii^w-,^«iKi«uJ  (are. 
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;  :•':  ji  ---.le  :c  '.ie  a.c«M  again. 
-t-xn  :  :z  1  t?eftr^  dew 

le  irjpe  .!"  'ihe  i^i'i^-rxn  grew; 

.-r.  T*rjr:"A'.r.i.  wir^dering  about 
f  that  iuiii  sniei:  a  dead  chiU  out, 
Mczhf  Lvjj  laden,  and  hean'  a&d  f*j£ 
d  them  cd"  w.:h  hu  rigid  gri£ 


!\V.v  •wr-r.  !•  si:    -"^^ 


■■:-■•,•         -#• 


w  t 


^       i»"* 


ommo- 

«hed, 
'Dcean* 

1 


er  h2d  cone  and  spring  cane  b«r.-L 

\e  Plant  was  a  leafless  UTe(.k  : 

mirakes.  and  Undilools.  axic  qikb  nr.    h=.--  »js. 


liiga 


it  dead  from  their  ruiu'd  cnaniea 


•  -.     •- 


COSCLCFION. 

i»  Sen&itve  Piani  ur  tlia: 
\z.  :&  \nMz\&  lUk(  u  s;iin'  la' 
v&ri  f  •rn.  ttac  aii'wi.  a^vav 
l:^  CLa:i£e  ]  nuuioi  fsar. 
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X  ihg  [ang  Ihal  awaili  lU.  wlnlevei  llial  be. 
id  drauUul  nnco  thou  niiui  divide  ii  tviih  ma  ! 
)rtam,  ilmp !  >hu  pale  falooum.  thy  cndle  and  bed. 
Vill  i(rwklboKnot.inranI'  T  u  bwting  witli  dread ! 
Mu  :  wtuii  i*  lire,  what  ia  deaih.  whni  Hre  we. 
Thai  when  the  ihip  liaki  we  do  longer  may  be  I 

ro  b«  afloi  lift  whst  we  have  been  before  I 


ttmie  Upa,  and  thai  hair,  all  ihal  smiling  diaguiie 
rhou  vol  wearest.  aivret  apirit.  which  I.  d*r  by  day, 
lareialonguirdniychild.buiwhichnow  liule*  amy 
Uka  1  rainbow,  and  1  the  lallenihowetl-'Lo!    ' 

i  teHling.  il  lofqilBi.  (he  leewanl  porta  dip  j 

rha  ligen  leap  up  when  Ihe;  Teel  ihe  daw  bria< 

i^rawlinf  ineh  by  inch  on  Ihea ;  hair,  text,  lin 

and  eyne, 
Stood  rigid  with  horm;  a  loud.  long,  boane  Ely 
Bu»B  ai  nice  troia  ibeii  viiali  irefuendouily, 
And  'lii  home  down  Ihe  mounloiiUAB  vole  of  (he 


Le  (hunder,  fiom  tng  to  ciira, 
Idii'd  with  the  claih  of  the  luhing  rain, 
Hurried  on  by  Ihe  miglii  of  ihe  hurricane  : 
The  hunicine  cune  rrom  the  weel,  aod  put  on 
By  Ihe  path  or  ihe  gale  uf  the  ei 


Trara- 


■ety  divi 


1  of  the  I 


igthef 


H  of  the  mite. 
Block  u  0  connoronl  the  Kreonung  hloil. 

Till  il  come  to  Ihe  cloudi  on  the  verge  of  the  world, 
Which,  bawd  on  Iha  ko  and  to  heaven  upcnH'd. 
Uka  calumna  and  wdla  did  lunound  and  ninaiii 
Tlie  dome  of  the  lemiieti ;  ii  rBpl  them  in  twain. 
Ai  a  Hood  rendi  ill  berrien  of  tnounlainoui  crag : 

Uke  the  tionei  of  a  icmplo  ere  ennhquike  ha*  put. 
Like  the  dual  of  lU  foil,  on  the  whirlwind  ore  csM; 
Theyanieeiiter'dlikf  foamonthelorrent;  sad  when 
The  wind  hu  bunt  nut  through  the  Fhaeio,  Oam  Ihe  air 
Of  clear  laacning.  the  beomi  of  the  lunriie  flow  in. 
Unimpeded,  keen,  golden,  and  cryetBlluie, 
Banded  armies  of  lighl  and  of  urj  at  one  gate 
"niey  encounter,  bul  interpenetrate- 
And  Uutt  breach  in  Ihe  leriiped  ii  widening  away. 
And  Ihe  cavetna  of  cloud  ore  torn  up  by  the  day. 
And  Ihe  fierce  windi  are  nnking  with  weary  wingi, 
Lull'd  by  Ihe  motian  and  maimuringi. 
And  Ihe  long  glony  heave  of  the  mcking  lea. 
And  overhead  glonout,  hnl  dreodful  To  see, 
The  wrecki  a(  Ihe  lempetl.  like  vopon  of  gold. 
Are  roniuming  in  (unriie.  The  heop'd  wovea  behold 
The  deep  calm  of  blue  heaven  dilating  abova. 
And.  like  pwioni  rtiudp  (till  by  the  p 
Beneath  Ihe  clear  anrfare  reOecting 
Trcmuloui  with  tod  influence ;  eilendi 


inibe  A 
urid  Ho-birdi  a 


o  AIloi, 


Il  the  lUp  f  Ou  ilie  verge  of  the 
One  liger  ii  nunglod  in  ghoitly  af 
With  a  lea-oudte.    The  tuom  am 


a  centipede.    Ni 

hanging  wiihin  the  blue 
The  fiu'winged  lamb  of  ihe  ticlor.    The  olhat 
Il  winning  hu  way  (tom  the  bie  of  hk  btmber. 
To  hu  own  witii  Ihe  epeed  of  dvpuir^    Lo !  o  bM 
Advancn ;  twelve  rovEen  with  Ihe  impulw  of  Ihaafll 
Uije  on  Ihe  keen  keeU  the  brtns  foams.  Al  Ihr  Ma 
Three  morkinien  ilond  levelling.     Hoi  baileB  hOB 
In  Ilie  breul  of  ihe  Dger.  which  yei  bean  hug  OB 
To  hii  refuge  and  niin.     One  (ragmeni  alone. 
Til  dwindling  and  linking,  'lit  now  almoel  ton. 
Of  Ihe  wreck  of  ihe  vene]  peen  ool  of  ihe'ltt. 
With  ber  led  hand  she  graapa  ii  impetuouil)'. 
With  her  light  iheiuilauiiherbirinliuii.  Dealh.rN| 
Love,  Beauiy,  arc  mii'd  in  the  stmnphere, 
Which  iremblM  and  bumi  wih  ihe  fervor  of  dnd 
Around  her  wild  eyes,  her  bngbt  bond,  and  herhetd 
Like  0  meteor  of  light  o'er  iha  niien!  her  child 
Ii  yei  smiling,  and  playing,  and  murmuring .  lo  ntkd 
The  fain  doop  are  Ihe  Uonn.  like  a  aner  and  btWiM 
Thf  child  and  the  ocean  iiill  oniJo  on  each  oih«i. 


ODE  TO  HEAVEN. 


PiLAct-KOor  of  cloudtea  nighD! 
Ponutiie  of  golden  lighia '. 

Deep,  inuDi-asurable,  voit. 
Which  OH  now,  and  which  wen  then 

Of  the  preienl  and  ihe  pml. 
Of  Ihe  etotnal  where  and  when. 

Preoence^hamber.  lempte,  home. 

Evrr-conopying  dome, 

Glorioui  ihapH  hive  hfe  in  ihee, 
Eorlh.  and  ^1  earth's  company ; 

Living  globei  which  ever  Ibrong 
Thy  deep  chamra  mi  wildeme«eei ! 


mceoflovo. 

And  .cy  moon,  moit  cold  and  bHgfci. 

>de 

And  mighiy  luni  beyond  Ihe  night 

g  ill  lid. 

Atomi  of  inlemeil  Lght. 

m  ond  i.Ie._ 

Ev.nlhynaB,oi.a.agod, 

Heoveo !  bt  Ibou  on  Ihe  abode 

Where 

Of  thai  power  which  ii  the  gla» 

when  it  hiy 

WonUp  dim  with  bended  knee* 

Tlteir  unnnuining  godi  and  Ibey 

jar.  and  Ihe 

Likeanverndlawayi 

TVruM  Ktnunnu  nich  alvray. 
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IKWND  SPIEIT. 

Thoo  ut  but  the  mind's  fint  chamber. 
Round  whidi  iti  yotmg  fimciet  clamber, 

Like  weak  inaecta  in  a  cave, 
lighted  up  by  stalactites ; 

But  the  portal  of  the  grave. 
Where  a  world  of  new  delights 

Will  make  thy  best  glories  seem 

Bat  a  dim  and  noonday  gleam 

Fnm  the  shadow  of  a  dream! 

THIRD  SPnilT. 

FBMe!  the  abyss  is  wreathed  with  soom 

At  ytmr  presumption,  atom*bom ! 
What  is  heaven  ?  and  what  are  ye 

Who  its  brief  expanse  inherit  ? 

What  are  suns  and  spheres  whidi  flee 

1^^  the  instinct  of  that  spirit 
Of  which  ye  are  but  a  part  f 
Drops  which  Nature's  mighty  heart 
Drives  through  thinnest  veins.    Depart! 

What  is  heaven  ?  a  globe  of  dew. 
Fining  in  the  morning  new 

Some  eyed  flower,  whose  young  leaves  waken 
On  an  unimagined  world : 

Constellated  suns  unshaken, 
Oltits  measureless  are  iurl'd 

b  that  frail  and  &ding  sphere. 

With  ten  millions  gathered  there. 

To  tremble,  gleam,  and  disappear. 


ODE  TO  THE  WEST  WIND.* 

I. 

WILD  West  Wind!  dura  breath  of  Autanm'sbahig! 
hoo,  from  whose  unseen  presenoe  the  leaves  dead 
le  driven,  like  ghosts  horn  an  enehanter  fleeing, 

•now,  and  black,  and  pale,  and  hectic  red, 
iBStilence^tricken  multitudes:  O,  thou, 
Hio  chariotest  to  their  dark  wintry  bed 

he  winged  seeds,  where  they  lie  cold  and  low, 
!ach  like  a  corpse  within  its  gmve,  until 
hine  azure  sister  of  the  qning  shaU  blow 

[er  claiioo  o*er  the  dreaming  earth,  and  fiU 
)riving  sweet  buds  like  flocks  to  feed  in  air) 
^th  living  hues  and  odon,  plain  and  hiU : 

7M  Spirit,  whiefa  art  moving  ^verjrwhere ; 
estroyer  and  preserver ;  hear,  O,  hear ! 


n. 

Thou  on  whose  stream,  'mid  the  steep  sky's  commo- 
tion, 
Loose  clouds  like  earth's  decaying  leaves  are  shed. 
Shook  from  the  tangled  boughs  of  Heaven  and  Oeeaiw 

Angels  of  rain  and  lightning :  tfiere  are  spread 
On  the  blue  sur&ce  of  thine  airy  suige. 
Like  the  bright  hair  uplifled  from  the  head 

Of  some  fierce  Msnad,  even  from  the  dim  verge 

Of  the  horizon  to  the  zenith's  height. 

The  locks  of  the  approaching  storm.    Tbaa  diigt 

Of  the  djring  year,  to  which  this  closing  night 
Win  be  the  dome  of  a  vast  sepulchre. 
Vaulted  with  aU  thy  congregated  might 

Of  vapors,  from  whose  rolid  atmosphere 

Black  rain,  and  fire,  and  hail  vriU  burst:  0^  hatr! 

m. 

Thou  who  didst  waken  from  his  summer  dieama 
The  blue  Mediterranean,  where  he  lay, 
LuU'd  by  the  coil  of  his  crystalline  streams. 


*  This  poem  was  conceived  and  chiefly  written  la  a 
ood  that  skirts  the  Arno,  near  FI<»enee,  and  on  a  day 
hstt  that  tempestooas  wind,  whose  teaiperatare  is  at 
lee  BUd  and  animating,  was  collecting  the  vapors  which 
wr  down  tbs  avtnmnal  rains.  They  began,  as  I  fbresaw, 

sunset  with  a  violent  tempest  of  hail  and  rain,  attend- 
I  by  tliat  magnificent  thunder  and  lightning  peculiar  to 
e  Cisalpine  regions. 

The  phenomenon  allnded  to  at  the  eooelnsion  of  ths 
lird  stanza  is  well  known  to  naturalists.  The  vegetation 

the  bottpm  of  the  sea,  of  rivers,  and  of  lakes,  sympa. 
tass  with  that  oTthe  land  in  the  chaofe  of  seasoiis,  and  is 
•nasquenUy  inflosBeed  tj  the  winds  which  annonnee  it  i 

3H  * 


Beside  a  pumice  isle  in  Bain's  bay. 
And  saw  in  sleep  old  palaces  and  towers 
Quivering  within  the  wave's  intenser  day. 

All  overgrown  with  azure  moss  and  flowen 

So  sweet,  the  sense  fijnts  picturing  them!— Thou, 

For  whoae  path  the  Atlantic's  levd  powers 

Cleave  themselves  into  chasms,  while  &r  below 
The  sea  blooms,  and  the  oozy  woods  vrhich  wear 
The  sapless  fi>liage  of  the  ocean,  know 

Tliy  voice,  and  suddenly  grow  grey  with  fear. 
And  tremble  and  despoil  themselves :  O,  hear! 

IV. 

If  I  were  a  dead  leaf  thou  mightest  bear ; 

If  I  were  a  swift  ctoud  to  fly  with  thee ; 

A  wave  to  pant  beneath  thy  power,  and  share 

The  impulse  of  thy  strength,  only  less  free 
Than  thou,  O,  uncontrollable !  If  even 
I  were  as  in  my  boyhood,  and  could  be 

The  comrade  of  thy  wanderings  over  heaven. 

As  then,  when  to  outstrip  thy  skiey  speed 

Scarce  seem'd  a  vision;  I  would  ne'er  have  striven 

As  dius  with  thee  in  pnyer  in  my  sore  need. 
Oh !  lifl  me  aa  a  wave,  a  leaf,  a  cloud ! 
I  fidl  upon  the  thonis  of  life !  I  bleed ! 

A  heavy  weight  of  hours  has  chain'd  and  bow'd 
One  too  like  Uiee :  tameless,  and  swift,  and  prood. 

V. 

Make  me  Iky  lyre,  even  aa  die  fbrest  is : 
What  if  my  leaves  are  &Uing  like  its  own! 
The  tonnik  of  thy  uufjiitf  banoooim 
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)H»t.  Ibough  in  Mdne-.     Be  Ihuu.  E^m  fi.fct. 

ODE  TO  UBERTY. 

t^  tjiril!  Be  Ihou  me,  impeluoiu  one! 

Yel,  FreedoB..  yn  Iht  btnDer  icni  bal  Brim. 

Mt<  my  dew)  ihoughB  over  the  univen* 

Stnun  lik«  a  ItauHlei  tuim  agiins  tbi  wind. 

like  wiihwrd  leivci,  lo  qtuckmi  a  iww  Urlb! 

BllM. 

.ind.  b7  ihe  LncanUilJpn  of  ihu  vene, 

L 
A  oi-owoDB  people  vibtBtwJ  again 

The  lifihtiung  of  *e  n.uon.  r  LibeMy 
From  hesn  lo  heart,  fioni  lower  to  lower,  o'er  SftA 

Arfiw  mil  "pafla  my  wonli  amgiig  rniinkind ! 
Be  ihroiigh  my  Upa  to  unawaken'd  earth 

Scallering  ™ntagiuus  fire  iulo  ihe  eky. 

Th.i™iiipWof.pn.ph»ey!0,wind. 

Gienm-d-     My  «iuJ  .pum'd  ihe  chain,  of  id  dw-j. 

If  WinlBt  eooH*  ran  Spring  be  &r  Leluiid  I 

And.  in  ihe  rapid  plunm  of  eoDg. 

Clothed  il«lf.  iubliiap  »tid  •Tirmg; 

A«  a  young  eagle  itoan  Ihe  monuug  cloDdi  a«l(, 

Hovenug  inverse  o'er  [a  accuBtoio'd  i»ey( 

Till  from  ila  stuliun  in  Ihe  hoTen  of  toe 

AN  ODE. 

Tlie  SpinC.  whirl«-ind  rape  il.  ai«J  the  ny 

Of  the  remoleel  liJiere  of  Uving  flai» 

Which  pavH  the  void  waa  finni  behind  il  flnng 

Aj  foam  from  a  ship's  iwilbieB,  when  then  tan* 

Ambe,  iriw,  Btiu  •■ 

A  voice  out  of  Ihe  deep :  I  wiU  reconl  the  mbk 

Then  >•  blood  on  Ihe   oanb  ihal  denies  ye 

bread ; 

Be  youi  woundi  like  eya 

The  Sun  and  the  lereneW  Moon  ipnn|  ftnlh  : 

Td  neep  fin  Ibe  ie»d.  the  deul,  ihe  dead. 

The  burning  >1an  of  the  nbvai  wet«  hoil'd 

Whal  other  grief  were  it  jmi  to  pay  I 

InU  the  deplh)  of  heaven.    The  dndal  earlli, 

Tour  itmi,  yonr  nivw.  your  brethren,  were  Ihey  ; 

Thai  ialaod  in  the  ocean  of  the  worid. 

Who  Mid  ihey  were  lUin  on  the  battle  day  r 

Btil  thi.  divinctt  univome 

Wot  yet  a  chaos  and  a  cunw. 

Antken.  awiketi.  awaken '. 

For  thou  won  nut :  but  power  Irora  vronl  pntdndiii 

The  ilave  and  Ihe  lyisnt  are  twin-Jram  foM ; 

Be  Ibe  cold  chain  •hulton 

The  atuil  of  Ihe  beeiB  waa  kindled  than, 

To  (he  dual  where  yom  kindred  repo».  repc»e ! 

And  of  the  birda,  and  of  ihe  walMy  fbnat. 

Their  bonee  in  tho  gmvf  will  .tan  and  move, 

And  Ihere  wai  war  among  them,  and  deapair 

When  they  hoar  the  voitei  of  tluiae  ihcy  love. 

Wilhin  Ihem.  raging  without  truce  or  lennt: 

Hon  to»d  in  the  holy  combal  atiove. 

The  hoaom  of  their  violated  nurae 

Gi«n'd.  for  heaata  warr'd  on  beat*,  and  whom 

Wave,  wtive  high  Ihe  bannei! 

And  men  oa  men ;  each  heart  wn  aa  a  ball  rf 

When  rrcedom  it  riding  lo  conqueM  hy ; 

ttonu. 

Though  the  tlavea  Ihal  Tan  her 

Be  feinine  and  lotl,  giving  ligh  lor  <igh. 

in. 

And  yo  who  attend  her  imperial  rar. 

lift  not  your  hand,  in  Ihe  banded  war. 

Bat  in  her  defence  whoie  children  ye  are. 

or  the  Son'.  Ihrane :  palace  «id  pyramid. 

Temple  and  priion,  to  many  a  .warming  million. 

Were.  a.  to  mounlain-wolvea  iheir  ragged  OBv» 

Glory,  gloiy.  glory, 

Thi.  human  hving  mullilude 

To  IhoH  who  have  greatly  niflbr'd  and  done ! 

Wa.  Mvage,  cunning,  blind,  and  rode. 
For  Ihou  wert  not;  buTo'er  the  popuhMi  aolindh 

Never  name  in  ilory 

W..  .nnl.F  Ih.n  ih.I  u't.!.-).  .«  .Ji.ll  Iinvn  won. 

Wu  greater  than  thai  which  ye  diall  havi 
Oanqneron  have  ronquer'd  Iheir  liHo  alone, 
Wbuaa  revenge,  pride,  and  power  they  bava 

Bide  ye,  mors  viclorioiu,  over  your  own. 


Hung  tyranny  -,  beneath,  ate  deilud 
The  aiiler-pct.  congregoior  of  tiavee ; 

Into  llie  ahoflow  of  her  (unioiB  wide, 
Anarchi  and  priesu  who  feed  on  gold  and  blood, 
Till  wiih  the  luun  iheir  innvst  wul.  are  dyed. 
Drove  the  aUomih'd  herd,  of  moa  fn>m  every  ud*. 

rv. 

The  nodding  promonloriea.  and  blue  idea. 

And  cloud-like  mountaiiM.  and  dividuou.  nana 
Of  Greece,  beak'd  gloKuus  In  ihe  open  amilea 

or  Givonng  heaven  .  ftom  their  enrhanled  catM 
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DcboM  flang  dim  melody 
the  luiapprehenflive  wild. 
e  vine,  the  com,  the  olive  mild, 
ige  yet,  to  human  use  unreconciled ; 
e  unfolded  flowers  beneath  the  sea, 
the  man's  thought  dark  in  the  in&nt's  brain, 
ght  that  is  which  wraps  what  is  to  be, 
deathless  dreams  lay  veil'd  by  many  a  vein 
stone ;  and  yet  a  speechless  child,  . 
turmur'd,  and  Philosophy  did  strain 
I  eyes  for  thee;  when  o*er  the  iEgean  main 


vm. 


V. 

Me :  a  dty  such  as  vision 

RMn  the  purple  crags  and  silver  towen 

lented  cloud,  as  in  derision 

liest  masonry :  the  ocean-floors 

be  evening  sky  pavilions  it ; 

portals  are  inhabited 

thunder-zoned  winds,  each  head 
cloudy  wings  with  sun-flre  garlanded, 
B  work !  Athens  diviner  yet 
Q*d  with  its  crest  of  columns,  on  the  will 

as  on  a  mount  of  diamond,  set ; 
lou  wert,  and  thine  all-creative  skill 
ith  ibrms  that  mock  the  eternal  dead 
le  immortality,  that  hill 
was  thine  earUest  throne  and  latest  oracle. 


VI. 

'  sur&ce  of  Time's  fleeting  river 
kled  image  lies,  aa  then  it  lay 
r  unquiet,  and  Sx  ever 
les,  hut  it  cannot  pass  away! 
I  of  thy  bards  and  sages  thunder 
an  earidi-awakening  blast 
le  caverns  of  the  past ; 
»ls  her  eyes ;  Oppression  shrinks  aghast : 
<d  sound  of  joy,  and  love  and  wonder, 
1  soars  where  Elzpectation  never  flew, 
the  veil  of  space  and  time  asunder ! 
cean  feeds  the  clouds,  and  streams,  and 
lew; 

umines  heaven ;  one  spirit  vast 
)  and  love  makes  chaos  ever  new, 
OS  doth  the  world  with  thy  delight  renew. 


From  what  Hyrcanian  glen  or  fitnen  hill. 
Or  piny  promontory  of  the  Arctic  main. 
Or  utmost  islet  inaccessible. 

Didst  thou  lament  the  ruin  of  thy  reign. 
Teaching  the  woods  and  waves,  and  desert  rocks, 
And  every  Naiad's  ice-cold  um. 
To  talk  in  echoes  sad  and  stem. 
Of  that  snblimest  lore  which  man  had  dared  unleanf 
For  neither  didst  thou  watch  the  wizard  flocks 

Of  the  Scald's  dreams,  nor  haunt  the  Druid'ssleepu 
What  if  the  tears  rain'd  through  thy  shattered  locks 
Were  quickly  dried  ?  for  thou  didst  groan,  not 
weep. 
When  fiom  its  sea  of  death  to  kill  and  bum. 
The  Galilean  serpent  forth  did  creep. 
And  made  thy  world  an  undistinguiahable  heap.  ' 

EL 

A  thoosand  years  the  Earth  cried.  Where  art  tfaoaf 

And  then  the  shadow  of  thy  coming  fell 
On  Saxon  Alfred's  olive-dnctured  brow  : 

And  many  a  warrior-peopled  citadel, 
like  rocks  which  fire  Uda  out  of  the  flat  deep^ 
Arose  in  sacred  Italy, 
Frowning  o'er  the  tempestuous  sea 
Of  kings,  and  priests,  and  slaves,  in  towei^«rown'd 
nu^esty; 
That  multitudinous  anarchy  did  sweep, 

And  burst  arocmd  their  walls,  like  idle  fe«n*, 
Whilst  fiom  the  human  spirif  s  deepest  deep^ 
Strange  melody  with  love  andawe  struck  dumb 
Dissonant  arms ;  and  Art,  which  cannot  die. 
With  divine  wand  traced  oo  oar  earthly  home 
Fit  imagery  to  pave  heaven's  everiasting  done. 


VIL 

B  was,  and  from  thy  deep  bosom  ftirest, 

/olf^b  fiom  a  CWmnan  Msnad,* 

he  milk  of  greatxAs,  though  thy  dearest 

tt  Elysian  fbod  was  yet  unwean'd ; 

a  deed  of  terrible  uprightness 

thy  sweet  love  was  sanctified ; 

1  in  thy  smile,  and  by  thy  side, 

aillus  lived,  and  firm  AtUius  died. 

1  tears  stain'd  thy  robe  of  vestal  whiteness, 

.  pro&ned  thy  capitolian  throne, 

St  desert,  with  spirit*winged  lightness, 

mate  of  the  t3rrant8 :  they  sunk  prone 

M  tyrant :  Palatinus  sigh'd 

loes  of  Ionian  song ;  that  tone 

St  delay  to  hear,  lamenting  to  disown. 

•  Bss  the  Baeelw  of  Euripidss. 


Thou  hontreas  swifter  than  the  Moon!  thon  t&nor 

Of  die  world's  wolves !  thou  bearer  of  the  quiver. 
Whose  sun-like  shafb  pierce  tempest-winged  Krror, 
As  light  may  pierce  the  clouds  when  they  dissever 
In  die  calm  regions  of  the  orient  day ! 

Luther  caught  thy  wakening  glanoe : 
like  lijghtning,  fiom  his  leaden  lance 
Reflected,  it  dissolved  the  visions  of  the  trance 
In  which,  as  in  a  tomb,  the  nations  lay ; , 

And  England's  prophets  hail'd  thee  as  their  queen. 
In  songs  whose  music  cannot  pass  away, 
Though  it  must  flow  for  ever :  not  unseen 
Before  the  spirit«ghted  countenance 
Of  Milton  didst  thou  pass,  from  the  sad  scene 
Beyond  whose  night  he  saw,  with  a  directed  mien. 

XI. 

The  eager  hours  and  nnreluctant  yean 

As  on  a  dawn4Ilumined  mountain  stood. 
Trampling  to  silence  their  loud  hopes  and  fears. 

Darkening  each  other  with  their  multitude. 
And  cried  aloud.  Liberty !   Indignation 
Answer'd  Pity  fVom  her  cave ; 
Death  grew  pale  within  the  grave. 
And  desohukxn  howl'd  to  the  destroyer.  Save! 
When  like  heaven's  sun,  girt  by  the  exhalation 

Of  ill  own  glorious  light,  thou  didst  arise, 
ChaniBg  thy  foes  from  naion  imto  nation 


5" 

%  Uke  ihBdowi :  u  if  dajr  had  clovpn  Iho 

P      U  drewning  miduighl  o'er  ihe  westeni  wova. 

I  tiea  Muted,  lUg^ng  nil!)  a  glad  aiirpriH 

Ondf  T  the  Ughtaingi  of  tfaina  un&miluu  ey 


SHELLEira  POETICAL  WOTffiS. 


Xlt. 

fteohearenafBanbl  nbatiprliarouldpoUiheellieit. 

In  ominoiu  aclipiie  F   A  ihouaand  y«an, 
bsl  lioai  the  slime  of  dsep  apprcKiun'a  den, 

D]pa4  all  Ihy  liquid  lighl  willi  blood  Uld  lean, 

Hdw  like  Bacchanali  of  blood 

Bflund  Franro,  ihe  gbBtHy  vintage,  aloud 

Deilructian'i  ici-ptred  ilavo.  and  folly's  milted  brmd! 

When  one.  like  Uiem,  but  migbUer  fai  than  iher. 

The  Anatcb  of  ihine  own  bawilder'd  power*, 
Roae  :  annin  mingled  in  alacure  amy 

Uke  tloada  with  cloudi,  darkoaing  Ihe  Micred 


e  pidi 


the  dome  of  ihia  < 
of  PuxiT  tnigbl  aliniik  ud 


Of 


en.  ITe.  by  the  pail  punued, 
Reiti  wiih  thoae  dead,  but  unforgouen  houn 
Wboae  ghoau  tears  victor  lungi  in  their  aacMtral 


xm. 

England  yet  iteepc :  wu  ihe  not  cali'd  of  old  t 

^■in  caUt  her  now,  •■  wiili  iu  ihriJliag  thunder 
VeaoTiDi  wakena  jEno,  and  iha  <xid 

Snon-cngi  I);  in  reply  are  cloren  in  mnder : 
O'er  Ihe  Ui  wavee  ctety  iEolian  iila 
From  HLihecuaa  lo  Pelona 
Ilowla,  and  leap),  and  glarce  in  choni*  \ 
They  cry.  Ba  dmi.  ye  lanipa  of  heareii  naponded 

Bar  ehain  are  direada  of  gold,  aha  n«ed  bat  milr 

And  they dinKilve;bal8])*in'> were lii^ of  HmI, 

Till  bil  lo  dull  by  virtne'v  kecntBl  file. 

T-ivini  of  a  rringle  d»tiny  !  appeal 

To  the  eleraal  yean,  enllironed  before  la. 

In  Ihe  dun  Wen ;  impreu  u*  Itom  a  aeal. 

All  ye  have  thoughl  and  done '.  Tiiae  canno 


XIV. 

Tomb  of  Arroiniiia!  r«nder  up  ifay  dead. 
Till,  like  a  alanderd  from  s  waich-Iower*!  taS. 

Hia  toul  may  ilnnun  over  Ihe  lyrant'g  head '. 
Tby  viotoiy  ahall  be  hli  epitaph, 

Wld  Baechansl  of  inilh'i  nyitsrioui  wine, 
King^del  tided  Genu 


tnio  the  hell  from  which  il  lint  ma  barl't, 

scuff  of  uupiaui  pnde  fmai  liends  impute; 

Till  human  ihuughn  mighl  kneel  aluDi 

Each  hefbiv  Ihe  judgmrnl'ihrone 

Of  in  own  aweletB  soul,  oi  of  llie  power  oiik! 

O,  thai  Ihe  words  which  make  ihe  ihnnghls  o 

Fnm  which  Ihey  spring.  SI  clouds    '  * 

From  s  wbiie  take  blol  heaven's  blue  portmCan. 

Wero  sUipt  of  ilieir  ihin  muki  and  variou  ba, 

And  frowns  end  smilee  and  splendota  not  their  owl, 

TiU  in  [he  nakedneu  of  blse  and  true 

They  stand  before  their  Lord,  each  to  reosiTe  lUdsi. 

xvn. 

He  who  taught  man  to  vanqniih  whatsoevn 
"      '     '    "  and  the  grave. 

Cronn'd  him  the  King  of  Life.    O  vain  andaaTori 
"    1  hii  own  high  will.  ■  willing  *Uta 

anlhioned  Ihe  opprawm  tnd  tb*  oqiaiB. 
What  if  eanh  can  clndta  and  bad 
■IS  at  their  need. 


ought  b( 


n  arden 


Diving  on  fiery  wings 
Checks  the  greai  mother  stooping  Co  carea  her, 
And  ciies :  Give  me,  Ihy  child,  domimon 
)ver  all  beighth  and  depth  t  if  Ijfe  can  Ivead 
ijewwDtiU.  end  wealth  fiom  thoee  who  toil  andgm 
Rend  of  thy  giHa  and  ben  a  thousandfold  lor  en 


Hisd< 


it  lives  in  Ihec. 


Why  do  wo  Tenr  or  hope '  thou  art  already  l>ee  I 
And  IhDU.  lori  Paiadisc  of  this  di\-uie 

And  gkirifflia  world '.  thou  Suwei7  wilderoe 
Thou  iiland  of  etemiiyi  Ibou  shrine 

Whore  denlaiion,  clothed  vcilh  loreline^ 
Wonhipa  the  thing  thou  wen  I  O  Italy. 
GsAer  Ihy  bloud  into  ihy  hesrl ;  repnn 
Thebeasis  who  nuke  their  dens  thy  BCred  palaoa*. 

XV. 


Wen  as  a  SI 

Ensei,  and  Iht 

Ye  Ihe  oracle  have  hoard 


a  the  page  of  &me 

,'s  path,  which  the  hghl  air 


xvni. 

Come  Thou,  but  lead  out  of  the  in 

Of  man's  deep  spirit  as  the  m 
BeckoM  the  Son  finxn  Ibe  EooD  nave, 

Wisdocn.    I  hear  the  pennDOi  of  her  car 
Self-moving,  like  cbu^  charioied  by  Same; 
Comes  ^e  not,  and  come  ye  not, 
Rulen  of  eternal  Iboaghl. 
To  judge,  «ilh  solemn  Untb.  life's  il|.BKwnion'd  k«r 
Blind  Love,  and  equal  Justice,  and  Ihe  Fame 

Of  what  has  bran,  the  Uofe  of  what  will  b)l 
<^  Liberty!  if  such  could  be  thy  name. 

Wert  ihon  dajoin'd  Inim  theae,  or  they  from  Ihse^ 
'  Ihine  or  ihein  were  treasures  to  be  bought 
By  taload  oi  lean,  have  dm  ihe  mie  and  bee 
Wept  lean,  and  blood  likeleanl'nieKiIemnbanDBaT 
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SIS 


vild  flwan,  when  roblinMly  wingiiig 

wt  the  thuDdeMonoke  of  dawn, 

mg  through  the  aerial  golden  light 

tie  beavyT'eounding  plain, 

n  the  bolt  has  pierced  its  brain ; 

idooda  diswlve,  unbnrthen'd  of  their  rain ; 

aper  &det  wiUi  ftding  night, 

fief  ineect  diet  with  dying  day, 

it!  pinione  disarray'd  of  might, 

1 ;  o'er  it  closed  the  echoes  far  away 

i  Toice  which  did  its  flight  sustain, 

I  which  lately  paved  his  watery  way 

a  dnvwner's  head  in  their  tempestuous 


ODE  TO  NAPLES.* 

KPODE  I.  a. 

bin  the  dty  disinterred  ;t 

d  the  autumnal  leaves  like  light  footfalls 

issing  through  the  streets ;  and  heard 

intain*s  slumberous  voice  at  intervals 

through  those  roofless  balls ; 

IT  thunder  penetrating  shook 

oing  soul  in  my  suspended  blood ; 

larth  out  of  her  deep  heart  spoke— 

at  heard  not: — through  white  columns 

low*d 

le-Bustaining  Ocean  flood, 

light  between  two  Heavens  of  azura : 

ne  gleam'd  many  a  bright  sepulchre 

>ure  beau^.  Time,  as  if  his  pleasuro 

spare  Death,  had  never  made  erasura ; 

rery  living  lineament  was  clear 

the  sculptor's  thought ;  and  there 

IS  of  slony  myrrtle,  ivy  and  pine. 

Iter  leaves  o*ergrown  by  moulded  snow, 

mly  not  to  move  and  grow 

B  crystal  silence  of  the  air 

on  their  life ;  even  as  the  Power  divine, 

len  lull'd  all  things,  brooded  upon  mine. 

KPODX  IL  a. 

lien  genUe  winds  arose, 
^ith  many  a  mingled  close 
olian  sound  and  mountain  odor  keen ; 
Lnd  where  the  Bai»n  ocean 
Velters  with  air-like  motion, 
ive,  around  its  bowers  of  starry  green, 
ig  the  sea-flowers  in  those  purple  cavea* 
as  the  ever  stormless  atmosphere 
ats  o*er  the  Elysian  realm, 
like  an  Angel,  o'er  the  waves 
ght,  whose  swift  pifpace  of  dewy  air 
^o  storm  can  overwhelm ; 
sail'd,  where  ever  flows 
Jnder  the  calm  Serene 
I  spirit  of  deep  emotion, 

ithor  has  connected  many  reeoUeetions  of  bis 
peii  and  Bsi»  with  the  enthusiasm  excited  by 
inee  of  the  proclamation  of  a  Constitatioaal 
I  at  Kaples.  This  has  fiven  a  tinge  of  pic- 
id  deseriptivs  imagery  to  the  introdoetory 
eh  depicture  these  scenes,  and  some  of  the 
Uags  psnnanently  connected  with  the  soaoe 
lating  event.  •'jf»(A«r*«  MhU. 


From  the  uxdEDown  gravea 

Of  the  dead  kings  of  BiIelody4 
Shadowy  Aomos  darken'd  o'er  the  hebn 
The  horismtal  ether ;  heaven  stript  hue 
Its  depths  over  Elyaum,  where  the  prow 
Made  die  invisible  water  white  as  snow ; 
From  that  lyphnan  mount,  Inarime 
There  stream'd  a  sunlike  vapor,  like  the  standard 

Of  some  ethereal  host ; 

Whilst  from  all  the  coast. 
Louder  and  louder,  gathering  round,  there  wander'd 
Over  the  oracular  woods  and  divine  sea 
Prophesyingi  which  grew  articulate — 
They  seize  me— I  must  speak  them — ^be  they  6le ! 

8TE0PHK  «.  1, 

Naplea!  thou  Heart  of  men  which  ever  pantest 

Naked  beneath  the  lidless  eye  of  heaven ! 
Elysian  City,  which  to  calm  enchantest 
The  mutinous  air  and  sea !  they  round  thee,  even 
As  sleep  round  Love,  are  driven ! 
Metropolis  of  a  ruin'd  Paradise 

Long  lost,  late  won,  and  yet  but  half  regain'd! 
Bright  Altar  of  the  bloodless  sacriflce. 
Which  armed  Victory  ofiers  up  unstain'd 
To  Love,  the  flowerenchain'd ! 
Thou  which  wert  once,  and  then  did  cease  to  be. 
Now  art,  and  henceforth  ever  shalt  be,  free. 
If  Hope,  and  Truth,  and  Justice  can  avaU. 
HaU,  hail,  aU  hail! 

8TE0PBX  fi,  8. 

'nioa  youngest  giant  birdi 

Which  from  the  groaning  earth 
Leap'st,  clothed  in  armor  of  impenetrable  scale ! 

Last  of  the  Intercessoit ! 

Who  'gamst  the  Crown*d  Tramgreann 
Fleadest  before  God's  love !  Array'd  in  Wisdom's  mail« 

Wave  thy  lightning  lance  in  mirth ; 

Nor  let  thy  high  heart  fail. 
Though  from  their  hundred  gates  the  leagued  Op- 
pressors 

With  hurried  legions  move ! 

Hail,  hail,  all  hail ! 

ANTTSTROPHX  a. 

What  diougb  Cimmerian  Anarobs  dare  blaspheme 

Freedom  and  thee  f  thy  shield  is  as  a  mirror 
To  make  their  blind  slaves  see,  and  with  fierce  gleam 

To  turn  his  hungry  sword  upon  the  wearer, 
A  new  Acteon's  error 
Shall  their's  have  been — devour'd  by  dieir  own 
hounds ! 

Be  thou  like  the  imperial  Basilisk, 
Killing  thy  foe  with  unapparent  wounds ! 

Gaze  on  oppression,  till  at  that  dread  risk 

Aghast  she  pass  from  the  Earth's  disk : 
Fear  not,  but  gaze — ^for  freemen  mightier  grow, 
And  slaves,  more  feeble,  gazing  on  their  foe. 

If  Hope  and  Truth  and  Justice  may  avail. 

Thou  shalt  be  great— All  hail! 


ANTI8T110PHX  fi  8. 

From  Freedom's  form  divine. 
From  Nature's  inmost  shrine, 

I  Boner  and  Tligil. 
461 
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Bate^  Imt  Didt  ewMC  f]y  dklttic*  9— Mid  t 
Whidi  CMMWt  b>  >  mghtingilii,  and  yet 
I  know  MM  ebt  flut  iiiip  10  iwett  M  it ' 
At  ttb  kit  iMNir  ^-aiid  dm  an  k  ftm  :^ 
Ndiw Ilily or  l4iiidoo,  which  yoa  will! 


N«it  wintMrfo«iBnit|iMi  widiBo:  IHhsYV 
1^  hooM  hf  diit  tino  tom'd  inlo  a  pwro 
Of  doad  dMpoadico  ond  hwMhoqghted  em. 
And  an  dia  draami  whkfa  our  tonnMiloa  are. 

Oh&atH  and wwadiavi^ 

Wtdi  eraiy  ddnc  bokoginf  to  thorn  Air  S— 
Wo  win  hava  booki;  Spa^  Italiaii.  Gnok, 


Tbouih  wo  oat  Uitlo  fleoh  and  drink  no  wine, 
Tot  let'i  bo  Bony :  woU  haro  toa  and  toaat ; 
CiMiudo  ftr  floppor,  and  an  ondleai  hort 
Of  lynabobi  and  jelKoo  and  minoo-pioo, 
And  odm  oiieh  lady4iko  laznrioo^— > 
Footling  on  wfaieh  we  wiU  philoiophiao. 
And  well  hare  llreo  out  of  the  Grand  Dnke'i  wood. 
To  diaw  die  liz  woeka*  winter  in  oar  bkiod. 
And  dien  we  11  talk  9— what  ihaU  we  talk  aboitt 
Oh!  diore art thoDoo onoogh ftr many e boot 
Of  dioQght-enian^od  deocan<^-«■  to  nemei^ 
With  conoa  and  paralMogrami  and  eorvea* 
I*To  iwom  to  itrangla  theoi  if  oooo  diej  daie 
To  bodior  mor— wImo  yon  are  widi  mo  theie. 
And  thoy  afaan  never  moie  lip  laod'onm 
From  Hettoon  or  Hunoraaf^— well  oomo 
And  hi  doqiito  of  *••  and  of  die  doTil, 
Win  make  oar  ftiondly  philooophic  levd 
Oadaat  die  leailem  dme  9— tin  bods  and  flowen 
Warn  die  obicaro,  inevitaUe  hoari 
Sweet  meeting  by  nd  parting  to  renew ,' — 
**  To^norrow  to  freth  woods  and  poatoret  new." 


THE  SENSITIVE  PLANT. 

PART  I. 

A  Senbitiyi  Plant  in  a  garden  grew. 
And  the  jroong  winds  fed  it  widi  silver  dew, 
And  it  open'd  its  fan-like  leayea  to  the  light. 
And  clooed  them  beneath  the  kiMes  of  night 

And  the  Spring  arooe  on  the  garden  fiiir, 
Like  the  Spirit  of  Love  felt  everywhere ; 
And  each  flower  and  herb  on  Earth's  dark  breast 
Rose  from  the  dreams  of  its  wintry  rest 

Bat  none  ever  trembled  and  panted  with  bliss 
In  the  garden,  the  field,  or  the  wilderness, 
Uke  a  doe  in  the  noontide  with  love's  sweet  want, 
As  the  oompanionless  Sensitive  Plant 

The  snow'drop,  and  then  the  violet, 
Arose  from  the  ground  with  virarm  rain  wet. 
And  their  breath  was  mix'd  with  fresh  odor,  sent 
From  the  turf)  like  the  voice  and  the  instrament 

*  'Iftf^f  from  which  the  river  Himere  was  asmed,  is, 
with  some  slight  shade  of  difierenoe,  a  iynonynM  of  Love. 


and  Am  Idiy  Id. 
hasA 
mdM 


lliMidwfiad 

AndnaraMdw 

Wbogaiaoi 

Tin  diey  dia  of  Aalr 


And  dM  Naiad-nke  Uy  of  dM  ▼«]•, 
Whoa  yoodi  mkea  ao  fldr  and  paasmn  ao  palf^ 
That  dM  light  of  ill  tmnoboB  iMlb  ia  aaoa 
HuooiP^  dwir  pavOkma  of  tonder 


And  die  hyaefaidw  pnpb.  and  wUtob  and  UMb 
Which  ionf  ftom  in  bona  a  aweet  pool  SMW 
Of  mosie  ao  deUcala,  aoA;  toad  hatoBoe^ 

It  was  ftlt  like  an  odor  within  dM  anat; 


And  the  naa  nka  n  nymph  to  Am  baA  «UmbC 
WhtGh  nnvea'd  dw  depdi  ofbar  ghmiw  bnaA 
Tin,  ftid  aiW  Aid,  to  die  ttttdiv  air 

The  aool  of  her  boiudy  and  knro  ky  bHo: 

And  die  wand-like  Ifly.  wMdi  lilkd  i^^ 
As  n  Binoad,  iia  moonlightiOQkr^d  ei^ 
Tm  die  fioiy  alar,  which  k  ill  oye^ 
Gaiad  daoai^  dear  dew  on  the  fiiki  i^; 


And  dM  jaanmine  ftint,  and  dw 
The  sweetest  flower  for  acent  dt 
And  aU  itra  hkaona  florn  ewy 
Grew  hi  dmt  gaidaii  m  paiftct 


And  on  dw  alieam  whose 
Was  prankt  mider  bongha  of 
With  folden  and  green  lighi; 
Their  haav«i  of  many  n 


tn^kdhnob 


Broad  waterJOiea  ky  tremnkoily. 

And  starry  river-bads  glinuner*d  by, 

And  around  them  the  soft  stream  did  glide  and  dano» 

With  a  motion  of  sweet  sound  and  radiance. 

And  the  sinuous  paths  of  kwn  and  of  moss, 
Which  led  through  the  garden  akng  and  acrai. 
Some  open  at  once  to  the  sun  and  the  breene, 
Some  lost  among  bowers  of  bkamnmg  trees. 

Were  aU  paved  with  daisies  and  delicate  beUs 
As  fair  as  the  fabulous  asphodels, 
And  floweri  which  drooping  as  day  droop*d  too^ 
Fell  into  pavilions,  whito,  purple,  and  Uae, 
To  roof  the  glow-wonn  from  the  evening  dew. 

And  from  tlus  undefiled  Ptoulise 
The  flowers  (as  an  infimt's  awakening  eyes 
Smile  on  its  mother,  whose  singing  sweet 
Can  firU  lull,  and  at  last  must  awaken  it). 


When  Heaven's  blithe  winds  had  onfoUed 
As  mine-lamps  enkindle  a  hidden  gem. 
Shone  smiling  to  Heaven,  and  every  one 
Shared  joy  in  the  light  of  die  grade  son ; 


For  each  one  was  interpenetrated 
Widi  die  light  and  die  odor  ifii  neighbor  shed. 
Like  young  lovers  whom  youth  and  kyve  make  dsob 
Wrapp'd  and  fill'd  by  dieir  nratnal  atmoapheie. 
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Senntive  Plant  which  oooU  give  imall  fruit 
ove  which  it  felt  from  the  leid*  to  the  root, 
i  more  than  all,  it  loved  more  than  ever, 
tone  wanted  but  it,  could  belong  to  the  giver — 

Senaitive  Plant  hai  no  bright  flower ; 

8  and  odor  are  not  iti  dower ; 

even  like  Love,  iti  deep  heart  ii  ibll, 
■  what  it  haa  not,  the  beautiful ! 

It  vnnda  which  from  unauataining  winga 

9  munc  of  many  murmuringa ; 
\roa  which  dart  fitHu  many  a  atar 
towen  whose  huea  they  bear  a&r ; 

med  insects  swift  and  free, 
Iden  boats  on  a  sunny  sea, 
vith  light  and  odor,  which  paas 
9  gleam  of  the  living  grass; 

leen  cbuds  of  the  dew,  which  lie 
9  in  the  flowers  till  the  sun  ridea  high, 
ander  like  spirita  among  the  spherea, 
oud  fiunt  with  the  fragrance  it  bean; 

vering  vapors  of  dim  noontide, 
like  a  sea  o*er  the  warm  earth  glide» 
h  every  sound,  and  odor,  and  beam, 
m  reeds  in  a  aingle  stream ; 

id  all  like  ministering  angels  were 
Sensitive  Plant  sweet  joy  to  bear, 
the  lagging  houn  of  the  day  went  by 
ndless  clouds  o'er  a  tender  sky. 

len  evening  descended  from  Hearen  above, 
)  Earth  was  all  tent,  and  the  air  was  all  love, 
light,  though  less  bright,  was  tu  mora  deep, 
)  ddfa  veil  fell  from  the  worU  of  sleep, 

)  beasta,  and  the  birds,  and  the  inaeds  w«ra 

drown'd 
cean  of  dreams  without  a  sound ; 
waves  never  marie,  though  ihey  ever  imprera 
ht  sand  which  pavea  it,  oonsdouaness ; 

verhead  the  sweet  nightingale 

ng  more  sweet  as  the  day  might  fiul, 

ttchea  of  its  Elysian  chant 

liz'd  with  the  dreams  of  the  Sensitive  Plant) 

nsitive  Plant  was  the  earliest 
er'd  into  the  bosom  of  rest ; 
t  child  weary  of  its  delight, 
)blest  and  yet  the  fiivorite, 
1  within  the  embrace  of  night 

PART  n. 

was  a  Power  in  this  sweet  plaee, 

» in  this  Eden ;  a  ruling  grace 

to  the  flowers,  did  they  waken  or  draam, 

God  ia  10  the  starry  scheme. 


',  the  wonder  of  her  kind, 
ibrm  was  apborfae  by  a  hnrely  mind, 
dilating,  had  moolded  her  mien  and 
M»4owerimialded  bmiealfa  lb«  ocatn. 


Tended  the  garden  from  mom  to  even : 
And  the  meteors  of  that  sublunar  Heaven, 
Like  the  lamps  of  the  air  when  night  walks  forth, 
Laugh'd  round  her  footsteps  up  from  the  Earth ! 

She  had  no  companion  of  mortal  race. 
But  her  tremulous  breath  and  her  fludiing  fiuse 
Told,  whilst  the  mom  kiss*d  the  sleep  from  her  ejn^ 
That  her  dreams  were  less  slumber  than  Paradiaa : 


As  if  some  bright  Spirit  for  her  sweet  aake 

Had  deaerted  Heaven  while  the  stars  were  awake. 

As  if  ]ret  around  her  he  lingering  were. 

Though  the  veil  of  daylight  oonml'd  him  from  kir. 

Her  step  seem'd  to  pity  die  grass  it  preat; 
Tou  might  hear  by  the  heaving  of  her  braaii; 
That  the  coming  and  going  of  the  wind 
Brou|^  pleaaore  there  and  left  paaion  behind. 


And  wheraver  her  airy  footstep  trod. 
Her  trailing  hair  fimm  the  graaqf  sod 
Eraaed  its  light  vestige,  vridi  shadowy  awwp^ 
Like  a  sunny  ilonn  o'er  the  dark-graan  deepb 

I  doubt  not  the  flowers  of  that  garden  sweet 
Rigoiced  in  the  sound  of  her  gentle  foet; 
I  doubt  not  they  felt  the  spirit  that  came 
From  her  glowing  fingeii  throu|^  all  their  frame. 

She  sprinkled  bright  water  from  the  itieam 
On  those  that  wera  ftint  with  the  sunny  beam ; 
And  out  of  the  cups  of  die  heavy  flowen 
She  emptied  the  rain  of  die  thander-ahowen. 

She  lifted  their  heads  vrith  her  tender  hands. 
And  sustain*d  them  vrith  rods  and  osier  bands; 
If  the  flowers  had  been  her  own  infants^  riie 
Could  never  have  nursed  them  mora  tenderly. 

And  all  killing  insects  and  gnawing  worms. 
And  things  of  obscene  and  unlovely  foimp. 
She  bora  in  a  basket  of  Indian  wooC 
Into  the  rough  woods  fitf  aloof. 

In  a  basket,  of  giaasus  and  vriU  floweia  foil. 
Tlie  fieahest  her  gentle  hands  could  pull 
For  the  poor  banish'd  insects,  whose  intent, 
Attboogh  they  did  ill,  was  innocent 

But  the  bee  and  the  haamKke  aphemeris, 
Whose  path  is  the  li^itning's,  and  aoft  modM  duit  kiss 
The  sweet  lips  of  the  flowers,  and  harm  not,  did  she 
Blake  her  attendant  angak  be. 

And  many  an  antenatal  tomb^ 
Where  butterflies  dream  of  the  lift  to  oone. 
She  left  clinging  round  the  smooth  and  dark 
Edge  of  the  odoioaa  cedar  bark. 


Tliia  ftinat  creature  fimm  earliest  spring 
Thus  moved  throogh  the  garden  rainiaterin^ 
AH  the  wmmtL  aawDRk  oC  «oimD»»<AA^ 
I  And  «M  tbi  fteVaaS  \oA:^\Mtmm  ^iMa 
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Ub  die  Cant>ilino*i  nng  ia  hmni, 
Ug,  bul  iniule  iwspl  1<y  diilance  i — uvJ 
fUch  CBMUI  be  ■  nighlingile.  and  jet 
I  know  none  ebe  Uul  «ngi  <o  awesl  u  ii 
kl  Ihn  Ute  hour !— and  Ihm  bU  i>  Kill  ^— 
kw  lIBly  or  l^Ddon,  which  you  will  i 


11  Ihe  dmnw  whirh 

k  IhU  H «Dd were  Ihere. 

VIA  pvoiy  thing  balonging  to  Ihem  fiUr  !— 
Ife  will  have  txnki ;  Spaniah,  Iislisn.  Greek. 


rhmgh  we  eal  linJi  flenh  and  drink  no  wine. 

Ouilordi  Tor  inpper.  utd  on  endleu  hnl 
Of  lyllnbuhi  and  jelUw  ind  miDce-pios, 
And  other  luch  lid^like  lumnps. — 
FeoBling  on  which  we  will  philotophiu. 
Arid  we'll  havf  firea  out oT the  Grind  Duke'awood, 
To  thgw  ihe  nii  w«ka'  winter  in  our  blood. 
And  (hen  we'll  talk;— whet  ihitl  ve  talk  sbonlt 
Oh  !  ther«  are  Ihemm  enough  for  many  a  bout 
Of  IhouKhUenlangted  doscani ;— as  to  nerve* 
With  none*  and  porallelof^ninii  UTid  curvea, 
I  've  twom  to  itrangle  them  if  once  ihry  dare 
To  bother  me. — when  you  are  with  lOB  Ihera. 
And  they  (hall  neter  nnre  aip  laud'outn 
From  Helicon  or  nimetw;* — we'll  conn 
And  in  despite  of  •••  and  of  the  devil. 
Will  nuke  our  friendly  pbllonphic  reiel 
Outlaat  the  leaOeia  time  .-—till  buda  and  flowera 
Wam  At  obamre.  iaeTtlable  houra 
Sweel  meeting  by  aad  parting  to  ront-n  ; — 
■To-morrow  to  freah  wooda  and  pailunn  new." 


THE  SENSITIVE  PLANT. 


A  Senbitivi:  Plant  in  a  garden  grow. 
And  the  young  winda  fed  it  with  ailvbr  dew. 
And  it  open'd  ita  fon-like  leevo  to  the  light, 
And  cloaed  them  beneath  the  baaea  of  night. 

And  the  Spring  aroaa  on  the  gnnicn  fair, 
like  the  Spirit  of  Love  felt  everywhere; 
And  each  flower  and  herb  on  Earth's  dark  bieaal 
Rose  from  ilie  dreams  of  ila  wintry  maL 

Bul  none  ever  trembled  and  panted  with  bUs 
In  the  garden,  the  lietd.  or  the  wildeiReaa, 
like  a  doe  in  the  noontide  with  love'a  iweet  want, 
Aa  the  ctmipantonleai  Senudve  Plant. 


m  tbe  turf,  like  the  i 


And  the  Naiad-like  lily  of  the  Tale. 
IVhora  youth  nitkea  ao  fair  and  paamon  ao 
That  the  li^i  of  iti  tismutoua  belli  n  aeei 
Thraogh  theic  paviUoni  of  lender  green ; 

AikI  the  hyacinth,  purple,  and  white,  and  I 
Wluch  flung  from  ita  belli  s  tweei  p«al  aa 
Of  music  an  delicate,  aofl,  end  intenaE, 
li  waa  feit  like  an  odor  wiibin  lbs  aenae; 


Lhe  wand-hke  lily,  which  lined  up, 

Msnad,  ita  maoDlight-oolor'd  mif^ 
Till  the  fiery  Unr,  which  ia  ila  eye. 
Gaied  through  ciooir  dew  on  the  lender  aky; 


the  aneet  luberoM 


id  around  iheni  the  a 


rho  aweeieat  Sower  for  at. 

ind  ell  rare  blonjms  ftom  every  cUma 

irew  in  thai  gaideo  in  perfect  piime. 


Waa  prsnkl  under  boughi  of  embowering  htamm. 
With  golden  and  green  light,  alBniing  throogfi 
Their  heaven  of  many  a  tangled  hue, 

Broad  waterliliee  lay  tremuloualy. 
ilarry  river-buda  glinoner'd  by, 

tream  did  glide  and  iam 
lucd  and  radiance. 

And  the  ainiwufl  path*  of  lawn  and  of  nMM, 
Which  led  through  the  garden  along  and  acraa. 
Some  open  al  ooco  to  the  aun  and  the  breeae. 
Sooie  loat  among  bowam  of  bloaaoming  Una, 

Wore  all  paved  with  daiiiee  and  delicate  belli 

a*  the  fabuloua  aaphodela, 
And  Oowen  which  dnwping  ai  day  droop'd  loo, 

iie.  purple,  and  blue. 
To  roof  the  glow-worm  flora  lhe  evening  daw. 

And  from  Ihii  nndeitled  Paradiae 

The  flowera  (Da  an  in&nt'a  awakening  eytt 

I,  and  al  laai  mual  aniken  il), 


)d  joy  iu  the  light  of  the  gentle  aun ; 

Ach  one  was  in  terpens  ttated 
the  light  and  the  odor  ita  neighbor  ahed, 
young  loven  whom  youth  and  love  make  deai; 
Wiapp'd  and  fiil'd  by  their  mutual  almoaphen- 


love  wbich  it  felt 
n1  more  tfaaoelLii 
none  wmnled  but  ii. 


ye  and  odor  are  nol 
,  even  hke  Ijne.  ia 
Bt  whet  ilka 


ilden  boBkoBa 

withligbieH 

«  gieiB  of  ihe  Ircisg 


donb  of  ifae  drv.  w^atk  ie 
«  inifae  iowen  til  ifae 
fender  Kfce 
kNid  fiuBC  with 


T«e 


jTctin^  TepoB  or  deB  BOOBiEiQev 
likeeeeeo 
;h  every 
aa  reeda  ma 


nd  an  like 
i  Seoaitive  Fleai  aweei  jof  t»  bear, 
the  lagging  boon  of  the  day  weai  bf 
indleaa  clooda  o*er  a  tender  ^. 


ben  evening  deeeeoded 

e  Earth  waa  all  reat,  and  ifae  air  «h  all  kn^ 

flight,  tboogh  leai  farigbt  waa 

e  daf  a  xtd  fell  6vm  the  wsild  of  d»^ 


ff 
I  ds«a  M«  Ihajr  fedi  Aa 


it  beaaiii.  and  die  bodi^  and  ibe 

diown'd 
Keen  of  dieama  wuboot  a  aoond; 
wmvea  never  mark,  tboofk  ifaejr  ever 
|bt  aand  wbicb  pavea  it,  eonaeaenanaai ; 

iteibead  the  ■  a  eel  nightingale 
■ng  mofe  awecc  aa  ifae  day 
of  i»  ESmwi  dMB 
fdiciihtbedreMBQrte 


If 


ler'd  into  ifae  boaoni  of  mm 
H  tMkd  mmrf  d  m 
efalaai  aad  jet  Ifae 
dwiAmtbe 


^^ "^-#<Aa*» 


liiL 
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PABT  H. 


m  a 
•  initeEdeB;  a 
to  the  flawcfB.  did  ibcy 
iGodiatoibe 


iT  iM 


flfkn 


fTher^  It  B  chiMn  hers  in  Ihe  MS.  whic^  il  i>  on- 
poaible  Ici  111]  up.  ll  nppeui  fiwn  the  cmteit, 
Ibat  other  ihaixa  pu.  and  Ihsl  Itoimeau  ilill  etood 
be-da  ibe  dreuner.  u}— 


"  When  ihe  aim  Unger'd  o'er  hii  oomd  Boor. 

To  gild  hii  rival'i  new  prospetily. 

Thnu  wotddn  forgei  thiu  THiDly  to  deplon 

"  [Ik  which  if  UIi  on  lind  oo  cure  fiom  IbM 
The  thought  or  which  do  other  ilcep  will  quail, 
Nor  alher  muiie  blol  &om  iDBmaiy, 


-^ be  pointed  tft  n  oimpany. 

Midn  whoRi  I  quick])'  reoieiiiie'l  the  hein 
Of  Cnnr'i  crime.  linDi  him  lo  Conelmiine ; 
np  amrch  thiefa,  whcae  fiem  and  muidarDO*  ■>>. 

Had  tbiinded  tnan;  a  acepln-hcaring  line, 

And  npread  ihe  pingii^  nf  gold  and  lilood  ablMd  i 

And  Cngoty  and  John,  and  men  divine, 

Who  RH  lilie  ■hidoH'i  between  man  onJ  Cod  i 

Till  thai  ecUpao,  Ml  bangini;  over  heaven, 

Wai  wonhipp'd  b;  the  norlil  o'er  wliicb  Ihej'  tim 

Far  the  true  lun  it  qaenrb'd — "  Their  power  nai  git 
Bui  id  dMIroy,"  replied  Iho  leader^—"! 
An  Olte  of  iboae  who  liove  crealod.  even 


~  Miae  eyei  are  uck  of  ihii  perpoiUHl  flaw 

Of  people,  and  my  heart  iicli  uf  one  ad  Ibougbl — 

Sjwak!"— ■■Whence  1  am,  1  poHlyioem  U  loiow, 

"And  how  and  by  what  ]nthi  I  have  been  braughl 
Toihkdreadpiiss.  meihinkBevenibounuiyee 
Why  thu  ihould  be,  my  miud  ran  cuiii|ibbi 

-  Whither  llie  fowiuemr  hurric-  me,  still  1( 
But  follow  thou,  and  from  tpectator  mm 

-And  what  thou  BDuldul  he  taught  I  then  i 
From  Ihee.  Now  linen : — In  the  April  prii 
When  all  the  forenl  bfm  began  lo  bnm 

"  Wilh  kindling  green,  touch"d  by  llie  Bmre  clirae 
Of  Ihe  ytiung  yecr^  dawn,  I  nm  laid  asleep 
tlndet  B  monniain,  which  from  unknown  ume 


id  deep  n  the  oblivkma  ipeU  j 
life  bad  been  belora  itui  ilcap 
which  I  una^ne.  or  a  hell 


"  Liiie  lhi»  barah  worU  in  which  I  w 
I  know  not.  I  aroM,  and  fat  a  ipnce 
The  Kene  of  woodi  and  walera  aeeD 

"  Though  it  wn  now  broad  day.  a  gi 
Of  light  diviner  than  Ihe  common  id 
Sh«]>  on  the  common  earth,  and  ail 

"  Wu  Ell'd  with  magic  eoundi  wove 
OhliciouH  melody,  confuiinjt  nne 
id  iJte  gliding  wnvca 


'  A  Shape  all  light,  which  with  one  hand  did  ding 
3ew  on  the  mrlh.  an  if  she  were  Ihe  dowa, 

'A  iilver  mnaicon  the  moiiy  lawn; 

And  still  helore  me  on  the  diuhy  gtsB. 

'-'-  "-f  nmny-color'd  acotf  had  drawn 

n  bright  hand  iihe  bore  a  cTystal  gloD, 
MaDtUng  with  bright  Nepenihe;  the  Gerre  iplendu. 
Fell  from  her  oi  ibe  moved  under  ihe  Buiaa 

the  deep  cavern,  with  palini  «a  lender. 
•id  broke  not  ilie  mirror  of  its  billon ; 
sd  along  Ihe  river,  ond  did  bend  bet 

L  till  Uke  a  wiDow. 


'  boflom  of  Ihe  at 


■*  All  pleanire  and  all  psiii,  all  hsK 
Which  ihey  had  known  belbm  Ihpi 
A  ileeping  mother  ihen  would  drei 


7Se  crown  of  which  hi«  blows  were  disposeti 


■'  Head  under  Iho  darl 
air  hair  awe  [it  lb 
That  whiaper'd  wilh  r 


one  enamor'd  ia  upborne  in  dreani 

lily-poven  bkei  'mid  eijver  miit. 

To  wondnni.  mutic,  «d  thii  ihipe  might  aeem 

"  Partly  to  tread  the  wavea  wilh  feel  which  kw'd 
'ng  foam ;  paOly  lo  glide  along 

"Or  Ihe  faint  moraiag  beanii  thai  lell  among 

.  or  the  soft  ihadowi  of  Ihe  tree*  , 
And  her  feel,  ever  to  Ihe  ceaaeles  »nE 
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tT6i,  and  windf,  and  waves,  and  faixtli,  ud  bees, 
lUing  drops,  moved  to  a  measora  new 
net,  aa  on  the  summer  evening  breeze, 

rom  the  lake  a  shape  of  golden  dew 
en  two  rocks,  athwart  the  rising  moon, 
I  i*  the  wind,  where  never  eagle  flew ; 

still  her  feet,  no  leas  than  the  sweet  tune 
ich  they  moved,  seem'd  as  they  moved,  to  blot 
oughts  of  him  who  gazed  on  Uiem;  and  soon 

tiaS  was,  seem'd  as  if  it  had  been  not ; 

A  the  gazer's  mind  was  strewn  beneath 

et  like  embers;  and  she,  thought  by  thought, 

ipied  its  sparks  info  the  dust  of  death ; 

r  upon  die  threshold  of  the  east 

I  out  the  lamps  of  night,  until  the  breath 


reillumine  even  the  least 
iTen*s  living  eyes — ^like  day  she  came, 
g  the  night  a  dream ;  and  ere  she  ceased 

lOve,  as  one  between  desire  and  shame 
ided,  I  said — If,  as  it  doth  seem, 
Domest  fiom  the  realm  without  a  name, 

diis  valley  of  perpetual  dream, 

whence  I  came,  and  where  I  am,  and  why— 

m  away  upon  the  passing  stream. 

and  quench  thy  thirst,  was  her  reply. 
I  a  shut  lily,  stricken  by  the  wand 
vy  morning's  vital  alchemy, 

I ;  and,  bending  at  her  sweet  command, 
'd  with  fiiint  lips  the  cup  she  raised, 
iddenly  my  brain  became  as  sand 

re  the  fint  wave  had  more  than  half  erased 
aek  of  deer  on  desert  Labrador ; 
die  wolf,  fiom  which  they  fled  amazed, 

es  his  stamp  visibly  upon  the  shore, 
he  second  bursts ; — so  on  my  sight 
I  new  vision,  never  seen  before, 

the  fiur  shape  waned  in  the  coming  light, 
I  by  veil  the  silent  splendor  drops 
Loafer,  amid  the  chrjrsolite 

Inprise,  ere  it  tinge  the  mountain-tops; 
I  die  presence  of  that  ftirest  planet, 
gh  unseen,  is  felt  by  one  who  hopes 


day*s  path  may  end  as  he  began  it, 
;  star's  smile,  whose  light  is  like  the  scent 
ooquU  when  evening  breezes  fim  it, 

e  soft  note  in  which  his  dear  lament 
resdan  shepherd  breathes,  or  the 
im'd  his  vTeary  slumber  to  content,-* 


)  fkvorite  song, "  Staneo  di  pascolar  le  peeeoralls,** 
seian  national  air. 


"  So  knew  I  in  that  lightf s  severa  ezeesi 

The  presence  of  that  shape  which  on  the  stream 

Moved,  aa  I  moved  along  the  wilderness. 


**  More  dimly  than  a  day-appearing  dream. 
The  ghost  of  a  forgotten  form  asleep ; 
A  light  of  heaven,  whose  half^xtinguish'd 


"  Through  the  sick  day  in  which  we  wake  to  weep. 
Glitters,  for  ever  sought,  for  ever  lost ; 
So  did  that  shape  its  obscure  tenor  keep 

**  Beside  my  path,  as  silent  as  a  ghost ; 

But  the  new  Vision*  and  the  cold  bright  ear. 

With  sdemn  speed  and  stunning  masic,  erast 

*'  The  forest,  and  as  if  (rata  some  dread  war 
Triumphantly  returning,  the  loud  million 
Fiercely  extoll'd  the  fortune  of  her  star. 


"A 


moving  arch  of  victory,  the  vermilion 
And  green  and  azure  plumes  of  Iris  had 
Built  high  over  her  wind-wing'd  pavilion, 

"  And  underneath  ethereal  glory  clad 
The  wilderness,  and  fkr  before  her  flew 
The  tempest  of  the  splendor,  which  forbade 

**  Shadow  to  fall  fiom  leaf  and  stone ;  the  crew 
Seem'd  in  that  light  like  atomies' to  dance 
Within  a  sunbeam  ^-eome  upon  the  new 

**  Embnndery  of  flowers,  that  did  enhance 
The  grassy  vesture  of  the  desert,  play'd, 
ForgetfiU  of  the  chariof s  swift  advance ; 

"Others  stood  gaang,  tin  within  the  shade 
Of  the  great  mountain  its  light  left  them  dim ; 
Others  outspeeded  it ;  and  others  made 

"  Circles  around  it,  like  the  clouds  that  swim 
Round  the  high  moon  in  a  bright  sea  of  air ; 
And  more  did  follow,  with  exulting  hymn, 

"  The  chariot  and  the  captives  fetter'd  there  r^ 
But  all  like  bubbles  on  an  eddying  flood 
Fell  into  the  same  track  at  last,  and  were 

"  Borne  onward.— I  among  the  multitude 

Was  swept— me,  sweetest  flowers  delay'd  not  kxig ; 

Me,  not  the  shadow  nor  the  solitude ; 

**  Me,  not  that  foiling  stream's  Lethean  song ; 
Me,  not  the  phantom  of  that  early  form. 
Which  moved  upcm  its  molian — but  among 

"  The  thickest  biUows  of  that  living  storm 
I  plunged,  and  bared  my  bosom  to  the  clime 
Of  that  cold  light,  whose  airs  too  soon  deform. 

"  Before  the  chariot  had  begun  to  climb 
The  opposing  steep  of  that  mysterious  dell, 
Behdd  a  wonder  worthy  of  the  rhyme 

*  Of  him  who  from  the  lowest  depths  of  hell. 
Through  every  parsdise  and  through  all  glory. 
Love  led  serene,  and  who  retum'd  to  tell 
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tf  her  Ian  cub,  glared  el 
These  ihidim*,  □lUDeniu 


-The  world  an  h*ar  no!  the  iwwl  nolet  Ihal  mc 
The  iphefe  whose  lii;hl  it  melody  lo  lovcn — 
A  wonder  warihy  of  hii  rtjiiie— iho  grave 

■^nw  deHH  wilh  ihsdowi  U  iU  inmaat  coren. 
The  earth  «u  gny  wilh  phsnloou.  and  ihe  air 
Wu  pBOpled  wiih  dim  Ibniu.  u  niieii  there  hovi 

-  A  flock  uf  vumpire-ban  before  Ih*  glare 
Of  Ihe  Ifopic  «un,  bringing,  ere  evening, 
SUBOge  nighl  upcMl  KMno  Indian  vaie ;— Uim  wen 


hke  eagleli 

'hile  day ;  c 
luaand  unimngin 


"W»re 

Upon  the  aunny 


"  Of  kingly  man  III 
Of  ponnfli  rode,  h 
Under  Ihe  cmwn  ' 


-ing  Uke  realloB  apei 
ihs  ermined  cnpea 


aiumn  evening  fnmi  a  poplar-tree^ 
like  himKtf  and  hko  each  otbei  were 
K;  bill  Mme  diniin«l,  teeta'd  to  be 

"  Obanire  cIondB.  motUded  by  the  caaoal  air : 
And  of  Ihia  null'  Ihe  ciu'i  ctnalive  ray 
Wnpl  all  Ihe  buiy  phantDiw  Ilnl  were  there, 

}ie  lun  fhnpcs  the  doudi :  Thui  oo  ibr  may 
afler  mafk  fell  fRnn  the  caunlenanee 
And  form  of  all ;  and  long  before  ih«  day 

"Wai  old.  the  joy  which  waked  like  heavea'tglBiie* 

lome  grew  weary  of  (ha  gbaaiJy  dance, 

■'  And  ffll,  ai  I  hare  fallen,-  by  the  uay4ide)- 
Thow  ■ooneil  fnini  whoee  fiitnu  moH  ahadom 
And  leaal  of  iirengEh  and  beauty  did  abide." 

"Then,  whal  «  iifa  (  I  ctied,"— 


LINES  WRITTEN  A I 


[QTBE  EOOAKSAN  HILU 
u,  1S18. 


Bate  halching  Iheir  bare  hruuda  urider  the  shodo 

-Of  denon  wingi.  and  laugfa'd  fnm  their  dead  eyei 

To  maaiiinie  Ihe  delegated  power. 

Artay'd  in  which  Ehoae  wormi  did  mDbarchize, 

"Who  make  Ihii  earth  Ihcir  chamel.    Olheta  a 

Bumble.  Uke  fiilcona,  lale  U|ion  Ihe  Gil 

Of  common  men,  and  nnind  Ihcir  headi  did  ua 

-  Or  like  (mall  gnale  and  Qiea,  ai  thick  u  iniil 
On  evening  marahea,  Ihrong'd  about  the  brow 
Of  Uwyen,  alaleimen,  prieat  and  theorist -^«- 

-  And  olhen,  like  diaeolot'd  flakea  of  mow 
On  faireal  boaimi  and  Ihe  aiinnieal  hair. 
Fell,  and  were  melLed  by  Ihe  youthful  glow 

•Which  Ihcy  ei 
A  veil  lo  ihoie  1 
In  dropa  of  aurrow.     1  became  awnre 

"  Of  whence  Ihoie  forms  proceeded  which  thni  alt 
The  track  ill  which  wo  moved-  After  brief  api 
From  every  fortu  Iho  beauiy  etowly  waned  ; 

"From  Bveiy  Hitueit  limb  and  faireat  hce 
The  strength  and  freshness  fell  like  dtal.  and  lei 
The  action  and  ihe  shape  nitboiti  ibti  grace 

•■  Of  life.  The  marble  brow  of  youth  was  cleft 
Wtih  care ;  and  in  Ihoie  eyea  where  once  hope  ah 
Desire,  Idie  e  lioneia  bereft 


real,  aod  where  ii  row  lbs  Kpaktn.  of  lyuardL 
.  OIK  Is  Incllnrd  In  nmdemn  Ibe  innniM  of  Ite  )B 
(ndgelorr  lines,  whicli  ina^  Itarlh  ihe  niddsa  raltef  cf  i 
itale  Df  deep  despondeac;  by  ttH  radiael  rlaleas  AsekasI 

'iK  higheil  jwnk  Dfilu'sc  ■JelishlAil  mDuniains,  Icanool] 


Mani  a  green  iale  needs  must  b 
In  the  deep  w  ide  sea  of  miaeiy. 

Never  thus  could  voyage  on 
Day  and  rught,  and  nighl  and  da 
Drifting  on  hia  dreary  way, 
^^th  Ihe  solid  darknea  black 
Cluoin^  round  his  veaacl'i  ttuch ; 


with  c 


f.  the  I 


Brty, 


Duds,  hangs  henvily, 
mid  behind  Ihe  lempett  Aeel 
Hurries  on  wiih  Lghiiiing  feoi. 
Riving  soil,  and  cord,  and  plonk. 
Till  the  ship  has  almosi  drank 
Death  fiom  the  o'er-bnmniing  deep 
And  sinks  down,  down,  like  that  sli 
When  Ibe  dreamer  seems  lo  ba 
Weltering  through  elemity ; 
And  the  dim  low  hue  bebra 
or  a  dark  and  distant  shore 
Still  recedes,  as  ever  sdll 
Longing  with  divided  will. 
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Bat  no  power  to  seek  or  ■him. 

He  is  ever  drifted  on 

O'er  the  umepoBing  wave, 

To  the  haven  of  the  grave. 

What,  if  there  no  friends  will  greet ; 

What,  if  there  no  heart  will  meet 

Hia  with  love's  impatient  beat  j 

Wander  wheresoe'er  he  may, 

Can  he  dream  before  that  day 

To  find  a  refuge  from  distress 

In  friendship's  smile,  in  love's  caress? 

Then  'twill  wreak  him  little  woe 

Whether  such  there  be  or  no : 

Senseless  is  the  breast,  and  cold, 

Which  relenting  love  would  fold ; 

Bloodless  are  the  veins  and  chill 

Which  the  pulse  of  pain  did  fill ; 

Every  little  living  nerve 

That  from  bitter  words  did  swerve 

Round  the  tortured  lips  and  brow, 

Are  like  sapless  leaflets  now 

Frocen  upon  December's  bough. 

On  the  beach  of  a  northern  sea 

Which  tempests  shake  eternally, 

Aa  once  the  virretch  there  lay  to  sleep, 

lies  a  soUtary  heap, 

One  white  skull  and  seven  dry  bones, 

On  the  margin  of  the  stones. 

Where  a  few  gray  rushes  stand, 

Boundaries  of  the  sea  and  land : 

Nor  is  heard  one  voice  of  wail 

Bat  the  sea-mews',  as  they  sail 

O'er  the  billows  of  the  gide ; 

Or  the  whirlwind  up  and  down 

Howling,  like  a  slaughter'd  town. 

When  a  king  in  glory  rides 

Through  the  pomp  of  firatricides : 

Tliose  unburied  bones  around 

There  is  many  a  mournful  sound ; 

There  is  no  lament  for  him,  • 

like  a  sunless  vapor,  dim. 

Who  once  clothed  with  life  and  thooi^t 

What  now  moves  nor  murmun  not 

Ay,  many  flowering  islands  lie 
In  the  waters  of  wide  Agony : 
To  such  a  one  this  room  was  led 
My  bark,  by  soft  vrinds  piloted. 
*Mid  the  mountains  Euganean, 
I  Blood  listening  to  the  psean 
With  which  the  legion'd  rooks  did  hail 
The  sun's  uprise  majestical ; 
Gadiering  round  with  wings  all  hoar, 
Through  the  dewy  mist  they  soar 
like  gray  shades,  till  th'  eastern  heaven 
Bursts,  and  then,  as  clouds  of  even, 
Fleck'd  with  fire  and  azure,  lie 
In  the  unfathomable  sky. 
So  their  plumes  of  purple  grain, 
Starr'd  with  drops  of  golden  lain. 
Gleam  above  the  sunlight  woods. 
As  in  silent  multitudes 
On  the  morning's  fitful  gale 
Throogh  the  broken  mist  they  sail, 
And  the  vapors  cloven  and  gleamhijg 
FoUow  down  the  dark  steep  streainiBfi 


THll  all  is  bright,  and  clear,  and  still. 
Round  the  sectary  hill. 


Beneath  is  spread  like  a  green 
The  wavelesR  plain  of  Lombardy, 
Bounded  l>y  the  vaporous  air. 
Islanded  l>y  cities  fiiir ; 
Underneath  day's  azure  eyes 
Ocean's  nursling,  Venice,  lies, — 
A  peopled  labyrinth  of  walls, 
Amphitrite's  destined  halls. 
Which  her  hoary  sire  now  paves 
With  his  blue  and  beaming  waves. 
Lo !  the  sun  upsprings  behind. 
Broad,  red,  radiant,  ludi^reclined 
On  the  level  quivering  line 
Of  the  watere  crystalline ; 
And  before  that  chasm  of  light. 
As  within  a  furnace  bright. 
Column,  tower,  and,  dome,  and  spire, 
Shine  like  obelisks  of  fire. 
Pointing  with  inconstant  motion 
From  the  altar  of  dark  ocean 
To  the  sapphire-tinted  skies ; 
As  the  flames  of  sacrifice 
From  the  marble  shrines  did  rise. 
As  to  pierce  the  dome  of  gold 
Where  Apollo  spoke  of  old. 

Son-girt  City !  thou  hast  been 
Ocean's  child,  and  then  his  queen ; 
Now  is  come  a  darker  day. 
And  thou  soon  must  be  his  prey. 
If  the  power  that  raised  thee  here 
Hallow  so  thy  watery  bier, 
A  less  drear  ruin  then  than  now. 
With  thy  conquest-branded  biow 
Stooping  to  the  slave  of  slaves 
From  thy  throne,  among  the  waves 
Wilt  thou  be,  when  the  sea-mew 
FUes,  as  once  before  it  flew, 
O'er  thine  isles  depopulate. 
And  all  is  in  its  ancient  state, 
Save  where  many  a  palace-gate 
With  green  sea-flowers  overgrown 
like  a  rock  of  ocean's  own. 
Topples  o'er  the  abandon'd  sea 
As  die  tides  change  sullenly. 
The  fisher  on  his  watery  way. 
Wandering  at  the  close  of  day. 
Will  speed  his  sail  and  seize  his  oar 
Till  he  pass  the  gloomy  shore. 
Lest  thy  dead  should,  from  their  sleep 
Bursting  o'er  the  starUght  deep, 
Lead  a  rapid  masque  of  death 
O'er  the  waters  of  his  path. 

Those  who  alone  thy  towers  behold 
Quivering  through  ajirial  gold. 
As  I  now  behold  them  here. 
Would  imagine  not  they  were 
Sepulchres,  where  human  fi>mis, 
like  poUution-nourish'd  worms,         ^ 
To  the  corpse  of  greatness  cling,    j 
Moider'd,  and  now  mouldering : 
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Boi  if  Freedom  ih 


lun-h'o 


From  "he  tell 

All  iho  heyi  of  dungeon,  oold, 
Wbem  ■  hiuxircd  cibni  Iw 
Chaia'd  lika  ihce.  inglanoiwl<r. 


Periih !  lol  Ihppe  only  l)« 
Flotling  o'er  Ihy  hontihlerBi  ■ 
Ai  Ibti  garment  of  thy  aky 
ClolhM  Ihe  world  unmonally 


or  the  Hngi  of  Albinn 


Found  «  n»I  in  iher  ;  and  0«an 
Woloomod  Kim  wilh  lurh  etnotion 
That  ill  joy  grew  bu.  and  ipning 
From  bii  lip»  Ilka  Bauic  flung 
O'ei  B  auKhly  ihunder-tit. 
ChuMiiing  Uiror :  wluu  Ouiugh  ret 
Pooy'i  un&tlina  rivBt. 
Which  Ihiough  Albion  vrinda  for  evor. 


hug  fi«i! 
iili  all  tby  dotd 
imo  repay 
h.  miher  lay. 


Moan)  it!  laid 
Wbai  ihoDgh  i 

Aughl  ihine  01 
Though  ihy  lii 
Orerdouil  a  aunlike  toul  I 
Ai  Ihe  gh«l  of  lloiucr  clin^ 
Round  Scamindor'n  WMting  iprii^i 
Ai  divines!  ShBktpeufn'a  miBhl 
nili  Avon  and  Iho  ntirld  wilh  light. 

Inuged  'mid  monaUlji ; 

At  the  loie  fmn  Pelrerrh'a  un, 

Yet  aniid  yon  bills  doth  hum. 

A  qnendileiB  lamp,  by  which  the  haul 

Sen  UuDgi  unearthly  ;  »  Ihou  art, 

t£^xy  ■pirit :  to  shall  bo 

The  city  that  did  refuge  ihee. 

I/i,  Ihe  eun  flails  up  the  sky 
like  Ihougbt-wingwl  Liberty, 
Till  Ihe  univeml  lighl 
Seems  to  level  plain  and  height ; 
From  Ihe  sea  a  miai  ivas  spread. 
And  Ihe  beams  of  mom  lie  deed 
Od  the  In  won  of  VenicB  bow. 
like  its  glory  long  a^ 


By  Ihe  lUrts  of  Ihal  gray  cloud 
Many-domed  Padaa  proud 
Slanda,  a  peopled  sollludo. 
'Mid  Ihe  harvesl-shining  plain. 
Where  Ihe  peaigml  heaps  hil  glUn 
In  Iho  gnmer  of  his  fiw. 


That  Ihe  btula!  Celt  may  nvill 
Drunken  iloep  wilh  savage  will ; 
And  Ihe  mrJJe  to  Ihe  cwoid 


Psdua.  ihoii  wiiliin  wlinae  walls 
Those  mute  guextn  ni  Teilitab 
Son  and  Molbi^r,  Dvalh  and  Sn. 
Play'd  at  dire  for  Enolm. 
Till  Death  rried,  "  I  »-in,  I  win!" 
And  Sin  cursed  lo  low  Ihe  vngK, 
BdI  DmU)  proimsed,  to  easuaga  bei. 
Thai  he  would  prution  for 
Her  to  be  made  Vice-Empenn. 
When  ilie  destined  years  were  O'ar. 


Andil 


Ti  Ihe  Pi 

le  mighty  Austrian, 
id  so  as  Sin  only  am. 


l^nnts  aa  tho  aun  the  aivaJlow, 
Aa  Ropenlan<v  foIloHn  Crime, 
And  as  chaugna  follow  Time. 

In  thine  halls  tho  lamp  of  leamii^. 
Padua,  now  do  iiioro  u  burning ; 
Like  a  moleor,  hIhuhi  wild  way 
Is  loet  over  the  grave  of  dsy. 
It  gleams  belray'd  and  lo  betny : 
Once  remotest  nations  came 
To  adora  that  sacied  flame. 
When  it  lit  not  many  a  hearlh 
On  this  cold  and  gloomy  earth  , 
Now  new  fires  from  antique  ligbt 
Spring  beneath  tho  wide  world's  ni^ 
But  thpir  spark  li«  dead  in  Ihee. 
Trampled  out  by  tyranny- 
As  the  ?Jorway  tvoodmgn  quell*. 
In  the  depth  of  piny  dells, 
Ono  light  fbmo  among  the  brakes. 
While  the  boiindtn  forrsi  shakea. 
And  iiH  mighty  trunks  are  torn 
By  the  fim  thus  lonly  bom  ; 
The  aparli  beneath  his  feel  i*  dead. 
He  Rtarts  to  see  the  flamei  it  led 


HISCELLANIiODS  FOEUa 


iWl 


f  through  the  darken*d  iky 
.  mjrrnd  tongaw  victorioaily, 
Iks  down  in  fear:  lo  thoa, 
inf !  beholdett  now 
joond  thee,  and  thou  heareat 
od  flamea  ascend,  and  (eareit : 
on  the  earth ;  ay,  hide 
dual  thy  purple  pride ! 

leioenda  around  me  now : 
e  noon  of  aaUmin'i  glow, 
a  aoft  and  purple  miit 
vaporotti  amethyft, 
Bir^iiMolved  atar 
ng  light  and  fragrance,  fitf 
the  curved  horiaon'f  hound 
I  point  of  Heaven's  profound, 
le  overflowing  sky; 
le  plaint  that  lilent  lie. 
Death,  the  leaves  unsodden 
I  the  inftnt  fltMt  has  trodden 
lis  morning-winged  feet, 
I  bright  print  ii  gleaming  yet ; 
le  red  and  golden  vines, 
ig  with  their  txelUs'd  lines 
mgh,  dark-skined  wildemeai ; 
on  and  bladed  grass  no  less, 
)g  fiom  this  hoary  tower 
vrindless  air;  the  flower 
lering  at  my  feet;  the  line 
)  olive  sandaird  Apennine 
south  dimly  islanded ; 
tie  Alps,  whose  snows  are  spread 
between  the  clouds  and  sun; 
if  living  things  each  one ; 
oy  spirit,  which  so  long 
n'd  this  swift  stream  of  song, 
tenetkmted  he 
e  glory  of  the  sky ; 
love,  light,  harmony, 
or  the  soul  of  all 

h.  fiom  Heaven  like  dew  doth  fall, 
B  mind  which  fiseds  this  verse 
ing  the  lone  universe. 

descends,  and  after  noon 
onn's  evening  meets  me  soon, 
ing  the  inftntine  moon, 
that  one  star,  which  to  her 
•t  seems  to  minister 
the  crimson  light  she  brings 
i  the  sunset* s  radiant  springs : 
the  soft  dreams  of  the  mom 
ch  like  winged  vrinds  had  bont 
lat  silent  isle,  which  lies 
remember'd  agonies, 
fiail  bark  of  this  lone  being), 
to  other  sufleren  fleeing, 
its  ancient  pilot,  Pun, 
Mside  the  helm  agafai. 


With  folded  wii^  they  waiting  at 

For  my  bark,  to  pilot  it 

To  some  calm  and  blooming  cove. 

Where  for  me,  and  those  I  love, 

Blay  a  windless  bower  be  built. 

Far  fiom  passion,  pain,  and  guilt. 

In  a  dell  'mid  lawny  hills. 

Which  the  wild  sea-murmur  fills. 

And  soft  sunshine,  and  die  sound 

Of  old  forssts  echoing  round. 

And  the  light  and  smell  divine 

Of  all  flowers  that  breathe  and  shine. 

We  may  live  so  happy  there. 

That  the  spirits  of  the  air. 

Envying  us,  may  even  entice 

To  our  healing  paradise 

Tlie  polluting  multitude ; 

But  their  rage  would  be  subdued 

By  that  clime  divine  and  calm. 

And  the  winds,  whose  wings  rain  balm 

On  the  uplifted  soul,  and  leaves 

Under  which  the  bright  sea  heaves ; 

While  each  breathless  interval 

In  their  whisperingi  musical 

The  inspired  soul  supptiea 

With  its  own  deep  melodies. 

And  the  love  which  heals  all  strifo 

Circling,  like  the  breath  of  life. 

All  things  in  that  sweet  abode 

With  its  own  mild  brotherhood. 

They,  not  it,  would  change ;  and  soon 

Every  sprite  beneath  the  moon 

Would  repent  its  envy  vain. 

And  the  earth  grow  3roung  again. 


LETTER  TO 


r  flowering  isles  must  be 
e  sea  of  Uife  and  agony: 
r  spirits  float  and  flee 
that  gulf:  even  now,  perhapi^ 
xne  roek  the  wild  wave  wraps, 
30 
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Tbi  spider  spreads  her  webs,  whether  she  be 

In  poet* s  lower,  oeUar,  or  barn,  or  tree ; 

Tlie  sUkworm  in  the  dark-green  mnlbeRy-leaves 

EGs  winding  sheet  and  cradle  ever  weaves ; 

So  I,  a  thing  whom  moralists  call  worm. 

Sit  spinning  still  round  this  decaying  form. 

From  the  ftie  threads  of  rare  and  subtle  tfaoa|^i(~ 

No  net  of  words  in  garish  coUms  wrought 

To  catch  the  idle  buaen  of  the  day— 

But  a  soft  cell,  where,  when  that  fiides  away. 

Memory  may  clothe  in  wings  my  living  name, 

And  feed  it  with  the  asphodels  of  fiune. 

Which  in  those  hearts  which  most  remember  me 

Grow,  making  love  an  immortality. 

Whoever  should  behold  me  now,  I  wist. 
Would  think  I  were  a  mighty  mechanist. 
Bent  with  sublime  Archimedean  art 
To  breathe  a  soul  into  the  iron  heart 
Of  some  machine  portentous,  or  strange  gin. 
Which  by  the  force  of  flgurad  spells  might  win 
Its  way  ovw  the  aea,  and  spott  therein ; 
For  round  the  waOs  are  hung  dread  engines^  such 
As  VnkMHi  neirsr  vrrou|^  for  Jove  to  duteh 
bDOo  or  Am  Tham    or  the  quick 
Wit  of  dmt  man  of  God,  St.  Dominie, 
To  oonvfaiea  Atheist,  Turk,  or  Heretic ; 
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Or  ifaoM  in  pliilaM|ihio  oouMJk  met. 
Who  dMWght  10  poy  ■ooo  intorait  6r  iSbm  dobc 
'ThKfOwnd    •♦•♦♦♦♦♦♦♦ 
Bv  giving  «  ftintftratMte  of  domnotinn 
lb  Shokipeftra,  Sidney,  Spennr  end  tbe  net 
Wbo  Bwde  our  lend  en  idend  of  tbe  bleil; 
When  lempUke  Spein,  who  now  relumee  her  fire 
On  Fteedom*!  heerth,  grew  dim  with  Empire  i*- 
Widi  thonbierewe.  wheeli,  with  tooth  end  ipike 

Md  jeg. 
Which  firiiee  foond  under  the  nlmaet  eng 
Of  Coipwell  end  tbe  etotm-encompem'd  idee,  • 
When  to  the  iky  the  rude  eee  ieldom  milee 
Unlem  in  treedMroue  wrath,  ee  on  the  nom 
When  the  exulting  elemenli  in  eeom 
Setieied  with  deitroy*d  deitraotion,  ley 
Sleeping  in  heeuty  on  their  mengled  pny, 
Aa  peniheiB  eleep:  end  other  strange  end  dreed 
Megicel  fixme  the  brick  floor  oveiepreed 
Pkoteoi  tranefiirm'd  to  metel  did  not  meke 
More  fignrei,  or  more  itrenge ;  nor  did  he  teke 
Such  itopee  of  unintelligible  brem. 
Or  heep  himnlf  in  luch  e  horrid  mem 
Of  tin  end  iron  not  to  be  undeniood. 
And  fccne  of  onimegineble  wood. 
To  pusde  Tttbel  Cein  end  ell  hie  brood: 
Greet  ecrawi,  end  oooei^  end  wheeb,  end  gioored 

blocki, 
The  dementi  of  whet  will  etend  the  diodBi 
Of  weTO  end  wind  end  tune^— Upon  the  teble 
Bfore  kneeki  end  quipi  thero  be  ttmn  I  em  eble 
To  celelogiiein  thk^eneof  minei — 
A  pretty  bowl  of  wood— not  foU  of  wine. 
But  qnickrilver;  thet  dew  which  the  gnooMi  drink 
When  et  their  mibteneneen  tofl  they  ewink, 
Fledfl^ig  the  demon  of  the  eertbqueke,  who 
Reply  to  them  in  leve-ciy,  helloo ! 
And  cell  out  to  the  citiei  o'er  their  head, — 
Rooft,  towns  and  shrines, — the  dying  and  the  deed 
Crash  through  the  chinks  of  earth — and  then  all  quaff 
Another  rouse,  and  hold  their  sides  and  laugh. 
This  quicksilver  no  gnome  has  drunk — within 
The  walnut  bowl  it  lies,  veined  and  thin. 
In  color  like  the  wake  of  light  that  stains 
The  Tuscan  deep,  when  from  the  moist  moon  rains 
The  inmost  shower  of  its  white  fire — the  hreeie 
Is  still — Uoe  Heaven  smiles  over  the  pale  sees. 
And  in  this  bowl  of  quicksilver — for  I 
Yield  to  the  impulse  of  an  infiuicy 
Outlasting  manhood — ^I  have  made  to  float 
A  rude  idealism  of  a  paper  boat— 
A  holluw  screw  with  cogs— Henry  will  know 
The  thing  I  mean  and  laugh  at  me^ — if  so 
He  fears  not  I  ihould  do  more  mischief. — Next 
Lie  bills  and  calculations  much  perplext. 
With  steam-boats,  frigates,  and  machinery  quaint 
Traced  over  them  in  blue  and  yellow  peint 
Then  comes  a  range  of  mathematical 
Instruments,  for  plans  nautical  and  statical, 
A  heap  of  rosin,  a  green  broken  glass 
With  ink  in  it ; — a  china  cop  that  was 
What  it  will  never  be  again,  I  think, 
A  thing  from  which  sweet  lips  were  wont  to  drink 
The  liquor  doctnra  rail  at — and  which  I 
Will  quaff  in  spite  of  them — and  when  we  die 
We'll  toss  up  who  died  fint  of  drinking  tea, 
And  cry  out, — heads  or  tails  ?  where'er  we  be. 


Near  thftt  n  anMy  peinthoaK.  HNM  old 

A  halMmmt  aaldi,  an  ivory  falook,  teM  hiitab 
When  conie  ■MBlioni,  ipheneB,  lofuidiBe, 
Tb  greet  Frr'*^!  ^^  Setrndenon  end 
lie  heep'd  in  their  If^nnoniDge  dinm^ 
Of  figuraer-dkentengle  then  who  mqr* 
Buon  de  Totf  e  Menwira  bemde  them  Be, 
And  nne  odd  vdlnmee  Of  old  ihiwiiirij. 
Neer  then  a  moat  inexplicalde  thing, 
Withleaitin  the  middle— I'm  ooqecturing 
How  to  make  Heniy  midentandi 
111  leave,  aa  Spenser  nye,  witi 
liie  ieeret  m  the  pregnant  wnadi  of 
Too  vaat  a  matter  for  ao  weak  a  ihjMBi 


And  hen  like  lome  weiid  Arcfainaca  at  t 
FlottQg  dark  epelk,  anddeviiirii 


Tlie  eelfimpeliing  ateam-wfaeela  of  dm 
Which  pump  up  oathe  fiom  deigfman,  and  wM 
The  gentle  spirit  of  our  meek  nn&wm 
Into  a  powdeiy  ftam  of  salt  wJbnm, 
Ruffling  the  ocean  of  their  eelfconlant; 
I  nt— end  smile  or  eigh  ee  ie  n^^  benC 
But  not  lor  them — libecdo  rariMa  nond 
m^th  an  inoonatant  and  an  idlo  Boond; 
I  heed  him  more  than  them — the  dmndeMmoke 
Is  gadiering  on  the  mountaini^  like  a  doak 
FMtd  adiwart  their  shouMwa  broad  and  haie; 
The  ripe  eom  under  the  mrinlating  air 
Unduktes  like  an  ocean  j    and  dia  yrimm 
Are  tranbling  wide  in  all  dieir  treOiird  Bnai 
The  muimnr  of  the  awakening  ean  doA  tt 
The  empty  pauses  of  the  bkMt9-4ha  haSi 
Looks  houy  through  the  while  eUctrie  nitt. 
And  ftom  die  ^ene  beyond,  in  aoUfltt  eimia 
Tlie  intermpled  diunder  bowls;  above 
One  chasm  of  Heaven  smilee,  like  the  ege  of  love 
On  the  unquiet  world ; — while  such  things  are. 
How  could  one  worth  your  friendship  heed  the  war 
Of  worms  ?  The  shriek  of  the  worid's  cerrion  jajrs, 
Their  censure,  or  their  wonder,  or  their  praise  f 


You  are  not  here !  the  quaint  witch  Memory 
In  vacant  chairs,  jrour  absent  images. 
And  points  where  once  you  sat,  wad  now  should  bs. 
But  are  not — ^I  demand  if  ever  we 
Shall  meet  as  then  we  met ;— end  she  replies, 
Veiling  in  awe  her  second^hted  eym; 
**  I  know  the  pest  akme — but  summon  home 
My  sister  Hope,  she  speaks  of  all  to  come.** 
But  I,  an  old  diviner,  who  know  well 
Every  fidse  verse  of  that  sweet  oracle, 
Tum'd  to  the  sad  enchantress  once  again. 
And  sought  a  respite  from  my  gende  pein. 
In  acting  every  pessage  o'er  and  o'er 
Of  our  communion. — How  on  the  see-shm« 
We  watch'd  the  ocean  and  the  sky  logedier. 
Under  the  roof  of  blue  Italian  weether ; 
How  I  ran  home  through  last  year's  thmader^tona, 
And  felt  the  transverse  lightning  linger  warm 
Upon  my  cheek  .■ — and  how  we  often  made 
Treats  for  each  other,  where  good-will  ontweigh'd 
The  frugal  luxury  of  our  country  cheer. 
As  it  well  might,  were  it  less  firm  and  clear 
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in  mutt  ever  be ; — and  how  we  spun 
d  of  talk  to  hide  lia  from  the  aun 
familiar  life,  which  seems  to  be 
ot,— or  is  but  quaint  mockery 
ve  would  believe  ;  or  sadly  blame 
ring  and  inexplicable  frame 
wrong  world  : — and  then  anatomize 
rposes  and  thoughts  of  men  whose  eyes 
losed  in  distant  years «'— or  widely  guess 
le  of  the  earth's  great  business, 
ve  shall  be  as  we  no  longer  are ; 
bbling  gossips  safe,  who  hear  the  war 
Is,  and  sigh,  but  tremble  not ;  or  how 
en'd  to  some  interrupted  flow 
inary  rhjrme  — in  joy  and  pain 
(rom  the  inmost  fountains  of  my  bram, 
ttle  skill  perhaps ; — or  how  we  sought 
leepest  weUs  of  passion  or  of  thought 
It  by  wise  poets  in  the  waste  of  years, 
I  the  sacred  waters  with  our  tears ; 
ing  a  thirst  ever  to  be  renew'd ! 

I,  wisest  lady !  then  indued 
tguage  of  a  land  which  now  is  free, 
ing'd  with  thoughts  of  truth  and  m^esty, 
imd  the  t3rTant's  sceptre  hke  a  cloud, 
rats  the  peopled  prisons,  and  cries  aloud, 
mie  is  Legion  !** — that  majestic  tongue 
Calderon  over  the  desert  flung 
I  and  of  nations ;  and  which  found 
D  in  our  hearts,  and  with  the  sound 

oblivion ; — thou  wert  then  to  me 
nuree — when  inarticulately 

would  talk  as  its  grown  parents  da 
g  winds  the  rapid  clouds  punue, 
ks  chase  doves  Uirough  the  aerial  way, 
len  the  innocent  deer,  and  beasts  their  prey, 
lould  not  we  rouse  with  the  spirit's  blast 
the  forest  of  the  pathless  past 
recollected  pleasures  7 

Yon  are  now 
ion,  that  great  sea,  whose  ebb  and  flow 
)  is  deaf  and  loud,  and  on  the  shore 
its  wrecks,  and  still  howls  on  for  more, 
its  depth  what  treasures !   You  will 


111  see  C ;  he  who  sits  obscure 

exceeding  lustre  and  the  pure 
irradiations  of  a  mind, 
with  its  own  internal  lustre  blind, 
rearily  through  darkness  and  despair— 
I'Oncircled  meteor  of  the  air, 
ed  eagle  among  blinking  owls. 
11  see  II — t ;  one  of  those  happy  soob 
are  the  salt  of  the  earth,  and  without  whom 
orld  would  smell  like  what  it  is — a  tomb; 
,  what  othen  seem  ; — ^his  room  no  doubt 
idom'd  by  many  a  cast  from  Shout, 
raceful  flowers,  tastefully  placed  about; 
ronals  of  bay  from  riband  hung, 
ighter  wreaths  in  neat  disorder  flung, 
Ds  of  the  most  leam'd  among  some  dosena 
ale  friends,  sisters-in-law  and  cousins. 
ere  is  he  with  his  eternal  puns, 
beat  the  dullest  brain  for  smiles,  like  dima 


Thundering  for  money  at  a  poef  s  door ; 

Alas !  it  is  no  use  to  say,  **  I'm  poor  !*' 

Or  oft  in  graver  mood,  when  he  will  look 

Things  wiser  than  were  ever  said  in  book. 

Except  in  Shakspeare's  wisest  tenderness. 

You  will  see  H — ,  and  I  cannot  express 

His  virtues,  though  I  know  that  they  are  great. 

Because  he  locks,  then  barricades,  die  gate 

Within  which  they  inhabit  f— of  his  wit 

And  wisdom,  you'll  cry  out  when  you  are  bit 

He  is  a  peari  within  an  oysterehell, 

One  of  Uie  richest  of  the  deep.     And  there 

Is  English  P—  with  his  mountain  Fair 

Tum'd  into  a  Flamingo, — that  shy  bird 

That  gleams  i'  the  Indian  air.    Have  jron  not  hetid 

When  a  man  marries,  dies,  or  turns  Hindoo, 

His  best  friends  hear  no  more  of  him  7  but  jron 

Will  see  him  and  will  like  him  too.  I  hope. 

With  the  milk-white  Snowdonian  Antelope 

Match'd  with  this  cameleopard ;  his  fine  wit 

Makes  such  a  wound,  the  knifo  is  lost  in  it ; 

A  strain  too  learned  for  a  dialfow  age, 

Too  wise  for  selfish  bigots }— let  his  page 

Which  charms  the  choaen  spirits  of  the  age, 

Fold  itaelf  up  for  a  serener  clime 

Of  years  to  come,  and  find  its  reoompenae 

In  that  just  expectation.    Wit  and  senae. 

Virtue  aind  human  knowledge,  all  that  nodgfat 

Make  this  dull  world  a  business  of  delight. 

Are  all  combined  in  H.  Sy — And  these. 

With  some  exceptions,  which  I  need  not  tease 

Your  patience  by  descanting  on,  are  all 

You  aiad  I  know  in  LondoiL 

Irecall 
My  thoogfats,  and  bid  you  look  upoo  the  nigfat 
As  water  does  a  sponge,  so  the  moonlight 
Fills  the  void,  hollow,  universal  air. 
What  see  you  7 — Unpavilion'd  heaven  is  fur. 
Whether  the  moon,  into  her  chamber  gone. 
Leaves  midnight  to  the  golden  stars,  or  wan 
Climbs  with  diminish 'd  beams  the  azure  steep ; 
Or  whether  clouds  sail  o'er  the  inverse  deep, 
Piloted  by  Uie  many-wandering  blast. 
And  the  rare  stars  rush  through  them,  dim  and  fast 
All  this  is  beautiful  in  every  land. 
But  what  see  you  beside  7   A  shabby  stand 
Of  hackney-coaches — a  brick  house  or  wall. 
Fencing  some  lonely  court,  white  with  the  scrawl 
Of  our  unhappy  politics ; — or  worse— 
A  wretched  woman  reeling  by,  whose  curse 
Mix'd  with  the  watchman's,  partner  of  her  trade. 
You  must  accept  in  place  of  aerenade— 
I  see  a  chaos  of  green  leaves  and  fruit 
Built  round  dark  caverns,  even  to  the  root 
Of  the  living  stems  who  feed  them ;  in  whose  bowers 
There  sleep  in  their  dark  dew  the  folded  flowers ; 
Beyond,  the  surface  of  the  unsickled  com 
Trembles  not  in  the  slumbering  air,  and  borne 
In  circles  quaint,  and  ever-changing  dance. 
Like  winged  stars  the  fire^ies  flash  and  glance 
Pale  in  the  open  moonshine ;  but  each  one 
Under  the  dark  trees  seems  a  little  sun, 
A  meteor  tamed ;  a  fix'd  star  gone  astny 
From  the  silver  regions  of  the  milky  way. 
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i^r  ih*  Cmradino'i  <ong  ia  lieonl. 
tnde,  bal  mwlg  iwmI  by  diitance  ; — uid  a 
Vhich  caniwl  b«  D  Dighlingale,  and  yet 
know  none  alH  ihai  lingi  w  awcel  M  ii 
d  ibon  all  b  iiill : — 


lei  Ul  *■  bo  morry :  we  '11  lavs  leo  and  losii : 
■TDiUnli  for  luppi-r.  and  an  endim  ban 
or  ■yllibub*  and  jplliea  and  minfs-[ii««. 
And  olbei  lUfh  lady-like  luiurio. — 
Feoiiinf;  on  wbich  wc  will  philOHiphJzfl. 
And  we'll  have  fiia  oulof  itis  Gtaod  Duk«'>wood, 
To  thaw  the  lii  wmIu'  winlrr  in  our  blood. 
And  then  we  'II  ulk  ^— what  ahall  wa  talk  aboul  I 
Oh  !  there  are  (hemea  enough  fen  many  a  boul 
Of  ihoiifhMnianglsd  dejconi ; — u  to  nerret. 
Wilh  nma  and  panllelogmnu  and  nin*ea. 
I've  an-om  lo  iDangle  [hom  ir  onee  they  dare 
To  bother  me, — when  you  Hre  with  roe  then. 
And  they  iball  never  more  aip  Isiid'num 
From  tlelimn  or  Himerai  f — we  '[I  rome 
And  in  daapila  of  *  *  *  and  of  the  devil, 
Will  make  our  frinndly  pbilon[duc  r«vel 
Onllail  the  leaflesi  time ; — till  bndi  and  flmran 
Wam  ibe  obaciire,  tneTiIabte  houta 
Sweet  meeting  by  ssd  parting  10  renew ; — 
*'T&4namw  to  froth  wooda  and  pactum  new/' 


THE  SEiraiTIVE  PLANT. 


A  SENStTivr  Plant  in  d  garden  grew. 
And  the  young  wiodi  fed  il  with  lilvbr  dsw. 
And  il  open'd  iu  fan-like  leavee  10  the  ligbl. 
And  cloud  them  beneath  Ihe  kiaa  of  night. 

And  Ihe  Spring  aroM  on  Ihe  garden  Giir, 
like  th<^  Spirit  of  Love  fell  eveT^whare; 
And  each  flower  and  herb  on  Eaitfa'i  dark  bresri 
Roae  from  Ihe  dreanu  of  ita  windy  rett. 


Then  tha  ped  wiul.Qowen  and  ib«  luUp  MU, 
latciiai.  the  bireai  among  ihem  lU. 
gtxe  on  their  eyea  in  ibe  etreais'*  1 111  if. 

Till  (bey  die  of  their  own  di 


And  the  Naiad-like  Illy  of  the  vole, 
VVtuHD  yuDIh  make*  »  fair  and  panioa  lO  pali 
That  Ibe  light  of  ili  tramuhnu  bell*  ii  aeaa 
ThniO^  their  pavilioni  of  lender  green ; 

And  Ihe  byaian^  purple,  and  white,  and  blut 
Which  flnng  Irom  ill  bellN  a  aweet  peal  amw 
Of  muric  ID  dehcale.  »lt  and  inlenae. 
tl  WBB  felt  hke  an  odor  wilbin  iba  mat; 

And  Ihe  rose  like  a  nymph  to  Ibe  balh  addna 
Whioh  unveil'd  Ihe  depth  of  her  ghiwing  bra 
Till,  fold  after  fold,  lo  the  &inting  ail 
The  BDul  of  her  beauty  and  love  Ikj  bait : 

And  the  wand-bke  lily,  which  lilted  up, 
Ai  a  Mnnad.  ita  maonlighl-color'd  cu[v 
Till  tfio  fiery  star,  which  il  IB  Bye, 
Cued  ihrough  clear  dew  on  Iha  lander  akf; 

And  the  jenamine  loinl.  and  the  iweet  lubcrc 
Tbn  iweeiHt  flower  Ibr  aceni  thai  blom ; 
Ami  all  rare  bloaaooM  fram  every  rliioe 
Grew  in  Ihal  gmden  in  perfect  prime- 


Wot  pisnkt  under  boughi  of  Rnbowering  bloamn. 
With  golden  and  green  Ughi,  ilanting  ihrough 
Their  heaven  of  many  a  tangled  hue, 


glimmer-d  by. 

oil  ulream  did  glide  and  danc* 

Dt  Bound  and  radiance- 


Were  all  paved  with  daiatea  and  delinla  belb 
Aa  fair  «•  the  rabulout  aiphodeLi, 
\nd  flower*  whi<:b  drooping  an  day  dnnp'd  loo. 
Fell  into  pavHinna,  white,  purple,  and  blge. 
To  iDof  the  glow-worm  liiim  Ihe  evening  dew. 

And  Htyta  Ihti  undeGled  Pamdiae 
The  floWBB  |Bi  an  in&nl'i  awakening  eye* 
Smile  on  its  mother,  wboaa  lingiog  iweel 
Can  Snl  lull,  and  at  laat  mui)  awaken  h). 

When  BeovBD'a  blithe  wtndi  bod  unfolded  lhe& 
Ai  roine-lampi  ankiodle  a  hidden  gem. 
K>one  imiling  10  Heaven,  end  every  one 
Shared  joy  in  Ibe  light  of  the  gentle  aun ; 

For  each  one  woa  inierpenelnled 
With  ibe  light  and  the  odor  iit  neighbor  ahed, 
Like  young  loven  whom  youth  and  love  make  deal. 
Wtapp'd  and  fill'd  by  iheir  mntoal  atmoapheie. 
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Bat  the  Saontivv  Plant  which  ooold  give  imall  fruit 
Of  the  love  which  it  felt  from  the  leaf  to  the  root, 
Received  mora  than  all,  it  loved  more  than  ever, 
Where  none  wanted  bat  it,  could  belong  to  the  giv 

For  dM  Seaative  Plant  hai  no  bright  flower ; 
Badiance  and  odor  are  not  iti  dower ; 
It  lovea,  even  like  Love,  its  deep  heart  ia  foil. 
It  dearea  what  it  haa  not,  the  heaatiflil ! 

The  light  winda  which  from  nnanataining  wingi 
Sied  5ie  moaic  of  many  murmuring! ; 
The  beama  which  dart  from  many  a  itar 
Of  the  floweia  wboae  huaa  they  bear  a&r; 


The  phuned  imecli  iwiA  and  free, 
like  golden  boafiR  on  a  sunny  tea. 
Laden  with  light  and  odor,  which 
Over  the  gleam  of  the  living  gnm; 


The  onaeen  dooda  of  the  dew,  which  lie 
like  fire  in  the  flowen  till  the  ran  ridea  high, 
Then  wander  like  apirita  among  die  apherei* 
Eadi  cloud  &int  with  the  fragrance  it  bean; 

The  quivering  vapon  of  dim  noontide. 
Which  like  a  lea  o'er  the  warm  earth  glides 
In  which  every  lound,  and  odor,  and  beam, 
M/m,  m  reeda  in  a  tingle  atraam ; 

Eadi  and  all  like  minittering  angeb  vrera 
For  the  Sensitive  Plant  sweet  joy  to  bear, 
Whilst  the  lagging  honn  of  the  day  went  by 
like  windless  clouds  o'er  a  tender  sky. 

Ant  when  evening  descended  from  Heaven  above. 
And  the  Earth  was  all  rest,  and  the  air  was  all  love. 
And  delight,  though  leas  bright,  waa  &r  more  deep^ 
And  the  day's  veil  fell  from  the  worid  of  sleep, 

And  the  beasiB,  and  the  birda,and  the  inaads  ware 

drown'd 
In  an  ocean  of  dreams  without  a  sound ; 
Whoae  waves  never  mark,  though  ihey  ever  impraas 
The  light  sand  which  pavea  it,  conadouaness ; 

(Only  overhead  the  sweet  nightingale 
Ever  sang  more  sweet  as  th^  day  might  fiul. 
And  snatchea  of  its  Elysian  chant 


Tended  the  garden  from  mom  to  even : 
And  the  meteors  of  that  sublunar  Heaven, 
like  the  lamps  of  the  air  when  night  walks  Ibrth, 
Laugh'd  round  her  footsteps  up  fi«n  the  Earth ! 

She  had  no  companion  of  mortal  race. 
But  her  tremulous  breath  and  her  fludiing  ftce 
Told,  whilst  the  mom  kiss'd  the  sleep  from  her 
That  her  dreams  were  less  slumber  than  Paiadiaa 


As  if  some  bright  Spirit  for  her  sweet  sake 

Had  deserted  Heaven  while  the  stars  were  awake. 

As  if  yet  around  her  he  lingering  were. 

Though  the  veil  of  daylight  conceal'd  him  from  her. 

Her  step  seem'd  to  pity  the  grass  it  prast ; 
You  might  hear  by  the  heaving  of  her  taraaat; 
That  the  coming  and  going  of  the  wind 
Brou^  pleaaure  there  and  left 


Were  mix'd  with  the  dreams  of  the  Senaitive  Plant) 

The  Senaitive  Plant  was  the  earlieaC 
Upgather'd  into  the  bosom  of  rest ; 
A  sweet  child  weary  of  its  delight, 
The  feeblest  and  yet  the  &vorite. 
Cradled  within  the  embrace  of  night 

piRT  n. 

There  waa  a  Power  in  this  sweet  plaee. 
An  Eve  in  this  Eden ;  a  raUng  grace 
Which  to  the  flowers,  did  they  waken  or  dream, 
Waa  aa  God  ia  lo  the  starry  acheme. 

A  Lady,  the  wonder  of  her  kind, 
Whoae  form  waa  upboriM  by  a  k»vely  mind. 
Which,  dilating,  had  moulded  her  mien  and 
like  a  aea^Dwer  unfolded  beneadi  die  ocatn. 


And  wherever  her  airy  footstep  trod. 
Her  trailing  hair  from  the  grasqr  aod 
Erased  its  light  vestige,  with  shadowy  aweep^ 
like  a  sunny  storm  o'er  the  dark-graen  deepw 

I  doubt  not  the  flowers  of  that  garden  sweet 
Rejoiced  in  the  sound  of  her  gentle  feet; 
I  doubt  not  they  felt  the  spirit  that  came 
From  her  gbwing  fingeii  through  all  their  frame. 

She  sprinkled  bright  water  from  the  stream 
On  thiMe  that  were  faint  with  the  aonny  beam; 
And  out  of  the  cape  of  the  heavy  floweia 
Sbe  emptied  the  rain  of  the  thondei^ehoweiB. 

She  lifted  their  heads  with  her  tender  handa. 
And  sustain'd  them  with  rods  and  osier  bands; 
If  the  flowers  had  been  her  own  infants,  die 
Could  never  have  nursed  them  more  tenderiy. 

And  all  killing  insects  and  gnawing  worms. 
And  things  of  obscene  and  unlovely  foraia. 
She  bore  in  a  basket  of  Indian  woof^ 
Into  the  rough  woods  fkr  aloof. 

In  a  basket,  of  grassee  and  wild  ffewers  fhlL 
The  fiesheat  her  gende  hands  could  puU 
For  the  poor  banish'd  insects,  whoee  intent 
Although  they  did  ill,  wtm  innocent 

But  the  bee  and  the  beamlike  ephemeris, 
Whoae  padi  is  die  lightning's,  and  soft  modM  duit  kisB 
The  sweet  lips  of  the  flowers,  and  harm  not,  did  she 
Make  her  attendant  angela  be. 

And  many  ao  antenatal  tomK 
Where  botteifliee  dream  of  the  life  lo  come. 
She  left  eliimhig  round  the  smooth  and  dark 
Edge  of  die  odoroaa  cedar  bark. 

This  faireel  creature  from  eariieat  spring 
Thus  moved  throogh  die  garden  ministering 
All  the  ewaet  aasaon  oC  «QisoBDCit<A!a^ 
And  «itt  thii  fknA\«a£  V)idk:^\wv«itk-«&A  ^km^\ 
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[liree  dap  ths  flowen  or  llie  gmrden 


ip  Ihrougb  IbD  amoke  of  V«uviui 


knd  iho  •olB  of  the  inournen  deep  ■od  low 

rhfl  wsary  »und  and  tho  hpJiTy  brmlh. 
Ind  ibe  uLfnt  waaom  of  pantng  death, 
hnd  Ihe  imall,  cdd^  uppr^n^ve.  nrtd  tlonk. 
!gnl  through  Ihs  pi>rea  of  ihe  coflia  pluok ; 


The  gsrden.  once  fiiir,  b«CBnie  cold  and  iool, 
Ukp  ihe  corjiie  of  her  who  hud  been  lU  wul ; 
Which  Bl  finl  wu  Jovely  d>  if  in  sle^p. 
Then  ilowly  rhinged,  lili  it  grew  s  hnp 
To  make  men  tremble  who  never  weep. 

Swill  ■ninmrr  into  the  suluimi  Aow'd, 
And  fioal  in  the  rniit  of  the  morning  rede. 
Though  Ihe  noonda)'  iiiin  look'd  clear  and  brighl, 
Mocking  the  >pail  of  (be  lecrel  nighL 

The  nMe-leam,  like  Bmken  of  crimson  mow, 
Paved  (be  turf  and  Ihe  moa  below. 
The  liliei  were  dnoping,  snd  wbii»,  and  woo, 
Like  [he  head  and  Lhe  ikin  of  a  dying  num. 

And  Indian  planli,  of  Kent  and  hue 
The  ■weelat  thai  ever  were  fed  on  dew, 
Leaf  aAer  leaf,  day  allor  day, 
Were  nuia'd  into  the  common  clay. 

And  Ihe  lesvei,  hroivn,  yellcnw,  and  gray,  and  red. 
And  while  Hitb  the  whitenCH  of  what  ia  dead, 
tike  troopa  of  ghoan  on  Iho  dfy  »™d  put  | 
Tboir  whuding  Done  made  the  birds  oghaal. 

And  the  goMty  vnai*  waked  ihe  winged  loeda. 
Out  of  Ihoir  binh.piaca  of  ugly  weedt. 
■nil  Ihey  clung  round  many  s  iwool  (lower'i  ileln, 
Which  lotled  mia  the  earlh  with  ihem. 


Between  the  lime  or  the  tvind  and  the  laon, 
'  II  hlheheu  weedi  began  to  grow, 

»e coarie Isavee  were iplaah'd with manraafccw 
ihB  HWar-awke'i  belly  and  llie  load'itecV. 


d  thiiUea.  and  nsalea,  and  dameli  rwik. 
id  the  dock,  and  henbane,  and  hemlock  dank 
etch'd  ooi  it!  long  and  hollow  ahank. 
id  ilidHl  Ihe  wr  ull  the  dead  wind  «siik. 


And  plonta.  *l  wbo«  n. 
Fill'drt«pUce».Aa 
Prickly,  and  piilpou^  ax 
Uvid,  and  Morr'd  with 

mes  the  ver»,  feela  lolh, 

d  bliaiering.  and  Uoe. 
land  dew. 

Their  nan  railed  off  them.  Unke  by  flake. 

Till  the  thick  iialk  aiurk  like  a  munlerer'a  atatoi 

"e  ragi  of  looec  QchH  yet  ijvmble  on  high, 

ling  lhe  windi  llill  i«inder  by. 


Made  Ihe  i 


king  rivuiei  thick  and  dumb. 

el.  flags  huge  ai  ilnkea 

wiib  nuia  knolied  bke  walem 


inchjona  meteof^  from  ^ny  to  apray 
Crept  and  Silled  in  broad  uowiday 
Unseen ;  every  branch  on  which  they  alii 
By  a  veoomoui  blight  wcu  bum'd  and  bit 

The  Sensitive  Plant,  like  one  forbid. 
Wept,  and  the  lean  within  each  lid 
Of  lis  folded  leaves,  which  logelher  grew. 
Were  changed  lo  a  blight  of  froaen  glue. 

LB  leavca  exin  fell,  and  the  bnnch«  soon 
By  the  heavy  ai  of  the  blaii  were  hewn  -. 
The  tap  shrank  to  lhe  rooi  through  every  pore. 
blood  to  a  beail  thai  will  besi  no  more. 


f  Ihe  lenfbld  bltwis  ol 


without  a  sound 


Then  the  weeds  whirh  were  forms  of  living  death 
Flt^  fnin  the  fnMI  to  ttie  earth  beneath. 
Their  decay  nnd  >ud<len  flight  Horn  ftoa 
like  Ihe  vanishing  of  a  ghost '. 

er  the  root!  of  Ihe  SeDsiiive  PIniil 
The  m^les  and  ihe  dormice  died  for  waiii' 
t^  \rafa,  dio^'d  stiff  from  Ihe  troien  air, 
KtA  weie  cs.'o^v  tu  1^  ^mu^im  vakxi  aad  bH» 
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nnt  diere  cune  down  a  thawing  lain, 
And  ita  dull  diopi  fhne  on  the  boogbi  again. 
Then  there  steam'd  up  a  freezing  dew 
Whi^  to  the  dropt  of  the  thaw-rain  grew ; 

And  a  northern  whiriwind,  wandering  ahont 
lika  a  'w6t[  that  had  amelt  a  dead  child  oat, 
Shook  die  boog^  thu  laden,  and  heavy  and  itiflC 
And  tnapp'd  them  off*  with  hit  rigid  grLC 

Whfla  winter  had  gone  and  ipring  came  hack, 

The  Seaative  Plant  was  a  leaflew  wreck ; 

Bat  die  mandrakei,  and  toadatoob.  and  docka,  and 

darnels, 
Boae  like  the  dead  fiom  their  min'd  chanela. 

CONCLUnON. 

Whedier  the  Senritive  Plant,  or  that 
Which  within  iti  boughi  like  a  spirit  sat 
Ere  iti  ontwud  form  had  known  decay, 
Mow  folt  this  change,  I  cannot  say. 

Whether  that  lady's  gentle  mind, 
No  longer  with  the  form  combined 
Which  scatter'd  love,  as  stars  do  light, 
Found  sadness,  where  it  left  delight, 

I  dale  not  guess ;  but  in  this  life 
Of  ^rror,  ignorance,  and  strife, 
Where  nothing  is,  but  all  things  seem. 
And  we  the  shadows  of  the  dream. 

It  is  a  modest  creed,  and  yet 
Pleasant,  if  one  considers  it. 
To  own  that  death  itself  must  be, 
like  all  the  rest,  a  mockery. 

That  garden  sweet,  that  lady  fair. 
And  sll  sweet  shapes  and  odois  there. 
In  truth  have  never  pass*d  away : 
Tis  we,  't is  ours,  are  changed ;  not  diey. 

For  love,  and  beauty,  and  delight. 
There  is  no  death  nor  change :  their  mig^t 
Exceeds  our  organs,  which  endure 
No  light,  being  themselves  obscure. 


A  VISION  OF  THE  SEA. 

Tib  the  terror  of  tempest    The  rags  of  the  sail 
Are  flickering  in  ribbons  within  the  fierce  gale : 
From  the  stark  night  of  vapors  the  dim  rain  is  driven. 
And  when  lightning  is  loosed,likeadeluge  from  heaven, 
She  sees  the  black  trunks  of  the  wateiNsponts  spin. 
And  blend,  as  if  heaven  was  mining  in. 
Which  they  seem'd  to  sustain  with  their  terrible  mass 
As  if  ocean  had  sunk  from  beneath  them ;  they  pass 
To  their  graves  in  the  deep  with  an  earthquake  of  sound. 
And  the  waves  and  the  thunden,  made  silent  around. 
Leave  the  wind  to  its  echa    The  vessel,  now  loss'd 
Through  the  low-trailing  rack  of  the  tempest,  is  lost 
In  the  skirts  of  the  thunder-cloud :  nowdown  the  sweep 
Of  the  wind<cbven  wave  to  the  chasm  of  the  deep 
It  sinks,  and  the  walls  of  the  watery  vale 
Whose  depths  of  dread  calm  are  unmoved  by  die  gale, 
Dim  mirrofs  of  ruin  hang  gleaming  about; 
While  the  surf,  like  a  chaos  of  stars,  like  a  rotit 


Aia 


Of  death-flames,  like  whirlpods  of  fire*flowing  iron, 
With  splendor  and  terror  the  black  ship  environ ; 
Or  like  sulphur-flakes  hurl'd  from  a  mine  of  pale  firs^ 
In  fountains  spout  o'er  it    In  many  a  spire 
The  pyramid-billows,  with  white  points  of  brine, 
In  the  cope  of  the  lightning  inconslandy  shine, 
As  piercing  the  sky  from  the  floor  of  the  sea. 
The  great  ship  seems  splitting!  it  cmcka  as  a  tree. 
While  an  earthquake  is  splintering  its  root  ere  the  blait 
Of  the  whiriwind  that  strip!  it  of  branches  has  part. 
The  intense  thunder-balls  which  are  raining  from 

heaven 
Have  shatter'd  its  mast,  and  it  stands  black  and  riven. 
The  chinks  suck  destruction.    The  heavy  dead  hulk 
On  the  living  sea  rolls  an  inanimate  bulk, 
like  a  corpse  on  the  clay  which  is  hung'ring  to  fold 
Its  corruption  around  it    Meanwhile,  from  the  hold, 
One  deck  is  burst  up  from  the  waten  below. 
And  it  splits  like  the  ice  when  the  thaw-breezes  blow 
O'er  the  lakes  of  the  desert !  Who  sit  on  the  othert 
Is  that  all  the  crew  that  lie  burying  each  other, 
like  the  dead  in  a  breach,  round  Sie  fomnost? 

those 
Twin  tigers,  who  burst,  when  the  waters  arose. 
In  the  agony  of  terror,  their  chains  in  the  hold 
(What  now  makes  them  tame,  is  what  then 

them  bold) ; 
Who  crouch'd,  side  by  side,  and  have  driven,  like  a 

crank. 
The  deep  grip  of  their  claws  through  die  vibrating 

plank?    • 
Are  diese  all?  Nine  weelu  the  tall  vessel  had  lain 
On  the  windless  expanse  of  the  watery  plain; 
Where  the  death-darting  sun  cast  no  shadow  at  noon. 
And  there  seem'd  to  be  fire  in  the  beams  of  the  moon. 
Till  a  lead-color'd  fog  gathered  up  from  the  deep, 
Whose  breath  was  quick  pestilence ;  then,  the  coM 

sleep 
Crept,  like  blight  dirough  the  ears  of  a  thick  fieM  of 

com. 
O'er  the  populous  vessel    And  even  and  mom. 
With  their  hammocks  for  coffiim  the  seamen  aghast 
like  dead  men  the  dead  limbs  of  their  comrades  cast 
Down  the  deep.which  closed  on  them  above  andaround. 
And  the  shuks  and  the  dog-fish  their  gnve-clodiee 

unbound. 
And  were  glutted  like  Jews  with  this  manna  rain'd 

down 
From  God  on  their  wilderness.   One  after  one 
The  mariners  died ;  on  the  eve  of  this  day, 
When  the  tempest  was  gathering  m  oloudy  array. 
But  seven  remain'd.    Six  the  thunder  had  smitten. 
And  they  lie  black  as  mummies  on  which  Time  has 

written 
His  soom  of  the  embalmer ;  the  sevendi,  from  the  deck 
Anoaksplmter  pierced  through  his  breast  and  his  back. 
And  hung  out  to  the  tempest  a  wreck  on  the  wreck. 
No  more  ?  At  die  helm  sits  a  woman  more  fair 
Than  heaven,  when,  unbinding  its  star-braided  hair. 
It  sinks  with  the  sun  on  the  earth  and  the  sea. 
She  clasps  a  bright  child  on  her  upgather'd  knee. 
It  laughs  at  the  lightning,  it  mocks  the  mix'd  diunder 
Of  the  air  and  the  sea,  with  desire  and  with  wonder 
It  is  beckoning  the  tigers  to  rise  and  come  near, 
It  would  play  with  those  eyes  where  the  radiance  of  foar 
b  oiUshining  the  meteon ;  its  bosom  beats  high. 
The  heart-fire  of  pleasure  has  kindled  its  eye ; 
While  its  mother's  is  lustreless.  ''Smile  not,  my  child. 
But  sleep  deeply  and  sweedy,  and  ao  be  bA^<iuIed 
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or  dM  pH«  dMt  awMli  Wp  wlMMver  dMt  b% 
86 dmdfbl ifaiM  thoa  innit divide  it  widiiM! 
DMui.ite0p!  diii  pale  blonom,  dqr  OEidle  and  bod» 
WiU  ii  lock  thee  nic,  inftnt?  Tie  beatii«  widi  dvMd! 
AIm!  wliat  it  life,  what  ii  deadw  what  are  web 
Tliat  iHmb  the  i^p  anke  we  no  knger  naqr  bet 
What!  10  iee  thee  no  mora,  end  to  ftel  thee  no  BOiet 
Tb  be  after  life  what  we  haire  been  belbie  t 
Mot  10  loiidi  tfaon  iweet  bandit  Noc  to  look  (m  tfaoee 


llMife,lipib  and  that  hair,  all  diet  miliaff  dhfoiw 
Thou  yet  weareit,  iweet  spirit,  which  I,  day  by  day. 
Have eokmgcaird  my  child,  but  whicfanowfedaa  aw^ 
Ukm  a  minbow,  and  I  the  fellen  ehowert"  Lo!  ihe 


fe  aetding^  it  loppUi^  die  leeward  pom  dip; 
The  tifftm  leap  up  irimn  they  feel  the  dow 
Cfawhiv  inch  by  mch  en  than;  hair,  earn^  Vaktk 

andeyne, 
Slmd  rigid  with  horror;  a  loud,  long,  hoarw  ery 
Bonti  et  once  from  their  filalB  tramendoudy. 
And  *tii  borae  down  the  moontainoui  vale  of  the 

wave, 
ReboundiBg^  Hkie  thunder,  from  cmg  to  cavi^ 
Jdix'd  widi  die  elmh  of  die  lBihii«  run* 
Hurried  on  by  die  might  of  the  hurricanet 
The  hniricene  came  from  die  weel,  end  paet  on 
By  die  path  of  die  gate  of  die  eemm  way 
TVmnevenely  dividing  the  ftream  of  the  docm; 
Aa  an  anowy  iorpent,  punning  die  ftrm 
Of  an  elephant,  burrti  diioui^  die  fardna  of  die 
Black  aa  a  conuorant  die  aneaming  biai^ 
Between  ooeen  end  heavmy  like  an  ooean,  poal; 
Till  it  eame  to  die  cknidi  on  die  veige  of  4he  woiid, 
Whidw  band  on  dn  eea  and  to  heaven  upeari'd, 
like  oelumni  end  waUi  did  lumund  flod  aortain 
The  dome  of  die  tempeit;  it  refit  diem  in  twaiiw 
Ai  a  flood  rends  its  barrien  of  mountainous  crag : 
And  the  dense  cloads  in  many  a  ruin  and  ng, 
like  the  stones  of  a  temple  ere  earthquake  has  pest, 
Like  the  dust  of  its  fell,  on  the  whirlwind  are  cast; 
They  are  scatter'd  like  foam  on  the  torrent;  and  where 
The  wind  has  bunt  out  throogh  the  chasm,  from  the  air 
Of  clear  morning,  the  beams  of  the  sunrise  flow  in. 
Unimpeded,  keen,  golden,  and  crystalline. 
Banded  armies  of  light  and  of  air ;  at  one  gate 
They  encounter,  but  interpenetrate. 
And  that  breach  in  the  tedipest  is  widening  away, 
And  the  caverns  of  cloud  are  torn  up  by  the  day, 
And  the  fierce  winds  are  sinking  with  weary  wings, 
Lull*d  by  the  motion  and  murmurings. 
And  the  long  glassy  heave  of  the  rocking  eea. 
And  overhead  glorious,  but  dreadful  to  see, 
The  wrecks  of  the  tempest,  like  vapors  of  gold. 
Are  consuming  in  sunrise.  The  heap'd  vraves  behold 
The  deep  calm  of  blue  heaven  dilating  above. 
And,  like  passions  made  still  by  the  preeence  of  Love, 
Beneath  the  clear  surface  reflecting  it  slide 
Tremulous  with  soft  influence ;  extending  its  tide 
From  the  Andn  to  Atlas,  round  mountain  and  isle. 
Round  sea-birds  and  wrecks,  paved  with  heaven's 

azure  smile. 
The  wide  worid  of  waters  is  vibrating.    Where 
Is  the  ship  f  On  the  verge  of  the  wave  where  it  lay 
One  tiger  is  mingled  in  ghastly  affray 
With  a  sea-snake.    The  foam  and  the  smoke  of  the 

battle 
Stain  the  dear  air  widi  sun-bows ;  the  jar,  and  the 

ntae  \ 


Of  BoBd  boMB  cndi'd  bf  the  iiMto  itan 
TTf  tfii  ■naki'i  whrninrini  Tnluptnniwiin . 
And  dw  hnm  of  dn  hoc  bhnd  dnt  apmii  Old 
Where  dn  gripe  of  dn  dfer  haa  woonded  Ihi 
Swuln  widi  n«B,strBaglli,  and  eflbrt;  dn  wkniand 
dnepinrii 

Tin  dda  wfaida  and  eoA  wsvui  iM»  dModar!  dn 


Aiuihfedngi  crawl  feet  o'er  dn  I 

Eadi mnd likie a oeiriipeda.   Nanrihia< 

A  bfan  sfaaik  is  hu«iBg  ^riiUn  dn  hiM 

The  flMviafled  tofldi  of  dn  Wetor.  The 

le  winning  his  way  from  the  fele  of  .Ui 

To  his  oem  widi  dn  qnad  of  d«pdr.  Li  S  ft  beat 

Advanoae;  twelve  rowan  with  dn  Inpnlw  of  feoight 

Uige  on  dn  keen  keel  dn  brine feuniL  Atfeti 

Three  mariBBien  stand  levalKitgi   Hrrtmllali 

In  dn  breast  of  dn  dger,  wfaioh  y«t 

To  hie  relbge  and  ruin.    Okn  ' 

Tie  dwindlbg  and  sinkoig,  "tie  nofw 

Of  the  wreck  of  dn  veeeel  peen  oat  of  feelna. 

Widi  her  left  bend  rin  grespe  it  impeftwij, 

Widi  her  rig^rinsuetaineherfeiriiiABL  Daott,FiMi^ 

TnTH  ftffwulT  irn  miT*i!  in  ibo  ifiidiin,    ' 

WhiA  tnoibleB  and  burae  widi  fee  fervor  of  dnnd 

Around  bar  vrild  eyes,  her  bri^  hand,  and  her  beai 

Like  a  meteor  of  Ught  o'er  dnwuaan!  herehOd 

le  yet  ndUng,  and  playii^  and 

The  febe  deep  era  dn  Btann.  LOn  a  I 

The  <feild  and  dn  ocean  adD  MBlh  on 

Whibt 


ODE  TOHEAVEH. 

CHOoni  or  siainL 

FnuT  apiArr. 
Palacb-roop  of  doudlen  nig^ls! 
Paradise  of  golden  lights ! 

Deep,  immeesurable,  vast. 
Which  art  now,  and  which  wert  then  f 

Of  the  present  and  the  pest. 
Of  the  eternal  where  and  when. 

Presence-chamber,  temple,  home, 

Eve^canopying  dome. 

Of  acts  and  ages  jret  to  oome ! 

Glorious  shapes  have  life  in  thee. 
Earth,  and  dl  earth's  company ; 

Living  globes  which  ever  throng 
Thy  deep  chesms  fMd  wildenesses ; 

And  green  worids  that  glide  akmg; 
And  swift  sten  with  flash^  tressee ; 

And  icy  moons  most  cold  and  farif^ 

And  mighty  suns  beyond  the  night. 

Atoms  of  intensest  light 

Even  thy  name  b  ss  a  god. 
Heaven!  for  thou  art  the  abode 

Of  that  power  which  is  the  glass 
Wherein  man  his  nature  sees. 

GeneratJouB  as  they  pan 
Worship  thee  with  bended  kneee. 

Their  unremaining  gods  and  they 

LUce  a  river  rsU  away : 

Tboa  twcoaioMt  audi  alway. 
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•lOOND  BPIEIT. 

Thoa  art  bat  the  mind's  first  chamber, 
Round  which  iti  yoting  fiuunet  clamber, 

like  weak  inaecta  in  a  cave, 
lighted  op  bf  atalactitea ; 

Bat  the  portal  of  the  grave, 
Where  a  world  of  new  delighta 

Will  make  thy  beat  glories  seem 

Bot  a  dim  and  noonday  gleam 

Fran  the  shadow  of  a  dream! 

THIRD  SFIUT. 

Fmm!  the  abyss  is  wreathed  with  acorn 

At  yoor  preearoption,  atom-bom ! 
What  is  heaven  7  and  what  are  ye 

Who  ita  brief  ezpanae  inherit  ? 
What  are  suns  and  spheres  which  flee 

Wldi  the  instinct  of  that  spirit 
Of  which  ye  are  but  a  part  f 
Diopa  which  Nature's  mighty  heart 
Drives  through  thinnest  veins.    Depart! 

What  ii  heaven !  a  gtobe  of  dew. 
Filling  in  the  morning  new 

Some  eyed  flower,  whose  young  leaves  waken 
On  an  unimagined  world : 

Gofistellated  suns  unshaken, 
OktkB  measurelesB  are  fhrl'd 

In  that  frail  and  ftding  sphere. 

With  ten  miUions  gatifer'd  diere. 

To  tremble,  gleam,  and  disappear. 


ODE  TO  THE  WEST  WIND.* 

I. 

O  WILD  West  Wmd!  dioa  breath  of  Antnmn's  being! 
Thou,  fiom  whose  unseen  presence  the  leavea  dead 
An  driven,  like  ghosts  fiom  an  enchanter  fleeing, 

Yelkm,  and  black,  and  pale,  and  hectic  nd, 
Featilenoe-stricken  multitudea:  O,  thou. 
Who  chariotest  to  their  dark  winby  bed 

The  winged  seeds,  where  they  lie  cold  and  low. 
Each  like  a  corpae  wifliin  its  grave,  until 
Thine  azure  sister  of  the  spring  shidl  blow 

Her  ckiion  o*er  the  dreaming  eaidi,  tad  fill 
(Driving  sweet  bods  like  flocks  to  fted  in  air) 
With  living  huea  and  odors,  plain  and  hill : 

Wild  Spirit,  which  art  moving  everywhere; 
Destroyer  and  prsaerver;  hear,  O,  hear! 


•  This  posra  was  eonoeivsd  and  ehiel|y  written  la  a 
wood  that  skirts  the  Amo,  near  Florenee,  and  on  a  day 
whsa  that  tempestooas  wind,  whose  teaiperatare  is  at 
ones  BiM  and  animating.  waaeoUacting  the  vapors  which 
pew  down  the  avtamnal  rains.  They  began,  as  I  Ibfesaw, 
at  sunset  with  a  violent  tempest  of  hail  and  rain,  attend- 
ed by  that  magnifloeat  thunder  and  lightning  peculiar  to 
tile  Cisalpine  regions. 

,  The  pbenonenon  aUoded  to  at  the  conclusion  of  the 
tMrd  stansa  is  wen  known  to  naturalists.  The  vegetation 
^}^  bottpm  of  the  sea,  of  rivers,  and  of  lakes,  sympa- 
ttiass  with  that  of  the  land  la  the  ehaaie  of  aeaaoin,  and  is 
«onseq«enUy  inflaeBoad  by  ths  winds  which  ^nnoanca  it 

3H 


n. 

Thou  on  whose  stream,  'mid  the  steep  sky's  commo- 
tion, 
Loose  clouds  like  earth's  decaying  leaves  are  shed. 
Shook  from  the  tangled  boughs  of  Heaven  and  Oceans 

Angels  of  rain  and  lightning :  there  are  spread 
On  the  blue  sur&ce  of  thine  airy  surge. 
Like  the  bright  hair  uplified  from  the  head 

Of  some  fierce  Masnad,  even  fiom  the  dim  verge 

Of  the  horizon  to  the  zenith's  height, 

The  locka  of  the  approaching  stotm.    Tlion  diigo 

Of  the  dying  year,  to  which  this  closing  night 
Will  be  the  dome  of  a  vaat  sepulchre. 
Vaulted  with  all  thy  congregated  might 

Of  vapon,  fiom  whoae  solid  atmoaphere 

Black  raiUt  and  fire,  and  hail  will  burst:  0^  hear! 


m. 

Thou  who  didst  waken  fiom  his  summer 
The  blue  Mediterranean,  where  he  lay, 
Lull'd  by  the  coil  of  his  crystalline  ~"~ 


Beside  a  pumice  isle  in  Baies's  bay. 
And  saw  in  sleep  old  palaces  and  towers 
Quivering  within  the  wave's  intenser  day. 

All  overgrown  with  azure  moss  and  flowen 

So  sweet,  the  sense  ftints  picturing  them!— Thou, 

For  whose  path  the  Atlantic's  level  powers 

Cleave  themselves  into  chaama,  while  &i  below 
The  sea  blooma,  and  the  oozy  woods  which  wear 
The  sapless  foliage  of  the  ocean,  know 

Thy  voice,  and  suddenly  grow  gray  with  fear. 
And  tremble  and  despoil  themselves:  O,  hear! 

IV. 

If  I  were  a  dead  leaf  thou  mightest  bear; 

If  I  were  a  swift  cloud  to  fly  with  thee ; 

A  wave  to  pant  beneath  thy  power,  and  ahara 

The  impulse  of  thy  strength,  only  leas  fiee 
Than  thou,  O,  uncontroUaUe !  If  even 
I  were  as  in  my  boyhood,  and  could  be 

The  comrade  of  thy  wanderings  over  heaven, 

Aa  then,  when  to  outrtrip  thy  skiey  speed 

Scarce  seem'd  a  vision ;  I  would  ne'er  have  striven 

As  thus  with  thee  in  prayer  in  my  sore  need. 
Oh !  lift  me  aa  a  wave,  a  leaC  a  cloud ! 
I  &11  upon  the  thonis  of  life!  I  bleed! 

A  heavy  weight  of  hours  has  chain'd  and  bow'd 
One  too  like  tfiee :  tameless,  and  swift,  and  prood. 


V. 

Make  me  thy  lyre,  even  as  the  Ibreat  is: 
What  if  my  leavea  are  &llmg  like  ila  own! 
The  tonnlt  of  thy  miijtaf  Vmocnim 
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Will  take  fioin  boih  a  deep,  sututimnl  lom 
SwcM,  [bough  in  mliuK  Be  Ibou,  ipinl 
My  (pinl '  Be  ■'"><■  ""■  impeCuoua  one  I 

Drive  my  deitd  Ihougbu  over  Iho  univew 
Like  HiLhsr'd  lenve*.  lo  quicken  a  new  bi 
And.  byih 


Bailer,  M  from  ui  une«ingui8li"d  heanh 
Albee  ind  iporki,  my  wonii  among  muikind  f 
Ba  through  my  lipe  to  unawiken'd  esrih 


There  ii  bluod  un  the   esrth  ihsl  deniee  ye 

Be  your  wotinda  like  fyw 
Td  wvep  <br  Ihe  dead,  the  dead,  the  dead. 
WbM  other  grief  were  it  juit  lo  pay  r 
Vaur  loni.  your  ttivei,  your  brethreti,  were  they ; 
Wbo  «id  Ihey  \vere  (lain  on  the  battle  day  t 


Awaken,  awaken,  Bwnlii 
T)»  (lave  and  the  lyranl  are 

Be  the  cold  chaina  ihoken 
To  the  dual  where  yout  kiodred  repoK,  rapoce : 
Their  buna  in  the  grave  will  aiori  and  move, 
When  Ihey  heor  the  voirra  of  Ihww  tliey  love, 
Mod  loud  iu  the  holy  rombal  above. 


Wave,  itnve  high  the  banner! 
Whea  freedom  ii  riding  lo  eonqueit  by : 

Though  the  ilavca  that  fan  her 
Be  tiunine  and  toil,  giving  oigh  for  ligh. 
And  ye  who  attend  her  imperial  ear. 
lift  not  your  handj  in  the  banded  war. 
Bill  in  hei  dersoce  whoee  children  ye  ore. 


Wae  greater  (ban  that  which  ye  iholl  bavi 
Conqaeron  have  conqner'd  their  Iba  alone, 
Whoee  revenge,  pride,  and  power  they  hove 


Willi  curonali  of  violet,  ivy,  and  |HDe : 

Hide  the  blood^iiuna  now 
With  hue*  which  iweel  nature  hai  made  d 
een  ilrenglh,  Ulire  hope,  and  eternity: 
t  let  not  the  jjatuiy  among  them  be ; 
Here  injured,  and  that  meoni  memoty. 


:l 


ODF.  TO  LIBEHTY. 


A  OLOUODB  people  vibtafed  again 

The  bgbuiiug  of  the  ualion :  lAerty 
From  bcnrt  lo  bean.  Ihim  tower  lo  tower,  t 

Scattering  c«ii»giou«  lire  into  the  *y. 
Gleaoi'd.     My  suul  ipum'd  Ihe  chain  of  iB  dinay. 
And,  in  \he  mpd  plun 
Clothed  it»IC  lublime 
Ai  a  yuuag  eagle  aiieri  Ihe  im 

Till  from  ii>  mnuon  in  th 
The  Spini's  wturlwiiid  tapi  ii.  and  Ihe  ray 

Of  the  remolost  iphere  of  livmg  Some 
Which  pavee  the  i-uicj  wu>  fioni  behind  il  flmi; 
Ai  firom  from  s  ahip'n  ewiAnea.Hhen  thero  en 
A  voice  oul  of  the  deep  -.  I  will  recant  the  Mjn 


"prey; 


tl  Moon  tpiBng  fiinb  ; 


n. 

The  Sun  and  the  i 

TTie  burning  Ka 
Into  Ihe  depihi  of  heaven..    The  dadal  nnb. 

That  iiland  in  Ihe  ocean  of  Ihe  wmM. 
Hung  in  iD  cloud  of  sll^fluuining  aii; 

Wai  yet  a  chaoa  and  a  cutw. 
For  thou  wert  not .  but  power  from  woiR  ^aodtM 

The  iiaril  of  the  beajla  vnt  kindled  then, 

And  1^  the  birdi,  and  of  the  watery  IbraB, 

And  there  was  war  among  Ihera.  and  deepait 

Withm  them,  ra^ng  without  Inice  or  lemv : 


Ihe  imperial  ihape,  then  multiplied 
1  generaSoni  under  the  pavilion 
Of  the  Sun'e  throne:  pelice  and  pyramid. 


le  popukiiB  •olilode, 

Tonny  ;  bcneafb,  tate  deified 

peat,  congrcgalor  of  ilavta ; 
ehaJow  of  her  pinionf  wide^ 
priesti  who  feed  on  gold  and  blood. 

be  itBin  Ihcir  inmcet  aotJi  are  dyeil. 

aaionuih'd  herds  of  men  from  every  sde^ 


The  nodding  promonloriei,  and  blue  itlea. 

And  cluud.Uke  ntounlaiu,  and  dividiioue  wa^ 
Of  Greece,  boik'd  glorious  in  Ihe  open  amlln 

Of  tiivoring  heaven     fmm  Iheir  enchanted  « 


MISCELLANEOUS  POElia 


211 


rhoes  flung  dim  melody 
he  unappreheiuive  wild, 
vine,  the  corn,  the  olive  mild, 
e  yet,  to  human  use  unreconciled ; 
unfolded  flowers  beneath  the  sea» 
e  man's  thought  dark  in  the  infant's  brain, 
It  that  is  which  wraps  what  is  to  be, 
eathless  dreams  lay  veil'd  by  many  a  vein 
lone ;  and  yet  a  speechless  child,  , 
xmur'd,  and  Philosophy  did  strain 
ayes  for  thee ;  when  o'er  the  iEgean  main 


vni. 


V. 

B :  a  dty  such  as  vision 
»m  the  purple  crags  and  silver  towers 
nted  cloud,  as  in  derision 
Bst  masonry :  the  ocean-floors 
)  evening  sky  pavilions  it ; 
ortals  are  inhabited 
bunder-zoned  winds,  each  head 
loudy  wings  with  sun-fire  garlanded, 
work !  Athens  diviner  yet 
d  with  its  crest  of  columns,  on  the  will 
IS  on  a  mount  of  diamond,  set ; 
u  wert,  and  thine  all-creative  skill 
ti  forms  that  mock  the  eternal  dead 
immortality,  that  hill 
IS  thine  earliest  throne  and  latest  oracle. 


VL 

ur&ce  of  Time's  fleeting  river 
ed  image  lies,  as  then  it  lay 
onquiet,  and  tor  ever 
B,  but  it  cannot  pa«  away! 
>f  thy  balds  and  sages  thunder 
1  earth-awakening  blast 
caverns  of  the  past ; 
Is  her  eyes ;  Oppression  shrinks  aghast : 
sound  of  joy,  and  love  and  wonder, 
soars  where  Expectation  never  flew, 
lie  veil  of  space  and  time  asunder ! 
lan  feeds  the  clouds,  and  streams,  and 
w; 

nines  heaven ;  one  spirit  vast 
ind  love  makes  chaos  ever  new, 
I  doth  the  world  with  thy  delight  renew. 


VII. 

was,  and  from  thy  deep  bosom  fidiest, 

If-cub  from  a  Ca^nsan  Msnad,* 

)  milk  of  greatiwts,  though  thy  dearest 

Elysian  food  was  yet  unwean'd ; 

dMd  of  terrible  uprightness 

y  sweet  love  was  sanctified ; 

n  thy  smile,  and  by  thy  side, 

llus  lived,  and  firm  Atilius  diied. 

ean  stain'd  thy  robe  of  vestal  whiteneM, 

>rofiuied  thy  capitolian  throne, 

desert,  with  spirit-winged  lightness, 
Bte  of  the  tyrants :  tbey  sunk  prone 
I  t3rTant :  Palatinus  sigh'd 
Bs  of  Ionian  song ;  that  tone 

delay  to  hear,  lamenting  to  disown. 

8ss  the  Baeeto  of  Earipidss. 


From  what  Hyrcanian  glen  or  frosen  hill. 
Or  piny  promontory  of  the  Arctic  nuun, 
Or  utmost  islet  inaccessible. 

Didst  thou  lament  the  ruin  of  thy  reign. 
Teaching  the  woods  and  waves,  and  desert  rocks, 
And  every  Naiad's  ice-cold  urn. 
To  talk  in  echoes  sad  and  stem. 
Of  that  sttblimest  lore  which  man  had  dared  imleamf 
For  neither  didst  thou  watch  the  wizard  flocks 

Of  the  Scald's  dreams,  nor  haunt  the  Druid's  sleep. 
What  if  the  tears  rain'd  through  thy  shatter'd  locks 
Were  quickly  dried?  for  thou  didst  groan,  not 
weep. 
When  from  its  sea  of  death  to  kill  and  bum. 
The  Galilean  serpent  forth  did  creep. 
And  made  thy  world  an  undistinguishable  heap.  ' 

A  thousand  years  Ae  Earth  cried.  Where  art  thon  t 

And  then  the  shadow  of  thy  coming  fell 
On  Saxon  Alfred's  olive-dnctured  brow : 
And  many  a  warrior-peopled  citadel, 
like  rocks  which  fire  lifts  out  of  the  ^t  deep. 
Arose  in  sacred  Italy, 
Frowning  o'er  the  tempestuous  sea 
Of  kings,  and  priests,  and  slaves,  in  toweiverown'd 
nugesty; 
That  multitudinous  anarchy  did  sweep, 

And  burst  around  tfieir  walls,  like  idle  fbam. 
Whilst  from  the  human  spirit's  deepest  deep. 
Strange  melody  with  love  and  awe  strack  dumb 
Dissonant  arms ;  and  Art,  which  cannot  die, 
With  divine  wand  traced  on  oar  earthly  home 
Fit  imageiy  to  pave  heaven's  everlasting  dome. 


Tboa  huntress  swifter  than  the  Moon!  Ihim  tenor 

Of  the  world's  wolves!  thou  bearer  of  the  quiver. 
Whose  sun-like  shafts  pierce  tempest-winged  Error, 
As  light  may  pierce  the  clouds  when  they  dissever 
In  the  calm  regions  of  the  orient  day! 

lAither  caught  thy  wakening  glance : 
Like  lightning,  from  his  leaden  lance 
Reflected,  it  diaiolved  the  visions  of  the  trance 
In  which,  as  m  a  tomb,  the  nations  lay ; , 

And  England's  prophets  hail'd  thee  as  their  queen, 
In  songs  whose  music  cannot  pass  away. 
Though  it  must  flow  for  ever :  not  unseen 
Before  the  spiriteighted  countenance 
Of  Milton  didst  thou  pass,  from  the  sad  scene 
Beyond  whose  ni§^t  he  saw,  with  a  d^ected  mien. 

XL 

The  eager  hours  and  unreluctant  years 

As  on  a  dawn-illumined  mountain  stood, 
Trampling  to  silence  their  loud  hopes  and  fears. 

Darkening  each  other  with  their  multitude. 
And  cried  aloud,  Liberty !   Indignation 
Answer'd  Pity  fhwn  her  cave ; 
Death  grew  pale  within  the  grave. 
And  desolation  howl'd  to  the  destroyer.  Save ! 
Wh«n  like  heaven's  sun,  girt  by  the  exhalation 

Of  its  own  glorious  light,  thou  didst  arise, 
Chaaing  thy  fbm  from  nation  unto  nation 


SHEU^yS  POFnCAL  WOHK8. 


like  ihBdowi :  V  if  d«y  had  cloven  ilie  tkitt 
U  dromiDg  midraghl  o'er  Ihe  weslem  wive. 
Men  lUrotd.  <i»||geruig  with  *  gW  lurp™!!. 
Uoder  lb>  lighDuogi  oT  ihiria  unfuRLUu  eyM. 

xn. 

nrauhHvennfronhl  whal  ipelli  could  )i^1hM  Own. 

In  oininoiu  Klipw  I    A  [bouund  f  ein, 
iiwl  Oom  It*  "linie  of  dwp  oiipnmon'i  dsn. 

Dy*4  all  Ikiy  liquid  lighl  Willi  blood  and  lean, 
nil  Iby  »i  wi  ««™  eo«U  ""P  'he  Ham  •«  ly. 
How  lihe  Bacchuiiili  of  blood 
Round  Fnnce.  ihe  glumly  Tinlage,  ilood 
[leitn«;tion'>«cepH*dil»VM, and  Iblly'i  nulrrd  brood! 
Wlion  one.  like  ihem,  bul  raighUrt  Cai  ibin  Ihey, 
The  Aiureb  of  ihine  omi  bewildei'd  powen, 


Ulucl 


ouds,  dirluning  Iho  meted 


Of  Mrene  hMv«n.    He,  by  Ihe  pail  puiwied. 
Beau  wilh  ihoao  dead,  but  unlorgonen  tuiuii. 
Whose  gba«u  icare  vtcloi  kings  in  thou  •DHolnl 


Lcfl  Ihe  vicioiy-HailuTig  fimnl. 
il  ibo  suky  kixiu  of  ihia  Ibnl  gofdini  word, 
ch  weak  iaelT  u  iiulible.  yrl  can  bind 
iio  a  tatm,  irrelngably  firm. 
Hex  uui  ihs  todi  which  awe  manluod : 
he  BOmid  ha«  i»uuo  in  ii,  'lip  Ihe  apum 
or  whot  HHikei  Ule  foul,  rankennii.  and  abhoti'd; 
Dudain  not  ihou,  al  Ihin«  appmnied  lenn. 
To  fet  Ihine  afmed  heel  m  Ihia  nluettDt  wob 

XVI. 
O.  thai  the  wiw  from  iheir  bright  minda  wootd  kindk 

Such  laiDpa  wiiliin  ihe  dome  of  Ihu  dim  world. 
Thai  the  pale  name  of  Pauar  might  ibcitik  acd 
dwindle 
Inio  the  hall  from  vhich  il  Gtn  waa  huit'd. 
Kofl"  of  irupioua  pcide  frwa  tieoda  impure ; 
Tilt  human  thought!  might  koael  aim* 
Earhbefiitelhe.    '_ 
f  in  own  iwoloa  »ul,  Dr  of  the 
O,  that  Ihe  wordi  vrhidi  make  the 
("tom  which  Ihe 


England  yei  tieepat 


xin. 

wu  ihc  DOI  caird  dT  old  1 
V,  at  With  ill  Ihhlling  thunder 
Vesuviui  H-akena  £tna.  and  ihe  c»hl 

Snow-rngi  by  in  reply  are  clovan  in  Brnider: 
O'er  the  Ll  vnvea  every  Xohan  iile 
Fram  Pilhecun  U  Felorrv 
IIowli.  and  Itafa,  uhI  glora  in  dnma  : 
They  cry.  Be  dim.  ye  lampt  of  heavea  aoapended 

Her  chain*  are  ibreadi  of  gold,  ihs  need  but  m^e  |; 

And  Ihey  dinKdve ;  bu  I  Spnin'i  were  Unka  of  aleel. 

■m  hit  U  du>I  by  virme't  hceneai  file. 

Twini  of  n  Biiiglo  dasliny  !  appcol 

To  the  elcmal  yean  eillhcunnl  bclore  oh, 

In  the  dim  Woat;  impnai  ui  from  a  «M 

All  ye  have  Ihunghl  and  done '.  lltne  ci 


From  a  while  lake  Idol  heavei 

Were  Mripl  of  their  fhin  mei 

And  frowna  and  amilfa  and  iplen 

Till  in  Ibe  nnkcdnaH  of  Mw  i 

They  iiuid  before  their  Lotd-a 


Tomb  of  Arminina !  render  up  Ihy  dead, 

TUl,  like  >  iMndard  from  a  walch-loww'i  Haff 
nil  HUl  may  ilretun  over  the  lynni'i  bead.' 

Tby  victiny  (hall  be  hii  aiiuipb. 
Wnd  Bacchanal  of  Inith'i  ntyalerioui  nine. 
King-del  oded  Gennany. 
Kia  dead  ipiril  livei  in  Ihee. 
Why  do  wo  fear  or  hope!  Ihou  art  already  free! 
And  Ihou.  loat  Pandiae  of  lh>>  divine 

And  glorioua  world !  ihou  flowery  nildemem  I 

Whero  denlatian,  clothed  with  loTeliiuai, 
Wonhips  Ihe  ihmg  thou  weri !  O  Italy, 
Gather  thy  Uood  inio  thy  hean ;  repfeaa 
The  beailB  nho  make  their  deni  Ihy  aacrod  patacet 

XV. 
O.  thai  the  free  womld  Hamp  the  impiomi  Dime 

Of  ■  ■  •  *  into  the  dun !  or  write  ii  there. 
So  that  ibia  blot  upon  the  page  of  i&ma 

Were  *a  a  aerporit'i  palh,  which  the  U^l  air 
Eraaea,  and  the  Set  undi  cloea  behind  '. 
Ye  Ihe  ancli  hive  heard : 


And  power  in  ihouphi  be  as  ih 
Or  what  if  Art,  an  ardent  ij 

Wving  on  fiery  wingi  u  NBiure'a  Ihime, 
Checka  the  grval  mother  atooping  to  cvea  bar. 
And  eriea :  Give  me.  tby  child,  dominion 
Ov«r  all  heighth  and  depib  I  if  life  can  hned 
nanu,  and  wealth  fntm  thoee  who  toil  and  gn 
id  of  Ihy  giha  and  hera  a 


xvni. 

Come  Thou,  but  lead  out  of  the  in 

man's  deep  >pitit.  aa  the  to 
Beckooi  Iha  Bun  from  the  Eoon  n 

adom.    1  hear  ihe  pennon*  of  her  cat 
Salfmoving,  like  clouJ chariotsd  by  flame; 
Comes  ehe  not.  and  n^me  ye  not, 
Rulers  of  eifmal  thought. 
To  jodge.  with  aoleran  miih,  lile'a  ilLapportioo'd  kitf 
lilmd  U>ve,  awl  equal  Juatice.  aod  the  Fame 

Of  what  haa  been,  the  Hope  of  what  will  be! 
O,  Liberty :  if  nuch  could  be  thy  name, 

Wori  ihou  dajiuti'd  fmro  these,  or  they  from  thee 
If  thine  or  them  were  ueeaiirea  to  be  bougbi 

By  bbod  or  team,  hais  Dot  the  A-ise  and  free 
WepI  lean,  and  blood  Uke  IMial  Tbe  lolfl^  baiwmy 

xrx. 
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SIS 


I  a  wild  awui.  when  rablimely  winging 
•thwart  the  thander«noke  of  dawn, 
Badhmg  through  the  aerial  golden  lij^t 
On  the  heavy-aounding  plain, 
When  the  bolt  hai  pierced  its  brain ; 
ner  dooda  dinolve,  unbnrthen'd  of  their  rain; 
iar  taper  &des  with  ftding  night, 
a  brief  insect  dies  with  dying  day, 
ODg,  its  pinions  disarray'd  of  might, 
oop*d ;  o'er  it  closed  the  echoes  far  away 
great  Toice  which  did  its  flight  sustain, 
wwm  which  lately  paved  his  watery  way 
and  a  diowner's  head  in  their  tempestuous 
play. 


ODE  TO  NAPLEa* 

KPODE  I.  a. 
»  within  the  dty  disinterred  ;t 
heard  the  autumnal  leaves  like  light  footfalls 
its  passing  through  the  streets ;  and  heard 
Mountain's  slumberous  voice  at  intervals 
irill  through  those  roofless  halls ; 
icnkr  thunder  penetrating  shook 
liatening  soul  in  my  suspended  blood ; 
lat  Earth  out  of  her  deep  heart  spoke— 
Ui  but  heard  not:— through  white  columns 

glow'd 
tie  isle-sustaining  Ocean  flood, 
e  of  light  between  two  Heavens  of  azure  : 
md  me  gleem'd  many  a  bright  sepulchre 
380  pure  beauty,  Time,  as  if  his  pleasure 
e  to  spare  Death,  had  never  made  erasure ; 
at  every  living  lineament  was  clear 
s  in  the  sculptor's  thought;  and  there 
reaths  of  stony  myrtle,  ivy  and  pine, 
I  winter  leaves  o'ergrown  by  moulded  snow, 
n*d  only  not  to  move  and  grow 
le  the  crystal  silence  of  the  air 
gh'd  on  their  life ;  even  as  the  Pbwer  divine, 
ich  then  lull'd  all  diings,  brooded  upon  mine. 

KPODE  IL  a. 

Then  gentle  winds  arose. 

With  many  a  mingled  close 
d  .Aolian  sound  and  mountain  odor  keen ; 

And  where  the  Bai»n  ocean 

Welters  with  air-like  motion, 
I,  above,  around  its  bowen  of  starry  green, 
loving  the  sea-flowers  in  those  purple  caves, 
Iven  as  the  ever  stormless  atmosphere 
Floats  o*er  the  Elysian  realm, 
)  me  like  an  Angel,  o'er  the  waves 
lunlight,  whose  swifl  pifnace  of  dewy  air 

No  storm  can  oven^elm ; 

I  sail'd,  where  ever  flows 

Under  the  calm  Serene 

A  spirit  of  deep  emotion, 

IS  Aatbor  has  connected  many  recoUeetions  of  bis 
Pompeii  and  Baia  with  the  enthasiasm  ejreited  by 
;elligenee  of  ibe  proclamation  of  a  COnstitmioBal 
unent  at  Kaples.  This  has  given  a  tlngt  of  pic 
IS  and  daseripUvs  imsfery  to  the  iatrodaetory 
I  which  dspicturs  these  scenes,  and  sooie  of  the 
ic  feeliags  psnnancntty  connected  with  the  sosaa 
animating  vrtnt.^Autkor*i  JVMs. 
mpeii. 


Fkom  th»  unknown  gravea 

Of  the  dead  kings  of  Mek)dy4 
Shadowy  Aoinos  darken'd  o'er  die  helm 
The  honwntal  ether ;  heaven  stript  bsra 
Its  depths  over  Elyaum,  where  the  prow 
Made  the  invisible  water  white  as  snow ; 
From  that  Typhnan  mount,  Inarime 
There  stream'd  a  sunlike  vapor,  like  the  stsndaid 

Of  some  ethereal  host ; 

Whilst  from  all  the  coast, 
Louder  and  louder,  gathering  round,  there  wander'd 
Over  the  oracular  woods  and  divine  sea 
Prophesyings  which  grew  articulate— 
They  seise  me— I  must  speak  them — ^be  they  fiiti ! 

mioPBX  a.  1. 
Naples !  thou  Heart  of  men  which  ever  pantest 

Naked  beneath  the  lidless  eye  of  heaven ! 
Elysian  City,  which  to  calm  enchantest 
The  mutinous  air  and  sea !  they  round  thee,  even 
As  sleep  round  Love,  are  driven ! 
Metropolis  of  a  ruin'd  Paradise 

Long  lost,  late  won,  and  yet  but  half  regain'd! 
Bright  Altar  of  the  bkwdleas  sacrifice. 
Which  armed  Victory  oflbrs  up  unstain'd 
To  Love,  the  flower^nchain'd ! 
Thou  which  wert  once,  and  then  did  cease  to  be. 
Now  art,  and  henceforth  ever  shalt  be,  fiee, 
If  Hope,  and  Truth,  and  Justice  can  avaiL 
Hail,  hail,  all  hail! 

BTROPHX  fi.  8. 

Thou  youngest  giant  birth 

Which  fiom  the  groaning  earth 
Leap'st,  clothed  in  armor  of  impenetrable  scale ! 

Last  of  the  Intercessors ! 

Who  'ganist  the  Crown*d  Tramgreaww 
Fleadest  before  God's  love !  Anay'd  in  Wisdom's  mail* 

Wave  thy  lightning  limce  in  mirth ; 

Nor  let  thy  high  heart  fail, 
Tliough  fiom  their  huxidred  gates  the  leagued  Op- 
pressors 

With  hurried  legions  move ! 

Hail,  hail,  all  hail! 

AimSTROPHI  a. 

What  though  Cimmerian  Anarchs  dare  Uasphemo 

Freedom  and  thee  f  thy  shield  is  as  a  mirror 
To  make  their  blind  slaves  see,  and  with  fierce  gleam 

To  turn  his  hungry  sword  upon  the  wearer, 
A  new  Acteon's  error 
Shall  Aeir's  have  been— devour'd  by  their  own 
hounds! 

Be  thou  like  the  imperial  Basilisk, 
Killing  thy  foe  with  unapparent  wounds ! 

Gaze  on  oppression,  till  at  that  dread  risk 

Aghast  she  pass  from  the  Earth's  disk : 
Fear  not,  but  gaze — for  freemen  mightier  grow. 
And  slaves,  more  foeUe,  gazing  on  their  foe. 

If  Hope  and  Truth  and  Justice  may  avail. 

Thou  shalt  be  greats— AU  hail! 

ANTI8TR0PHX  0  2. 

From  Freedom's  form  divine, 
From  Nature's  inmost  shrine. 


t  HooMT  and  Virgil. 
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mammamsF 


Sii  iboD  (ubiime.  uiHweil;  be  the  De«i^«r  pole! 

fraighled  mih  irtiib  evcin  fmni  thr  Ihnnoof  CM! 
Tbni  weallh,  ■uniting  folc, 


Wbo 


leihDu 


Didn  Ihou  nol  Oi 

From  land  to  la 

Till  iileim  bceain 


to  hmr  Spiuu'M  Ihritling  pi 


Which  p>t«  ihp  dao 

In  light  uiil  raiisic; 
By  mmmlighi  ipolli  ni 


I  i>iriii  r  fair  Mils 


Great  Spinl,  deepeil  Love  • 
Which  rulcfl  uhI  doat  nsov« 
ga  which  live  and  an.  within  IhB  Ililiudai: 
Who  (pmden  hearm  anxiad  U. 
WbOAO  wood*,  TDctt.  wftvaa>  HUTDUDd  Ai  - 
>rOnso*i  KHlunBMt  1 


Li  of  bi 


n  bw  nft  « 


Tlie  vipor'it  palming  vpnom.  lifn  her  iteti 
To  bnuM  bu  hsad.     Tlie  lignal  mid  Iho  seal 
(If  Hopr  and  Tnilh  and  Justice  con  availj 
AR  Tbou  uf  all  their  hoped.— O  haJ  •. 


norena 
Of  citio 

Bliuhea  within 


!  t>en«Bih  ibo  ■ 
fniri 


rr  Ibr  FKwioni'a  Diprclali< 
r  mm  eye>  n(  quetichlo*  hope 
RaRie  lean  The  pnoatly  cope, 
Ai  luling  once  by  poviror,  to  ngw  by  ulnuntian, 

Frnm  n  remoier  rtaliim 
For  the  high  prim  Unt  on  PhilipiM"!  ihofe, — 
Ai  then  Hope,  Truth,  anil  Jiwiico  did  avail, 
So  noiv  may  Fraud  and  Wrong !  O  hail  • 


Hear  ye  the  march 

osofth 

e  EarUi-bom  Fotma 

Array'd  ogain,! 

le  ever 

The  crub  aiul  diir 

luwof 

Bunting  their  inaccenih 

eabales 

OTcragB 

ondlbu 

nder^clotuli  I 

See  ye  the  bannen 

blazon' 

lo  the  day. 

mblemi 

of  barbaric  pride! 

Disonant  Ihreau  kill  Silen 

■e  &r  away. 

The  Hnme  Ilea 

b  wrapa  otir  Eden  widt 

Withiro 

bghii. 

dyed. 

The  Anarcba  of  ih 

Norlli  lead  (bnli  flieii  leirioni 

Lilifl  Chao.  o>r  c 

A  htmdred  tnbea  m 

rariih'd 

on  ilrangB  raligioiu 

And  Iswle*  ilav 

own  ihe  aerial  legioDi 

Of  the  » 

liile  Aln.  denlatiue, 

Faniah'd  wolvei 

hat  bido  no  wailiDg. 

Blortine  the  glowin 

foo»ie 

pa  of  oW  glory. 

TracnplinE  our  ™lu 

mn'dci 

e.  into  du.t. 

They  come !  The  lieldg  they  tread  look  black  and 
With  Ere — from  their  red  feel  the  •Ireama  run 


tyianu  at  ttOta. 


Fram  tlis  Earth's  boeom  dull ;  ' 

bid  those  benmii  be  each  a  Winding  biand 
r  lightning!  hid  Ihoee  ahowcn  be  itwttf  pmm'. 

Bid  the  Eanh'a  plenly  kiB ! 

Bid  ihy  bnghi  Heaven  abere, 

Wbilei  lighl  attd  dortne*  bound  u. 

Be  their  lorab  wlu  plano'd 

To  make  il  onn  and  ihjnc! 
',  will]  UiiDB  honsonizing  ardon  fill 

TTiy  lamp  feedi  crciy  twilight  wave  mil  fire— 
Be  nuu'a  high  hiiiw  and  uneitinct  deiite 
The  inslnimenl  D  work  Ihv  will  divine ; 
ThencJouds  (mm  tunbeami.  antolopee  fhnnlHipaib 
Atu)  froKiii  and  fean  fmm  TTiee, 
Would  not  more  iwifUy  flee 
Than  Cellic  uolvo  from  liie  Anwnan  ahephci^.- 
Wbalevcr,  Spirit,  from  thy  ilvry  ahcuw 
Tbou  yicldiii  or  wiihholdwi.  Oh  let  be 
Thia  city  of  Iliy  vionhip  e<ar  Ina '. 


(0  fVeah  ihowen  fer  Ihe  ih 
~n.ni  the  icas  and  the  itre, 
-  light  aiiadeili,r  Iho  leove, 


nil  of  the  laebing  bail, 
ilen  Ihe  green  piaina  under, 
tin  I  diwivc  il  in  rain, 
gb  Bi  1  past  in  thtuider. 


And  their  ^reai  [unea  groan  aghaai; 
ail  the  night  'tia  my  pillow  while. 
While  I  Bleep  in  the  amu  of  the  Uaal. 
ime  on  the  loweie  of  my  skiey  bowera. 
Lightoing  my  pilot  aiti, 
cavern  under  ia  fetter'd  the  thunder, 
Il  nruggliM  and  howla  al  flta ; 
'  eanh  and  ocean,  niih  gentle  mouoii. 
Thifl  pilot  ie  guidhig  me. 
Lured  by  the  love  of  the  genii  thai  more 
In  Iho  depth)  of  the  purple  ifa  ; 
•  the  tilk  and  the  cragi,  and  the  hilla. 
Over  the  lokea  and  the  ptaim 

The  Spirit  he  lovea  ramainii 
d  I  all  the  while  baak  in  heavan'a  blue  «ni1 
Whtlat  he  B  diaaolnnr  in  luna. 


When 


BOSCELLANEOUS  POEHa 


»U 


piine  mxame,  with  his  meteor  oyet, 
Lnd  his  burning  plumes  outspread, 
1  the  back  of  my  sailing  rack, 
¥hen  the  morning-star  shines  dead, 
e  jog  of  a  mountain  crag, 
Vhich  an  earthquake  rocks  and  swings, 

9  alit  one  moment  may  sit 

n  the  light  of  its  golden  wings, 
ten  sunset  may  breathe,  from  the  lit  sea  be- 
neath, 
!lB  ardors  of  rest  and  of  love, 
crimson  pall  of  eve  may  &11 
^rom  the  depdi  of  heaven  above, 
ings  folded  I  rest,  on  mine  airy  nest, 
IVa  still  as  a  brooding  dove. 

t)ed  maiden,  with  white  fire  laden. 

Whom  mortals  call  the  moon, 

glimmering  o'er  my  fleece-Uke  floor, 

By  the  midnight  breezes  strewn ; 

lerever  the  beat  of  her  unseen  feet, 

Which  only  the  angels  hear, 

ve  broken  the  woof  of  my  tent's  thin  roof, 

The  stars  peep  behind  her  and  peer ; 

augh  to  see  them  whirl  and  flee, 

like  a  swarm  of  golden  bees, 

[  widen  the  rent  in  my  wind-built  tent. 

Till  the  calm  rivers,  lakes,  and  seas, 

ripa  of  the  sky  fidlen  through  me  on  high. 

Are  each  paved  with  the  moon  and  these. 

he  sun's  throne  with  a  burning  zone. 

And  the  moon's  with  a  girdle  of  pearl ; 

Icanoes  are  dim,  and  the  stars  reel  and  swim. 

When  the  whirlwinds  my  baimer  unfiirL 

ape  to  cape,  with  a  bridge-like  shape, 

Over  a  torrent  sea, 

m-proof,  I  hang  Uke  a  roof. 

The  mountains  iti  columns  be. 

umphal  arch  through  which  I  march 

With  hurricane,  fire,  and  snow, 

the  powers  of  the  air  are  chain'd  to  my  chair, 

Is  the  million-color'd  bow ; 

here-fire  above  its  soA  colors  wove. 

While  the  moist  earth  was  laughing  below. 

10  daughter  of  earth  and  water. 
And  Sie  nursling  of  the  sky  ; 

through  the  pores  of  the  ocean  and  shores ; 

I  change,  but  I  cannot  die. 
er  the  rain,  when  with  never  a  stain. 

The  paviUon  of  heaven  is  bare, 
le  winds  and  sunbeams  with  their  convex 
gleams. 

Build  up  the  blue  dome  of  air, 
Jy  laugh  at  my  own  cenotaph. 

And  out  of  the  caverns  of  rain, 

child  from  the  womb,  like  a  ^lost  from  the 
tomb, 

I  arise  and  unbuild  it  again. 


TO  A  SKYLARK. 

[ail  to  thee,  blithe  spirit ! 

Bird  thou  never  wert, 
hat  from  heaven,  or  near  it, 

Pourest  thy  full  heart 
(use  strains  of  unpremeditated  art 


Higher  still  and  hic^r, 

From  the  earth  dioa  spnngest 
like  a  cloud  of  fire ; 

The  blue  deep  thou  wingest, 
And  singing  still  doat  soar,  and  soaring  ever  lingwt 

In  the  golden  lightning 

Of  the  sunken  sun, 
O'er  which  clouds  are  brightening. 
Thou  dost  float  and  run ; 
like  an  unbodied  joy  whose  race  is  just  begUL 

The  pale  purple  even 

Melts  around  thy  flight ; 
Like  a  star  of  heaven. 
In  the  broad  daylight 
Thou  art  unseen,  but  yet  I  hear  thy  shrill  delight^ 

Keen  as  are  the  arrows 

Of  that  stiver  sphere, 
Whose  intense  lamp  narrows 

In  the  white  dawn  clear. 
Until  we  hardly  see,  we  feel  that  it  is  there. 

All  the  earth  and  air 

With  thy  voice  is  load. 
As,  when  night  is  bare. 
From  one  lonely  cloud 
The  moon  rains  out  her  beams,  and  heaven  is  ov««- 
flow'd. 

What  thou  art  we  know  not ; 

What  is  most  like  thee  I 
From  rainbow  clouds  there  flow  not 
.    Drops  so  bright  to  see. 
As  from  thy  presence  showers  a  rain  of  melody. 

Like  a  poet  hidden 

In  the  light  of  thought. 
Singing  hymns  unbidden, 

"Till  the  world  is  wrought 
To  sympathy  with  hopes  and  fears  it  heeded  not  : 

like  a  high-bom  maiden 

In  a  palace  tower. 
Soothing  her  love-laden 
Soul  in  secret  hour 
Widi  music  sweet  as  love,  which  overflows  her 
bower : 

like  a  glow-worm  golden 

In  a  dell  of  dew. 
Scattering  unbeholden 
Its  ajjrial  hue 
Among  the  flowers  and  gross,  which  screen  it  from 
the  view : 

Like  a  rose  embower'd 

In  its  own  green  leaves. 
By  warm  winds  deflower'd. 
Till  the  scent  i^  gives 
Bfakea  fiunt  with  too  much  sweet  these  heavy-winged 
thieves. 


Sound  of  vernal  showers 
On  the  twinkling  grsss, 
RaiD4iwaken'd  flowers. 
All  that  ever  was 
Joyous,  and  clear,  and  fresh,  thy  music  doth 


Cbonji  hyrneneB]. 

Or  thunipluil  chtunt. 
Haic^ti'd  with  Ihina  would  be  all 
But  an  emply  vinnl— 
A  thing  wbwsin  n«  kel  ihcrc  u  nmii  hiddBn  wiml 

Will  olgcci*  are  the  IbuauiDi 
Of  %  hsppy  limn  I 

'  Wbat  ihopeft  or  tky  Of  i>Jain  I 

Wbi>  k>va  at  ibine  own  kind  J  whal  igoonace  of 


PDea  uR  oD  thu  oold  nuth. 

As  chamelflOQi  nughl  bc» 
Hiilden  thiin  Ihsii  ouiy  buih 


Tsl  d>re  DOI  lUin  vtiik  w«alib  i 

A  pnet'i  fitu  and  hnvanlj  n 

ir  bnghl  chamaleoiu  abonld  dei 


Shallow  or  muuifaiiFe 


Tbou  loraal ;  bi 


:t  kn<-»  la 


Waking  or  ulrr  p. 

Thou  or  dcaUi  muii  daon) 
Thioga  moK  Iruc  and  dEcp 

Than  we  nrarulii  dnwm, 
Orhowconld  IbyiwMa  flow  in  nicb  a  cijital  at 

We  look  betort  and  after. 

And  pino  lor  wb*C  ii  DOl; 
Onr  nincereii  lau^hiar 
With  nine  pain  ii  fraught ; 
Our  nnatMl  ■anga  on  Ukm  thai  Mil  of  aa 
thongbL 


HYMN  TO  INTELLECTl'AL  BEAIT 

TiiE  awfiil  (hadaw  of  lome  unaeCD  Powtir 
Floala,  rhaugh  unicon,  among  u;  vinlini 
Thii  vanoui  wwld  wilh  ai  inanMBiil  wiif 

Aa  auinmer  winda  ihni  creep  from  Sowar  Uft 

tikv  mwnlioiiint  thai  beluiui  ai 


a  (liny  n 


Yel  if  « 


I  know  not  h 


w  Ihy  joy  w 


Belter  Ihui  nil  mesnirea 

Of  delighlTul  nnind, 
Baner  than  nil  Ircaiiim 
Thai  in  book*  aro  found, 
Hjp  akill  lo  poet  were,  Ihon  sconiei  of  the  gi 


TiiM  mrld  ^Duld  lii 


Spirit  of  Beai'ti  !  thnt  don  cnnaerrals 

Wilh  (hme  o»ti  hum  si!  ihou  iIoM  ihUM 
Of  human  thought  or  Innn,  where  on  Iboa 

Why  dosi  thou  puia  a  nay  and  leave  our  ataia, 
ii  dim  i-ui  vail'  of  lean,  i-acaai  and  deiida 
Aak  why  the  aunlight  not  for  ever 
Weaves  rainhnni  o'er  yon  mouniain  rive 

Why  aught  should  &il  and  fsdo  thai  once  n  at 
Why  leal-  and  dream  and  death  and  binh 
CbiI  on  the  dayligbl  of  this  earth 
Such  gloom,  why  man  haa  auch  a  oropo 
r  love  and  hate,  dapondeucy  and  bope ! 

I  voice  from  aome  aubhmer  «orld  bAih  ever 
To  aage  or  poel  dieac  reapotuea  given; 
rhereforo  the  namoi  of  Demon,  Ghott.  and  Ha 
r.  Remain  the  recwnla  of  their  vain  endeavor: 

]  apella,  whiae  uiler'd  charm  nught  nM  it 


AN  EXHORTATION. 
f;iim«i.Tnw  feed  on  light  and  oiri 

Poela'  food  ia  love  and  fame: 
If  in  this  wide  world  of  care 

Foela  could  but  And  the  same 
mih  oi  Utile  toil  aa  they. 

Would  they  ever  change  Ibeir  hue 

Aa  the  light  chamalema  do, 
Soiling  it  to  every  ray 
T^■«nt)'  [iiMa  a-day  I 


Thy  Ughl  slone,  like  m 

Or  mtiaic  by  the  night-witid  sent 
Thtough  Bliinga  of  nme  giill  inairument. 
Or  iDOonlighl  on  a  midnight  itrean. 

Givca  grace  and  (ruth  10  lile*i  unquiet  dreoM. 


Lovt 


Hope,  and  Self-eaieein,  Uka  clouda.  depn 
n  were  inunorial,  and  oamipMeiib 
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th  thy  gloriooi  train  firm  state  within  hii  heart 

on  mflMenger  of  sympathies 

»t  wax  and  wane  in  lovers'  eyes ; 

lat  to  human  thought  art  nourishment, 

JO  darknees  to  a  dying  flame ! 

part  not  as  thy  shadow  came ; 

part  not,  lest  the  grave  should  be, 

I  and  fiwr,  a  dark  reality. 

et  a  boy  I  sought  for  ghosts,  and  sped 

igh  many  a  listening  chamber,  cave  and  ruin, 

itarlight  wood,  with  fearful  steps  pursuing 

f  high  talk  with  the  departed  dead : 

n  poisonous  names  with  which  our  youtfi  is  fed : 

mB  not  heard :  I  saw  them  not 

ien  musing  deeply  on  the  lot 

St  that  sweet  time  when  winds  are  wooing 

.  vital  things  that  wake  to  bring 

ws  of  birds  and  blosaoming, 

Iden,  thy  shadow  fell  on  me : 

d,  and  dasp'd  my  hands  in  ecstasy ! 

Aat  I  would  dedicate  my  powers 

ee  and  thine :  have  I  not  kept  the  vow? 

ating  heart  and  streaming  eyes,  even  now 

e  phantoms  of  a  thousand  hours 

Hn  his  voiceless  grave :  they  have  in  viiioQ*d 

bowers 
studious  xeal  or  Vmi*u  delight 
twatch'd  with  me  die  envious  night: 
low  that  never  joy  iUumed  my  brow, 
link'd  with  hope  that  thou  wouldst  fiee 
is  world  from  its  daik  slavery, 
at  thou,  O  awful  Loveliness, 
t  give  whate'er  these  words  caniwt  expras. 

r  becomes  more  solemn  and  serene 

1  noon  is  past :  there  is  a  haimoE^ 

tomn,  and  a  lustre  in  its  sky, 

farough  the  summer  is  not  heard  or  seen, 

could  not  be,  as  if  it  had  not  been ! 

us  let  thy  power,  which  like  the  truth 

nature  on  my  passive  jrouth 

led,  to  my  onward  life  supply 

calm,  to  one  who  worriiips  mee, 

iry  form  containing  thee, 

iam«  Spirit  fair,  thy  spells  did  bind 

himself,  and  love  all  human-kind. 


MAIUANNE'S  DREAM. 

LE  dream  came  to  a  Lady  fair, 
d  said,  A  boon,  a  boon,  I  pray ! 
w  the  secrefii  of  the  air, 
d  things  lost  in  the  glara  of  day, 
h  I  can  make  the  sleeping  see, 
J  will  put  their  trust  in  me. 

Immi  shalt  know  of  things  unknown 
thou  wflt  let  me  rest  between 
reiny  lids,  whose  fringe  is  Uirown 
Br  thine  eyes  so  dark  and  sheen : 
lalf  hi  hope,  and  half  in  fright, 
Ijtdf  closed  her  eyes  so  bright 
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At  first  all  deadly  shapes  were  driven 
Tumultuously  across  her  sleep. 

And  o'er  th*  vast  cope  of  bending  Heaven 
All  ghastly  visaged  clouds  did  sweep ; 

And  the  Lady  ever  look'd  to  spy 

If  the  gold  sun  shone  fiirth  on  high. 

And  as  towardi  the  east  she  tum'd, 
She  saw  aloft  in  tibe  morning  air. 

Which  now  with  hues  of  sunrise  bum'd, 
A  great  black  Anchor  rising  there ; 

And  wherever  the  Lady  tum'd  her  eyes. 

It  hung  before  her  in  the  skies. 


The  sky  was  blue  as  the  summer  sea. 
The  depths  were  cloudless  overhead, 

The  air  was  calm  as  it  could  be. 
There  was  no  sight  or  sound  of  dread. 

But  that  black  Anchor  floating  still 

Over  the  piny  eastern  hilL 

The  Lady  grew  sick  with  a  weight  of  foar, 
To  see  that  Anchor  ever  hanging. 

And  veil'd  her  eyes ;  she  then  did  hear 
The  sound  as  of  a  dim  low  ^U'^gingt 

And  look'd  abroad  if  she  mii^t  know 

Was  it  aught  else,  or  but  the  flow 

Of  the  blood  in  her  own  veins,  to  and  fro. 

There  was  a  mirt  in  fte  fonless  air, 

Which  shook  as  it  were  with  an  earthquake's 
ahoek, 
But  the  very  weeds  that  bkssom'd  there 

Were  moveless,  and  each  mighty  rock 
Stood  on  ifii  basis  sled&stly; 
The  Anchor  was  seen  no  more  on  high. 

But  piled  around,  with  summits  hid 

In  lines  of  cloud  at  intervals. 
Stood  many  a  mountain  pyramid. 

Among  whose  everlasting  walls 
Two  mi^ty  cities  dione,  and  ever 
lluoagh  the  led  nist  dieir  domes  did  quiver, 

Oa  two  dread  mountains,  firam  whose  crest. 
Might  seem,  the  eagle,  for  her  brood. 

Would  ne'er  have  hung  her  dizzy  nest. 
Those  tower«icircl«l  cities  stood. 

A  visioQ  strange  such  towers  to  see. 

Sculptured  and  wrought  so  goigeously, 

Where  htmian  art  could  never  be. 


And  oolumna  framed  of  aaiUe  white. 

And  giant  fimes,  dome  over  dome 
Filed,  and  triumphant  gales,  all  bri«^t 
With  workmanship^  whidi  could  not 
From  touch  of  mortal  instrument. 
Shot  o'er  the  valeB,  or  lustre  leqt 
From  Mi  own  ahapes  magnificent 

But  stin  die  Lady  heard  diat  clang 
Filling  die  wide  air  6r  away; 

And  still  die  mist  whose  Ught  did  hang 
Among  die  moDmains  tOxk  alway, 


ra^ 


SHEIUIY^  POETICAL  WORKS. 


So  Hal  Ihe  Lady'i  hcut  b«i[  tat. 

A».  holf  inflj  nod  half  sglml. 

Qa  ittoH  higb  domea  her  look  ihs  cut 

Sudden,  fram  out  that  cily  iprvng 

A  light  that  miido  the  earth  grow  red ; 

Two  ilsRiea  thai  earh  wiib  quivering  tongua 
Lick'd  ill  high  ilnmea.  lUid  avetbevl 

Among  IhcHe  loighty  toH-en  and  Guie* 

Diopp'il  fiio.  Bi  B  valeano  raina 

In  (ulphiuoui  ruin  nti  ibe  pUma. 

Andhsrki  : 


■Htaa 
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And  non  IhoM  raging  Ixllowa  cams 

Where  that  6ir  tadjr  aaie,  and  ah* 
Waa  boRiB  (onaida  Ihe  ihoivering  Sum 
Bf  the  wild  wavea  heap'd  imnultuoualy. 
And  on  a  littlo  plonk,  the  Siiw 
Of  Ihfl  nhir]poal  bote  bet  to  atid  fro. 

Ite  wkVM  ner«  Btnely  vomited 
Fnnn  every  tower  and  every  dooifl, 

And  drear;  light  did  widely  ahad 
O'er  that  vaai  flood'*  auapsnded  Ibtm, 

Beneath  ihe  amoka  which  hung  iia  nighl 

On  the  alBu'd  tope  of  HesTea'a  light. 

Tlie  plank  whereon  Ihsl  Udy  ante 

Wai driven  through  the  chumi,  about  and 

Between  tlip  pcmka  so  desolate 

or  the  dmwning  mounlain.  in  arid  oal. 

Ai  the  IhiaUe-benrd  on  a  whirlwind  aaila — 

While  (he  flood  waa  filling  Iboae  hollow  val 


Al  taat  her 

Andbon 

Which  now 

plank  an  eddy  iro.1. 
her  to  the  city',  wall. 
Ihe  flood  had  readi'dalnlOK: 

II  might  the  ilouteil  heart  appal 
To  hoar  the  Qre  roar  and  hiai 
"Duough  the  dome*  of  th«e  mighly  palacea. 

■He  eddy 

Beforea 

Piercing  th 

Thirl'd  her  round  and  round 
gorgeous  gale,  which  atood 
clouda  or  amokfl  which  boaitd 

l^ith  nand 

uch  Willi  Ught  like  blood ; 
on  that  gala  of  marble  clear, 
er  that  e.tinguiah'd  foar. 

For  il  waa  liU'd  with  aculptum  rare*!. 

Of  (bmw  moal  beBiitiful  and  atrange. 
Like  nothing  human,  but  the  &ireat 

Of  winged  ihap«.  whoee  legiona  range 
■nuDughout  the  sleep  of  ihoae  that  are. 
tike  thi*  aame  Lady,  good  and  fair. 


Audi 


a  ahe  look'd.  abll  lovelier  gren 
«e  marble  forma ; — Ihe  tculpW  n 
tOryag  ipiril.  and  the  hue 


1.  whoee  power  bed  braided 
d  change  flHied. 


I  ihiDUgh  the  chaam  the  flood  did  bnak 
With  an  oartb-upblbng  catand : 

And  on  iu  winga  the  (lale  thin  dieun 
Liited  the  lady  from  the  atream. 

The  diizy  Sight  of  that  phanUm  pate 
Waked  the  fair  Lady  from  her  aleep, 

And  ahe  aroee.  while  from  the  vail 
or  her  dark  eyea  the  dream  did  mtf. 

And  the  walk'd  about  aa  one  who  knew 

That  aleep  haa  aighla  aa  clear  an]  una 

Aa  any  waking  eyea  can  view. 
Xbrlom,  IBH. 


Tri  everlatting  onivene  of  thing* 

Ftowi  ihrongh  Ihe  mind,  and  rolla  iia  rapd  vava. 

dark— now  glilloring— now  reflecting  gloom- 
Now  lending  splendor,  where  from  Rcrel  apnnp 
""  -    ourco  of  human  thought  in  tribute  bring! 

Uen. — with  a  eound  hni  linir  ii*  mm^ 


In  the' 

Where  wnterfelli 


ook  will  on  aaaume 
among  tbe  mounlaina  lone, 

(  cauelcsily  bursla  and  lave*. 

II. 

Thua  thou,  Ravine  of  An,-e— dork,  deep  Ravim— 
Thou  many^nlor'd,  mony-voiced  vole. 
Over  whoae  pines  and  cmge  and  cavecm  nut 
Fart  clouda,  ihedowa,  and  aunbcom:  awlul  iceiie. 
Where  Power  in  Ukeiicn  of  the  Ane  romea  down 
From  Ihe  ice.gnlla  ihat  gird  hi>  aerret  throne, 

iting  Ihioiigh  iheae  dark  mounlaini,  like  the  Oaiar 
ighming  through  the  lemposi;  thou  don  Ue, 
Thy  giant  brood  of  pmea  around  thee  clmging. 
Children  of  elder  lime,  in  whose  devoliofi 
The  chainleaa  winda  (till  come  and  ever  came 
To  drink  their  odon,  ond  their  mighty  awinging 
To  beer — an  old  and  aolemn  harmony  ■ 
Tlunfl  earthly  rainhpw,  .iretch'd  acr<»  Uie  .weep 
Of  the  elhcreol  wolerfall,  whwc  veil 
Robea  wme  un.culpiurHl  inuwe ;  the  .tiange  .loep 
Which,  when  the  voice,  of  the  de«n  &il, 
Wrapa  all  in  iia  own  deep  eternity  ;— 
Thy  cavema,  echoing  to  the  Ar 
K  \xiA  Ime  eound.  no  ether  aoi 
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I  peiTBded  wifh  that  caaieleM  motioii, 

t  the  path  of  that  unrestiiig  ■oiind — 

ivine !  and  when  I  gaze  on  thee 

a  in  a  trance  sublime  and  strange 

I  on  my  own  separate  phantasy, 

,  my  homan  mind,  which  passiTely 

iders  and  receives  fast  influendngs, 

an  unremitting  interchange 

)  clear  univerM  of  things  around ; 

[>n  of  wild  thoughts,  whose  wandering  wings 

It  above  thy  darkness,  and  now  rest 

hat  or  thou  art  no  unbidden  guest» 

ill  cave  of  the  witch  Poesy, 

among  the  shadows  that  pass  by, 

f  all  things  that  are,  some  shade  of  thee, 

lantom,  some  ftint  image ;  till  the  Iveast 

tiich  they  fled  recalls  them,  thou  art  there ! 

m. 

y  that  gleams  of  a  remoter  world 

I  soul  in  sleep, — that  death  is  slumber, 

t  its  shapes  die  busy  thoughts  outnumber 

I  who  wake  and  live. — I  look  on  high ; 

le  unknown  omnipotence  unfuri'd 

I  of  life  and  death  ?  or  do  I  lie 

0,  and  does  the  mightier  world  of  sleep 

[kr  around  and  inaccessibly 

» t  For  the  very  spirit  fiJls, 

ike  a  homeless  ckwd  from  steep  to  steep 

nishes  among  the  viewless  gales ! 

above,  piercing  the  infinite  sky, 

anc  appears^— «till,  snowy,  and  serene-^ 

Hit  mountains  their  unearthly  forms 

und  it,  ice  and  rock ;  broad  vales  between 

m  floods,  unfathomable  deeps, 

the  overhanging  heaven,  that  spread 

od  among  the  accumulated  sleepf ; 

t  peopled  by  the  storms  alone, 

ben  the  eagle  brings  some  hunter's  bone, 

I  wolf  tracks  her  there — how  hideously 

es  are  heap'd  around !  rude,  bare,  and  high, 

,  and  scarr'd,  and  riven. — ^Is  this  the  scene 

the  old  Earthqoake^emon  taught  her  young 

Were  these  their  toys  f  or  did  a  sea 

envelop  once  this  silent  snow  t 

m  reply — all  seems  eternal  now. 

Idemess  has  a  mysterious  tongue 

teaches  awful  doubt,  or  faith  so  mild, 

nn,  so  serene,  that  man  may  be 

such  &ith  with  nature  reconciled : 

Bst  a  voice,  great  Mountain,  to  repeal 

odes  of  fraud  and  woe ;  not  understood 

but  which  the  wise,  and  great,  and  good 

It,  or  make  felt,  or  deeply  feeL 

IV. 

Ids,  the  lakes,  the  forests,  and  the  streams, 
and  all  the  living  things  that  dwell 
the  dsdal  earth ;  lightning,  and  rain, 
lake,  and  fiery  flood,  and  hurricane, 
por  of  the  year  when  feeble  dreams 
e  hidden  buds,  or  dreamless  sleep 
very  future  leaf  and  flower  ^— the  bound 
'hich  fhnn  that  detested  trance  they  leap ; 
irks  and  ways  of  man,  their  death  and 
It  of  him  and  all  that  his  may  be ; 


All  thmgs  that  move  and  breathe  with  toil  and  sound 

Are  bom  and  die,  revcdve,  subside  and  swelL 

Pbwer  dwells  apart  in  its  tranquillity, 

Remote,  serene,  and  inaccessible : 

And  tJdg,  the  naked  countenance  of  earth. 

On  whidh  I  gaze,  even  these  primeval  mountains, 

Teach  the  adverting  mind.    The  gladeis  creep, 

like  snakes  that  watch  their  prey,  fiom  their  fkr 

fountains. 
Slow  rolling  on ;  there,  many  a  precipice 
Frost  and  the  Sun  in  scorn  of  mortal  power 
Have  piled— dome,  pyramid,  and  pinnacle, 
A  dty  of  death,  distinct  with  many  a  tower 
And  wall  impregnable  of  beaming  ice. 
Yet  not  a  dty,  but  a  flood  of  ruin 
Is  there,  that  from  the  boundaries  of  the  sky 
RoUs  its  perpetud  stream ;  vast  pines  are  strewing 
Its  destined  padi,  or  in  the  mangled  sdl 
Branchless  and  shattered  stand ;  the  rocks,  drawn  down 
From  yon  remotest  waste,  have  overthrown 
The  Ihnifii  of  the  dead  and  living  world, 
Never  to  be  reclaimed.    The  dwelling-place 
Of  insects,  beasts,  and  birds  becomes  its  spdl ; 
Their  food  and  their  retreat  for  ever  gone. 
So  much  of  life  and  joy  is  lost    The  race 
Of  man  flies  far  in  dread ;  his  work  and  dwelling 
Vanish,  like  smoke  before  the  tempest's  stream. 
And  dieir  place  n  not  known.    Below,  vast  caves 
Shine  in  the  roriiing  torrents*  restless  gleam, 
Which,  from  those  secret  chasms  in  tumult  welling. 
Meet  in  the  vale,  and  one  majestic  River, 
The  breath  and  blood  of  distant  lands,  for  ever 
Rdls  its  loud  waters  to  the  ocean  waves. 
Breathes  its  swift  vapors  to  the  circling  air. 

V. 

Mont  Blanc  3ret  gleams  on  high : — the  power  is  there, 
The  still  and  solemn  power  of  many  sights 
And  many  sounds,  and  much  of  life  and  death. 
In  the  calm  darkness  of  the  moonless  nights. 
In  the  lone  glare  of  day,  the  snows  descend 
Upon  that  Mountain ;  none  beholds  them  there. 
Nor  when  the  flakes  bum  in  the  sinking  sun. 
Or  the  star-beamsdart  through  them . — ^Winds  contend 
Silently  there,  and  heap  the  snow  with  breath 
Rapid  and  strong,  but  silendy !   Its  home 
The  vmceless  lightning  in  these  solitudes 
Keeps  innocently,  and  like  vapor  broods 
Over  the  snow.    The  secret  strength  of  things 
Which  governs  thought,  and  to  the  infinite  dome 
Of  heaven  is  as  a  law,  inhabits  thee ! 
And  what  were  thou,  and  earth,  and  stars,  and  sea. 
If  to  the  human  mind's  imaginings 
Silence  and  solitude  were  vacancy  ? 
SwrrzxoLAND,  Jtme  83, 1816. 


ON  THE  MEDUSA  OF  LEONARDO  DA  VINCI, 

Uf  TBI  rLOKENTUfC  OALLKKT. 

It  lielh,  goiing  on  the  midnight  sky. 
Upon  the  cloudy  mountain  peak  supine ; 

Below,  6r  lands  are  seen  but  tremblingly ; 
Its  horror  and  its  beauty  are  divine. 

Upon  its  lips  and  eyefidt  seems  to  lie 
Tjnyeliness  like  a  shadow,  from  which  shiine, 
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,  TM  ii  ii  Imi  the  borrei  Ihui  tha  gnce 
t      Which  UuiD  Ilw  gDzrr'i  ipini  into  ■lone ; 
'■Wieieon  Ilw  lineBmcnD  of  thsl  citiul  fnn 
'      Are  gravpn,  dll  llie  characiei*  bo  grown 

Into  iD«lf.  niid  Ihoughl  no  mon?  «m  Ouco  ; 
Th  iLe  niolodioiu  huo  of  beauty  thrown 

Alhnut  Iho  darknov  uid  the  glare  of  pain. 

And  from  iM  head  u  lioiB  mu  bod;  erow. 

A«  I  1  gn»  out  of  ■  mieiy  reck. 

Hiin  which  an  npen,  and  ihej'  ctul  and  flaw, 

And  Iboir  long  langliH  tn  each  olher  lock, 
&bd  with  Dimidutg  mvoludooH  ■h'>w 

Their  maiied  radiance,  ai  11  were  to  mock 


The  10 


The  lolrd  air  with  many  11  ragged  jaw. 

And  from  ■  done  beoidfl,  ■  poHonoiu  eft 
Peepa  idly  inio  theae  Gorgooian  eyM ; 

Whilat  in  the  oil  a  ghastly  bal,  beioit 
Of  aaoiw,  hu  billed  wilh  a  mod  lurpriae 

Out  of  the  cave  ihii  hideoiu  Lghl  had  clell. 
And  he  cornea  huiening  hkc  a  math  Ihal  biea 

AAer  a  taper  j  end  (he  miduighl  aky 

FUrea,  a  ligbl  more  dieud  thui  obMurity, 

Ti9  the  lempatuoiu  lorelinoB  of  leimr ; 

For  Com  ihe  aerpenb  glmma  «  bratta  glare 
Kindled  by  Ihal  iDoitricaMe  emir. 

Whieb  inakH  a  IhrilJihg  vopor  of  Ihe  air 
Become  a  (  )  and  ever^hilting  miiror 

Of  all  the  beealy  end  the  leirar  there 

A  woman'a  counienance,  with  aerpent  locks, 
GaCDg  in  death  on  beacon  froiD  thoae  wet  rocki. 

Flortnce,  ISIB. 


SONG. 


•I  thou. 


RA«n.T,  rarely,  com: 

Spirit  of  Dehght  < 
Wherefare  hsn  thou  left  me  now 

Many  n  dap  and  nighl  t 
Many  a  weai;  nighl  and  day 
Tu  since  thou  an  fled  away. 

How  ibaa  ever  one  like  roe 

Win  thee  hack  again  I 
Widi  the  joyoua  and  the  free 


Aa  B  lisud  nith  the  ahada 

Of  a  trembling  leaf. 
Thou  wilh  aoiTOW  art  dismsy'd  ; 

Even  the  lighii  of  griof 
Repnach  Ihee.  ihsl  ihou  orl  not  t 
And  reproach  ihou  will  nol  hear. 

Lei  me  lei  my  mournful  ditty 

To  a  merry  meaiure, 

nea  will  never  come  lb 

Tbou  wot  come  for  pi 


I  love  all  ifaat  than  IditmI. 

Spirit  •/[  Delight' 
The  fnah  Canh  in  nen  leave)  dreai. 

And  the  alarry  night. 
Autumn  oveoing.  and  iha  mom 
Whea  the  golden  miala  are  boa. 

1  love  aoow,  end  ail  Ihe  fomu 
Of  the  raduul  froei ; 

Every  thing  almott 
Which  u  Nituie'a.  uid  may  be 
Untainted  1^  man'e  tDiaeiy. 

I  love  tranquil  aohiude. 


Between  thee  and  me 
Whal  diffirrence  1  bm  Ihoa  dnt  pa 
The  thing!  I  aeok,  nal  love  (hem  i 

1  love  Uve— though  he  hai  winj* 

And  like  Lghl  ran  flee. 
But  above  all  olher  ihmga. 
_ Spirit,  rloveihee— 

id  life  i  O  come. 


Makei 


nihybi 


pty. 


TO  CONSTANTTA. 

BINGDra. 

Tom  M  be  teat,  and  thuf  to  link  and  di 


Within  Ihy  breath,  and  on  thy  hi 


Ala0,  ihtu  th 

L  breaihleaa  awe,  hke  the  milt  change 

Uuteen,  hut  felt  in  j-oulhful  tliimbem, 
Pild,  awooi.  but  uncommunicably  strange. 

Thou  brealhert  now  in  tut  oacendiog  numben 
lie  cope  of  heaven  aeenu  rent  and  cloran 

By  the  enchaatmoni  of  thy  ansin. 
ind  on  my  ihoiildets  wi:ig«  are  woven. 

To  follow  in  Eublimo  career, 
ieyond  the  mighly  moona  that  wane 

Upon  Ihe  verge  of  nalure'a  ulraoei  iphere. 

Till  Iho  world's  shadowy  walla  are  past  and  i 

!er  voice  Is  hovering  o'er  my  aoul — it  liage™, 
O'enhadowing  it  with  soft  and  lulling  vinngai 
The  blood  and  life  within  those  snowy  fijigen 
ich  wiichcrafi  to  the  iaflrumenlal  itringi. 

My  brain  i>  wild,  ay  breath  comes  ijuick 

The  blood  is  Lstening  in  my  fnn>e. 
And  thronging  shadowi.  bat  and  thick. 
¥tfArfQTn^  ^■4«6n>xing  eyee  ; 
K-j  \i«K\  ■»  niiii  Mini  ^*»  *  6m« , 
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I  moming  dew,  that  in  the  funbeam  diet, 
im  dtMolved  in  these  oontuming  eatwiei. 

ve  no  life,  Constantia,  now,  but  thee, 

'^hjbt,  like  the  world-mirroimding  air,  thy  lODg 

n  on,  and  fills  all  things  with  melody.-— 

ow  is  thy  voice  a  tempest  swift  and  strong, 

nrhich,  like  one  in  trance  upborne, 

score  o'er  rocks  and  waves  I  sweep, 

«cing  like  a  cloud  of  mom. 

ow  'tis  the  breath  of  summer  night, 

ch,  when  the  starry  waters  sleep, 

ound  western  isles,  with  incense-bkisBOBi  bri^t, 

^ering,  suspends  my  soul  in  its  voluptuous  flight 


/  THE  FUGITIVES. 

I. 

Thv  waters  are  flashing, 
The  white  hail  is  dashing. 
The  lightnings  are  glancing. 
The  hoar'Spray  is  dancing— 
Away! 

The  whirlwind  is  rolUlig, 
The  thunder  is  tolling; 
The  forest  is  swing^, 
The  minster-bells  lin^ig — 
Come  away! 

The  Earth  is  like  Ooean. 
Wredt-etrawn  and  in  motion : 
Krd,  beast,  man  and  worm 
Have  crept  out  of  the  storm — 
Come  away ! 

a 

**  Our  boat  has  one  sail. 
And  the  helmsman  is  pale ; — 
A  bold  pilot  I  trow, 
Who  should  follow  us  now,"— 
.     Shouted  He— 

And  she  cried :  **  Ply  the  oar ! 
Put  off  gaily  from  shore  !'* — 
As  she  spoke,  bolts  of  death 
Mix'd  with  hail  speck'd  thnr  path 
O'er  the 


And  from  isle,  tower  and  vock» 
The  blue  beacon  cloud  bfoka, 
And  though  dumb  in  the  Uas^ 
The  red  cannon  flash'd  fiist 
From  the  lee. 

m. 

-  And  iear'st  ^u,  and  ftar^  tlioat 
And  see'st  thou,  and  hear'st  Ihoat 
And  drive  we  not  free 
O'er  the  terrible  sea, 
I  and  thou  t" 

One  boal^loakdid  cover 
The  loved  and  the  lover-* 
Their  blood  beats  one  iiiuasun 
They  nnraiur  proud  pleaaoie 
Soft  and  low  >- 


While  around  the  ladi'd  Ooean, 
Like  mountains  in  modon. 
Is  withdrawn  and  uplifted, 
Sunk,  shatter'd  and  shifted, 
Toandfio. 

IV. 

In  the  court  of  die  luitfes^ 
Beside  the  pale  portress; 
like  a  blood-hound  wetl  beitao. 
The  bridegroom  stands,  eaten 
By  shame; 

On  the  topmost  watch-tumt; 
As  a  death-boding  spirit. 
Stands  the  gray  tyrant  Mmr, 
To  his  voice  the  mad  mmAm 
Seems  tame; 

And  with  cuisss  as  wOd 
As  ere  cfamg  to  <^ild. 
He  devotes  to  the  blast 
The  bert.  loveliest,  and  laal 

Of  his  nAHMkl 


A  LAMENT. 

Swifter  fkr  than  summer's  flight 
Swifter  far  than  yotitfa's  delig^ 
Swifter  fiv  than  ,hap|qr  night. 

Art  thou  come  and  gone : 
As  the  earth  when  leaves  are  dead, 
As  the  night  when  sleep  is  sped. 
As  the  heart  when  joy  is  fled, 

I  am  left  lone*  alone. 

The  swallow  Summer  oomoa  agmn. 
The  owlet  Night  resumes  her  reifliw 
But  the  wild  swan  Youth  is  fain 

To  %  with  thee,  fidse  as  thou. 
My  heart  rach  day  desires  flie  morrow. 
Sleep  itself  is  tum'd  to  sorrow, 
Vainly  would  my  winter  bonow 

Sonny  leaves  fiom  any  bough. 


Lilies  for  a  bridal  bed* 
Roses  for  a  matron's  head, 
^^leti  for  a  maiden  dead, 

Pansies  let  my  flowaw  b»; 
On  the  living  grave  I  bear. 
Scatter  them  without  a  tear, 
Let  no  fiiend,  however  dear. 

Waste  one  hope,  one  laar,  fat  ma. 


THE  PINE  FOREST  OP  THE  CABOOfE, 


DiABifT,  best  and  bri^tsst, 

Come  away. 
To  the  woods  and  to  the  fields ! 
Dearer  flmn  this  ftirsst  day, 
Which  like  riiee  to  thoae  in  mwifCfW, 
Gomea  to  bid  a  sweet  good-morrow 
To  the  rough  jrear  just  awake 
In  in  cradle  in  the  bnkA. 


The  eWnl  of  Ih 


SHELLETS  POETICAL  WORKS. 

lof  >J 


ing. 


latD  lbs  winccr  w 

Looki  upon  the  IfoBow  wonil ; 

And  ih«  b«iikt  nil  bnrij  and  rude 

Id  Fobnmry'i  boKm  bom. 
Bunding  from  Hcoven.  in  siuro  mirlh, 
Kin'd  Ihe  cold  Ibreliesd  of  Oie  oanh. 
And  Hmiltd  uprm  the  silent  ha. 
And  heda  Iha  freion  tuetaa  be  tne ; 
And  waited  lo  muiii:  all  iho  foimaiot. 
And  bTMihod  upon  ilio  rigid  moiuiiBioi, 
And  made  ihe  wiuuy  world  appear 
Like  one  on  wbom  Uinu  amileK,  deal. 

Badiaal  SUler  of  Ills  Day, 

To  (ho  wild  wood!  and  the  pUuiH 
TV  Ihe  pinla  wliore  winter  nun 
Image  all  (he  roof  of  lesvea ; 
Where  Iho  Pine  iu  garlUK)  woaVM, 
fbplHB.  graj,  and  tvy  dun. 


or  Ibe  while  mouniam't  wane. 
To  the  bdghi  Bower  beiieaih  am  feel, 
A  magic  ciicla  traced : — 

A  apiril  interfuiHi  iranod. 

A  Ihinkioe  lilent  life. 
To  momctntory  penco  il  bound 


Wen  not  6>e  crociuea  Ihat 

Under  ihal  ilei-tree, 
A*  beauliiul  in  Kent  and  hi 


Now  the  lait  day  of  many  dayi. 
All  henuliful  and  bright  u  ihou. 
Tbs  lotelieal  and  the  lait.  is  dead, 
Riae  MemDiy.  and  write  iti  pniiie, 
And  do  Ihy  wanted  worki  and  trace 
The  epitaph  of  glory  Oed : 
For  lbs  Earth  liaih  changed  in  &». 
A  IrowB  i»  go  the  Heaven'i  braw. 

We  nandet'd  to  Ihe  Pin*  Fotcit 
Thnt  akiru  Iho  Ocean'i  loam. 

The  bghisii  wind  was  in  ila  ucn, 
The  lempot  in  in  home. 


Il  Mem'd  u  if  the  day  were  oas 
Scnl  fiom  beyond  ihe  ikiei. 

Which  ihed  lo  eaith  above  the  lun 
A  light  of  FaiadiB. 

We  pauHd  amid  the  Pinei  thU  atood 

The  ginnu  of  the  wane, 
T^lnred  by  ninmH  lo  ibapea  ai  mde. 


How  aXm  it  wo* ! — Out  ailnncs  there 
By  inch  n  chain  wai  liound, 

llial  svca  the  buay  woodpecker 
Made  blillcr  by  her  Huiul 


The  breath  of  peace  we  drew, 

With  its  ■oR  moitoa  mads  noI  leM 

Tba  calm  lhat  nrand  m  grew. 


A  purple  firmament  of  light. 

Which  in  Ihe  dark  earth  lay. 
More  boundl™  ihon  Ihe  depth 


In  which  Iho  mossy  foresta  gi 
As  in  Iho  upper  air. 

Mors  perfect  boUi  in  thape  at 
Than  any  waving  there. 


The™  lay  far  glades  and  neighboring  law 
And,  through  Iho  dark-green  crowd. 

The  while  inn  IwinkLng  like  the  dawn 
Under  a  ipecklod  cloud. 

Sweet  views,  which  in  onr  world  above 


vilhoQl  B 


Until  a  wandering  wind  crept  by, 

»  faiihfal  eye 


Is  Ihy  bright  image  oi 


For  thou  ni 
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TO  NIGHT. 

Swiftly  walk  over  the  weetem  wave, 

Spirit  of  Night ! 
Oat  of  the  miaty  eaatem  cave, 
Where,  all  the  long  and  lone  daylight. 
Thou  wovett  dreams  of  joy  and  fear, 
Which  make  thee  terrible  and  dear^ — 

Swift  be  thy  flight! 

Wrap  thy  form  in  a  mantle  gray, 

Star-in  wrought! 
Blind  with  thine  hair  the  eyes  of  day 
KisB  her  until  she  be  wearied  out, 
Then  wander  o'er  city,  and  sea,  and  land. 
Touching  all  with  thme  opiate  wand-— 

Come,  long  sought ! 

When  I  arose  and  saw  the  dawn, 

I  sigh'd  for  thee ; 
When  light  rode  high,  and  the  dew  was  gODe, 
And  noon  lay  heavy  on  flower  and  tree. 
And  the  weaiy  Day  tum'd  to  his  rest. 
'  lingering  like  an  unloved  guest, 

I  ai^'d  for  thee. 

lliy  brother  Death  came,  and  cried, 

Wouldst  thou  me  f 
Thy  sweet  child  Sleeps  the  fihny-eyed, 

Murmur'd  like  a  noontide  bee, 
Shan  I  nestle  near  thy  side  f 
Wouldst  thou  me  f— And  I  replied, 
Nok  not  thee! 

Death  will  come  when  thou  art  dead, 

Soon,  too  soon — 
Sleep  will  come  when  thou  art  fled ; 
Of  neither  would  I  ask  the  bo^n 
I  ask  of  thee,  beloved  Night — 
Swift  be  thine  approaching  flight, 

Come  soon,  soon ! 


EVENING. 

PONTX  ▲  MAXX,  PHA. 

Thv  sun  is  set ;  the  swallows  are  asleep ; 

The  bafii  are  flitting  fast  in  the  gray  air; 
The  slow  soft  toads  out  of  damp  comers  crM]v 

And  evening's  breath,  wandering  here  and  there 
Over  the  quivering  surftce  of  the  stream, 
Wakes  not  one  ripple  fiom  its  silent  dream. 

There  is  no  dew  on  the  dry  grass  to-night. 
Nor  damp  within  the  shadow  of  the  trees; 

The  wind  is  intermitting,  dry,  and  light; 
And  in  the  inconstant  motion  of  the  bceeie 

The  dust  and  straws  are  driven  up  and  down. 

And  whirl'd  about  the  pavement  of  the  town. 

Within  the  snr&ce  of  the  fleetmg  river 
The  wrinkled  image  of  the  dty  lay, 

ImmovaUy  unquiet,  and  for  ever 
It  trembles,  but  it  never  ftdes  awij ; 

Go  to  the  [  ] 

Tott,  being  changed,  will  flnd  it  thn  m  bow. 


The  chasm  in  whidi  the  nm  has  sunk  is  shut 
By  darkest  barriers  of  enormous  ekrad, 

like  mountain  over  mountain  huddled— bat 
Growing  and  moving  upwards  in  a  crowd, 

And  over  it  a  space  of  watery  blue, 

Which  the  keen  evening-etar  ia  ahiniiig  lhraii|^ 


ARETUIISA. 

AsBTHmiA  arose 

IVom  her  couch  of  snowa 
In  die  Acroceraunian  mountaina^— 

IVom  cloud  and  fiDom  crag. 

With  many  a  jag. 
Shepherding  her  bright  fountains, 

She  leapt  down  the  rocks. 

With  her  rainbow  locka 
Streaming  among  the  streams;-* 

Her  steps  paved  vrith  green 

The  downward  ravine 
Which  slopes  to  the  western  gleams : 

And  gliding  and  springing, 

She  went,  ever  singing. 
In  murmurs  as  soft  as  sleep; 

The  Earth  seem'd  to  love  her. 

And  Heaven  smiled  above  her. 
As  she  lingered  towards  the  deep. 

Then  Alphmia  bold. 

On  his  glacier  cold. 
With  his  trident  die  mountahia  atrook ;  ' 

And  open'd  a  chasm 

In  the  rocks  ^— vrith  the  apaam 
All  Erymanthus  shook. 

And  the  black  south  wind 

It  conceal'd  behind 
The  urns  of  the  silent  snow. 

And  earthquake  and  thunder 

Did  rend  in  sunder 
The  bars  of  the  springs  below : 

The  beard  and  the  hair 

Of  the  river  God  were 
Seen  dirough  the  torrent's  sweeps 

As  he  follow'd  the  light 

Of  the  fleet  nymph's  flight 
To  the  brink  of  die  Dorian  deep. 

*  Oh,  save  me !  Oh,  guide  me! 

And  bid  the  deep  hide  me. 
For  he  grasps  me  now  by  the  hair!" 

The  hnid  Ocean  hrard. 

To  its  blue  depdi  stin'd. 
And  divided  at  her  prayer ; 

And  under  the  water 

Tbe  Earth's  white  daug^ar 
Fled  like  a  sunny  beam ; 

Behind  her  descended, 

HUft  faOlowB  unblended 
Widi  die  brackish  Dorian  stream : 

like  a  gloomy  stain 

On  die  emerald  main, 
Alpheua  mah'd  behind.— 

Aa  an  eaf^e  pursuing 

A  dove  to  its  ruin, 
Down  the  sireama  of  the  ekiody  wind. 
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IToder  the  howare 
Where  ihe  Ocean  Poweim 
Sil  OD  iJwit  penrW  UiroQM. 
ThrDugh  ilie  coml  wood* 
Of  Lhn  w^liFnng  fl(ndi» 

Tliwugh  the  dim  beams 


And  undei  tl> 

Are  u  green  u  Ihe  fomn'i  nighi.— 
OuCBpeedrog  ihe  ihqrk. 
And  Ihe  iwonl-fiib  dtrii. 

llHler  ihe  octwi  Sam, 

Aod  op  ihrough  the  rifto 
Of  Ihe  mounuin  diRa, 

Tbajr  paie'd  to  Iheii  Doriin  hoom. 


Aodn 


Down  one  vale  where  Ihe  ipom 
Like  fHenda  once  pirted 
Grown  lingle^earied. 

They  pi;  iheii  waiery  laslu. 


r  crwtlee  deep 


Id  Ihe  cave  o 

Al  noODiide  they  flow 
Throu^  the  woodi  bdow 

And  Ihe  meudawa  of  Aiphodel 
And  al  ni^I  ihef  alscp 
In  the  rocking  deep 

Banesih  ihe  Orlygian  ilure ; — 
Like  ipiriu  iliat  tie 
Id  Ihe  azure  iky 

When  Ibey  kvs  bul  liva  tio  toa 
Fin.  IBSO. 


THE  QUESTION. 
I  dkiuh'd  ihal,  as  I  winder'd  by  die  tray. 

Bare  winter  fuddenly  wai  changed  to  apriog, 
And  gentle  odon  led  my  ilcpi  atlray, 

Mii'd  with  B  sound  of  wnlen  muimuriDg 
Along  a  shelving  bank  of  luri!  which  lay 

Under  a  copse,  and  hardly  dared  lo  fling 
IlB  green  araia  roTind  the  boeom  of  the  «tre»m. 
Bill  Kiu'd  ii  olid  then  lied,  aa  thou  migblMt  in  dream- 
There  grew  |ued  Hind-flowert  and  violew, 

Dauies.  thofo  pcarl'd  Arcturi  of  the  earth. 
The  conaielUled  Haner  that  never  lela ; 

Faint  oilipi;  tender  blue-belli.  ni  wboae  birth 
■nie  lod  wBTCC  beoFod ;  and  that  uU  flower  Ihal  wea 
IB  mother'!  face  with  heaven-collecied  lean. 
When  the  low  wind,  iu  playmale'i  roics.  il  hMia. 

And  in  ihe  warm  hedge  gnw  liinh  sgUntine. 

Crcen  cow-bind  and  the  mooalighUnlar'd  KJay, 
And  cherry  bloenoina,  and  while  eupa,  whote  wine 

Was  iho  bright  dew  yet  dmin'd  tut  hy  Ihe  day ; 
And  wild  roecs.  and  ivy  terpentine, 

With  ita  dark  budi  and  leavei,  n'ondeiiiig  aitray ; 
And  aowen  aiure,  black  and  itreak'd  wilb  fold, 
Fti/vr  ihsn  any  iitken'd  tjet  behold. 


■ITicr 


And  Blany  livw  bnd«  among  the  aedge. 
And  lloaJiQg  woter-lihea.  hroad  and  bright. 

Which  lit  the  oak  that  oveihung  lbs  hedga 
With  DHianligbl  beama  of  ibor  own  waMy  ^ 

And  bulnubea,  and  reeda  of  auch  deep  (nan 

Aa  Boothad  the  daxxled  eye  with  aober  ahaeo. 

Metbonghl  Ihal  of  Iheie  viauinary  Bowen 
1  made  a  noeegay.  bound  in  aiioh  a  ny 

That  the  aame  hues,  which  in  tbeir  natural  tanal 
Were  nungled  or  oppoeed,  the  bke  anay 

Kept  thne  imprieoa'd  children  of  the  Honn 
Within  my  hand, — and  then,  elale  and  giy, 

I  hailen'd  to  the  epol  whence  I  had  oome. 

That  I  might  (here  pnaenlii: — Ofa!  loiriHail 


LINES  TO  AN  INDIAN  AIR 

I  AHUE  fiom  dreama  of  dies 
In  Ihe  finl  aweel  aleep  of  nighl. 
When  the  winda  are  breaihiog  tow. 
And  the  alan  am  shining  brighr  t 
I  ariie  from  dreams  of  ihee, 


The  wandering  sin 
On  Ihe  dark,  tlic  lileni 
The  charapnk  odora  fai 
Like  iweet  IhoughB  iu 
The  nighdngaU'i  cotnf 
It  diea  upon  her  heart. 
A>  I  must  on  llMie. 
Betuvedaa  thou  art! 


will  hrealt  at  laiL 


The  wav 


■B  dnncuig  (ui  and  brigfai. 


mowy  ni 


The  purple  moon>  traruparent  ti^l 
Around  iu  uneipnnded  buds  ; 

Like  many  a  voir*  of  one  delight. 

The  v^^nd^  the  birdi.  the  oceon-flooda. 

The  ciiy'a  voice  itself  ia  aoll,  bke  SoUmdai 

[  see  Iho  deep'a  unBiunplal  floor 

With  green  and  purple  iea.weedi  aDomi  ,■ 
[  see  ilio  wavea  upon  the  ihore. 

Like  lighl  dinolced  in  aur«bowen,  (hrowti : 
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ithemidi  akme, 

ghtning  of  the  noontide  oeean 

g  round  me,  and  a  tone 

fiom  ita  meanired  motion, 

!  did  any  heart  now  aiiare  in  mfeao^oiL 

MTe  nor  hope  nor  health, 
Mce  within  nor  calm  aroond, 
content  nirpaMing  wealth 
ige  in  meditation  found, 
k*d  with  inward  glory  crown'd' 
me,  nor  power,  nor  love,  nor  leimra. 
■ee  whom  theae  lurroand— 
g  they  live,  and  call  life  pli 
cap  haa  been  dealt  in  another 


despair  itaelf  ia  mild, 

u  the  winds  and  waters  are ; 

ie  down  like  a  tired  child, 

reep  away  the  life  of  care 

have  bonie  and  yet  most  bear, 

«th  like  sleep  might  steal  on  me, 

ight  feel  in  the  warm  air 

eek  grow  ooM,  and  hear  the  ae* 

r  my  dying  brain  its  last  monotony. 

^ht  lament  that  I  wero  cold, 
vhen  this  sweet  day  is  gone, 
ly  lost  heart,  too  aoon  grown  old, 

with  thia  untimely  moan ; 
{ht  lament— lor  I  am  one 
I  men  love  notr-aiid  yet  regret* 
lis  day,  which,  when  the  son 
m  ifii  stainless  gloiy  set, 

though  ei\joy'd,  like  joy  in 

tmber,  181& 


nemoiy  yeC> 


AUTUMN: 

A,  Dnea. 

aun  ia  (ailing,  the  Ueak  wind  ia  wailing, 
ughs  are  sighing,  the  pale  flowen  an  dying. 
And  the  year 

I  her  death-bed,  in  a  shroud  of  laaTae  dead. 

Is  lying. 
me,  months,  come  away, 
am  November  to  May, 
your  saddeat  array ; 
Uow  the  bier 
the  dead  cold  year, 
m  shadowB  watch  by  her  sepiildirii 

lin  ia  fidling,  the  nipt  worm  ia  erawliiig, 
aro  swelling,  the  thonder  is  faMiili»»f 

For  the  year; 

swallows  are  iiown,  and  the  limdi  aadi 
gone 

To  his  dwelling ; 
me,  months,  come  away ; 
t  on  white,  black,  and  gn^, 
t  foiir  light  sialafB  plajr— 
V  Allow  the  bier 

the  dead  edd  year, 
tier  grave  graen  with  tttr  on  tttr. 
8K 


HTMN  OF  APOLLa 

Tn  deepleas  Horn*  who  waldi  ma  « I  Ue, 
Ciirtain*d  with  star^nwoven  faptaHiaa. 

Fkom  the  broad  moonli^  of  tha  Ay, 
Fanning  the  bosy  draama  fion  By  din  eyt.. 

Waken  me  when  their  Bfother,  the  gray  Dawn, 

Telia  them  tfiat  draama  and  tfiat  the  moon  ■  gone. 


Then  I  arise,  and  climbing  Hasven'a  bhw 
I  walk  over  the  monnlaina  and  the  wavaab 

Leaving  my  robe  upon  the  ocean  ftam; 
My  IboiMepa  pave  die  dooda  with  lin ;  die  eavaa 

Are  fill'd  with  my  bright  prasenoe,  and  the  air 

Leavea  the  green  earth  to  oiy  embracaa  bare. 

The  sunbeams  are  my  diafla,  with  whidi  I  kill 
Deceit,  that  lovea  the  mght  and  ftars  the  day ; 

All  men  who  do  or  even  imagine  ill 
Fly  me,  and  fiom  the  gkiiy  of  my  ray 

Good  minda  and  open  actions  take  new  might. 

Until  diminish'd  by  the  reign  of  night 

I  feed  the  dooda,  the  rainbowa  and  die  flowers. 
With  their  ethereal  colon ;  the  Bloon's  globe 

And  the  pure  stars  in  their  eternal  bowers 
Are  cinctured  with  my  power  aa  with  a  robe ; 

Whatever  lampa  on  Earth  or  Heaven  may  shine 

Are  portioDs  of  one  power,  which  la  mine. 

I  stand  at  noon  upon  the  peak  of  Heaven, 
Then  with  wiwilling  aiepa  I  wander  down 

Into  the  clonda  of  the  Atlantic  even; 
For  grief  that  I  depart  they  weep  and  fiown : 

What  look  is  more  delightful  than  tlie  smile 

With  whidi  t  soodie  them  fiom  the  western  idet 

I  am  the  eye  with  which  the  Umverse 
Beholds  itself  and  knows  itself  divine ; 

All  harmony  of  instrument  or  verse. 
All  prophecy,  all  medicine  are  mme. 

All  light  of  art  or  nature ; — to  my  auif 

Vidoiy  and  praiae  in  their  own  light  bdoi^ 


HYMN  OF  PAN. 

FlOM  the  ferests  and  highknda 

We  come,  we  ooaee; 
From  the  rivergirt  idands. 

Where  loud  wavea  are  dimib 
listening  to  my  sweet  pipinfi. 
The  wind  in  the  reeds  and  the  rushea. 

The  bees  on  the  bells  of  thyme, 
The  bode  on  the  oiyrtle  boshes, 
The  dcale  above  in  the  lime. 
And  the  liarda  bekiw  in  the  graas, 
Were  as  dlent  as  ever  old  T^ndoe*  was^ 
lietening  to  my  sweet  pipinfi. 


liquid  FneoB  was  flowii^. 
And  all  darii  Tempo  lay 

In  Pelifln'a  shadow,  outgrowing 
Urn  light  of  the  dying  deyt 


•TUa 
ofa 


[primiE 


tto 

tobeiasHied  iaa 
aadFaaeoBi 


written  at 
en  tto 


of 
Ibrito 


*  <V^ 
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Speeded  hy  rojr  tweei  piiang", 
TOio  8i!eni,  end  Sylvsm.  and  Faiuw. 

Aud  Ilia  Nymph!  of  the  woodi  nod  w»v««, 
To  Ibe  Mlgo  of  Ihs  moiM  river-tawM, 
And  the  brink  of  ihe  dewy  cavei, 
Aod  all  thai  did  "hen  attend  and  follow, 
We«  Blenl  with  lovo,  aa  you  now,  Apollo, 
With  envy  of  my  iwoet  ppingfc 

I  Bug  of  the  danciiig  ilan. 

I  nng  of  [he  dadil  Earlh. 
And  of  Heoveij-Hind  tlie  giant  inrt. 
And  Love,  and  Death,  and  Birlh, — 
And  then  I  chtnpid  my  pipinga,— 
Sin^ng  hon  dovn  Iho  vide  of  Mnului 

I  punued  a  maidea  and  clasp'i! j 
Goda  and  men,  we  are  all  '  ' 
It  bnslu  in  our  buaom. 


deluded  ih 


Our  boat  a  *il«p  in  SerchioV  ilream, 
111  ttili  ue  loldcd  tike  Ihoughli  in  a  dnom. 
The  helm  iwap  idly,  hilher  and  ihilher; 
Dominic,  the  Inalmaii.  hu  brouglil  the  man. 
And  lbs  oon  and  the  ail) ;  but  'tii  aleeping  fiat, 
Ijka  I  beui,  unconedoiu  of  in  tether, 

Therti 


le  Apennina  il 
[oibed  with  h^ 
ill]  in  ihuir  es 


like  a  AcKk  of  n 
Highf.  dreami  oi 
Fled  frooi  Ihe  bra 
From  the  lamp'a  i 


WhoahB 
Th«mil 
Whatnt 


Tuh  oral  the  bwbUow  free, 
■ong  and  the  mawer'a  icythe. 


u  at  a  fanner'!  gun. 
I  which  are  ihoit  prey. 


They  from  the  lh>i>ng  of  men  had  iiepp'd  uHh, 
And  Eoado  Iheii  home  under  the  g^i^en  hilt  ait 
It  wii  that  hill,  nhoeo  inlsneniog  brow 
IScirena  Lucca  from  the  Puon'i  onviom  eye. 
Whidi  iha  circomfluooe  ploin  waving  below. 

I  wide  lake  of  green  Ibrlihiy. 
With  aneame  and  lielda  and  monhea  bare. 
>tvidefl  Irom  the  lai  Apflnninee — wbicb  lie 
ibmded  in  Ihe  immeavarable  air. 

Whet  think  you.  ei  she  liai  in  her  gnen  cot*, 
hir  little  ileepuig  boat  ii  dreonung  of  I 

If  morning  dioBiiu  are  true,  why  I  ihould  gamt 

That  ihe  wai  dreaming  of  our  idlencH, 

And  of  the  milce  of  watery  n-ay 

We  ihoold  have  led  her  by  diia  Ciaie  of  d>f  I" 

-Never  min)."  aaid  Lionel. 

t  care  to  the  wiiuli.  they  can  bear  il  wall 
Ahoul  yon  poplar  lope  i  and  aee. 
The  while  <.-louda  are  driving  merrily. 
And  Ihe  glon  we  min  thia  mam  will  light 
More  willingly  our  retiun  lo^night. — 

llow  it  acattan  Dominic'a  long  black  hair. 

The  chain  ia  tooaed,  the  aaila  are  ^md. 
The  living  hmath  is  frpflh  bcbind, 
A»  wilh  dewB  and  sunri«  fud. 
Cornea  the  laughinj;  morning  wind ; — 
The  aiila  are  full,  the  boat  makei  head 
Agaiiai  the  Sortliio's  lorrenl  fierce, 
Then  Oega  Kith  inlermiltuig  coulse. 
And  hanga  upon  Iha  wave.  {  ] 

Shallow,  aniooth  and  alrcng  doth  oomo, — 

It  aiveeps  into  ihe  afTrighted  aea  i 

lla  hdlowa  apalkls.  toaa  and  boil. 
Torturing  all  ita  quiet  light 
Into  colnmni  fierce  and  brighL 

The  Serrhio,  tniiting  Ibub 


Thci 


m  full  ei 


ilEolf  on  the  plain,  until  wsoderiDg. 
Down  one  tleai  paib  of  oHIuencs  ciyilalli 
I  wsvea.  thai  they  may  fiing 
t  trihute  of  com  and  wine. 
Then,  through  the  peililenii: 
Of  ungted  maiah  sikI  wood 
It  tuihea  to  Ihe  OceUL 
July,  18S1. 


And  inTanl  Winter  laugh'd 


fir. 
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Qealy  and  cold ; — when  I,  denring 
in  th»  world  than  any  undentand» 
ir  the  beauty,  which,  like  eea  retiring, 
eft  the  earth  bare  aa  the  wave>wora  and 
oor  heart,  and  o'er  the  gran  and  flowen 
the  fidiehood  of  the  flattering  houn. 

n. 

wai  dead,  bat  I  yet  lived  to  weep 
Mtability  of  all  but  weeping ; 
the  earth  luU'd  in  her  winter  ileep 
e,  and  envied  her  aa  she  was  sleeping, 
py  Elarth !  over  thy  face  ahall  creep 
vakening  vernal  airs,  until  thou,  leaping 
tremember'd  dreams,  shalt  [  ]  see 

ti  divide  thy  inunortality ! 

m. 

-O  no,  I  mean  not  one  of  ye, 

y  earthly  one,  though  ye  are  dear 

in  heart  to  human  heart  may  be ; — 

d,  I  know  not  what — but  tins  low  sphere, 

that  it  contains,  contains  not  thee, 

,  whom  seen  nowhere.  I  feel  everywhere, 

8ct  of  my  soul's  idolatry. 

1  art  thou  like— 

IV. 

ren  and  Earth,  from  all  whose  shapei  Ihoa 

floweat, 
er  to  be  contain'd,  dela/d,  or  hidden, 
divine  the  loftiest  and  the  lowest, 
1  for  a  moment  thou  art  not  forbidden 
within  die  lift  which  thou  bestowest ; 
leaving  noblest  things  vacant  and  chidden, 
a  corpse  after  the  spirit's  flight, 
I  the  sun  after  the  birth  of  night 

V. 

I,  and  trees,  and  streams,  and  all  things  oomman, 

isK,  and  the  sweet  anooinacioQs  tone 

mIs,  and  voices  which  are  human, 

.t  to  express  some  feelings  of  their  own ; 

oH  motions  and  rare  smile  of  woman, 

wen  and  leavea,  and  in  the  fresh  grassshown, 

{  in  the  autumn,  I  the  most 

liee  present  or  lament  thee  lost 

VI. 

■  I  went  lamenting,  when  I  saw 
mt  upon  the  river's  margin  lie, 
e  who  loved  beyond  his  Nature's  law, 
in  despair  had  cast  him  down  to  die ; 
Bs  which  had  outlived  the  frost,  the  thaw 
blighted  as  a  heart  which  hatred's  eye 
It  not,  but  which  pity  kills ;  the  dew 
its  spotted  leaves  like  tears  too  true. 

VIL 

evens  had  wept  upon  it,  but  the  Eaith 
snish'd  it  on  her  unmaternal  breast 

vra. 

;  to  BBy  chamber,  and  I  planted 

I  vase  fiiU  of  the  lighteal  moold  ; 

it«r  beams  which  out  of  Heiyen  ilaiited 

faioiii^  the  window  paiMi  divDbed  of  ooU, 


Upon  its  leavea  and  flowen ;  the  star  which  panted 

In  evening  for  the  Day,  whose  car  has  roU'd 
Over  die  horiioo's  wave,  with  looks  of  light 
Smiled,  on  it  from  the  threshold  of  the  night 


IX. 

The  mitigated  influences  of  air 

And  light  revived  the  plant,  and  fiom  it  grew 
Strong  leaves  and  tendrils,  and  its  flowen  fiiir. 

Full  as  a  cup  with  the  vine's  burning  dew, 
(yerflowed  widi  golden  colon ;  an  atmosphere 

Of  vital  warmth  infolded  it  anew. 
And  every  impulse  sent  to  every  part 
The  nnb^ield  pulsations  of  its  heart 


Well  might  the  plant  grow  beautiful  and  strong. 
Even  if  the  sun  and  air  smiled  not  on  it ; 

For  one  wept  o'er  it  all  the  winter  long 
Tean  pure  as  Heaven's  rain,  which  fell  upon  it 

Hour  after  hour;  for  sounds  of  softest  song, 
Miz'd  with  the  stringed  melodies  that  won  it 

To  leave  the  gentle  lips  on  which  it  slept. 

Had  looaed  the  lieart  of  him  who  sat  and  wept 

XI. 

Had  looaed  his  heart,  and  shook  the  leaves  and  flowen 
On  which  he  wept,  the  while  the  savage  storm. 

Waked  by  die  darkest  of  December's  hours. 
Was  raving  round  the  chamber  hush'd  and  waim; 

The  birds  were  shivering  in  their  leafless  bowers. 
The  fish  were  fioaen  in  the  pools,  the  form 

Of  every  summer  plant  was  dead  [      ] 

Vniilstthis  •  •  • 

Jcmuanf,  1822. 


THE  TWO  SPIRITB. 
AN  ALLEGORY. 

woun  iruuT. 

Ob  dioa,  who  plumed  with  strong 

Would  ffeat  above  the  earth,  bewail ! 
A  Shadow  tracks  thy  fli^  of  fire— 

Night  is  coming ! 
Bright  are  the  regkms  of  the  air, 

And  among  the  vrinds  and  beams 
It  were  delight  to  wander  there- 
Night  ia  coming ! 

nooND  amxT. 

The  deadiless  slan  are  bright  above ; 
If  I  would  cross  the  shade  of  night. 
Within  my  heart  die  lamp  of  love. 

And  that  ia  day! 
And  the  moon  will  snule  with  gentle  light 

Ob  BBy  golden  plumes  where'er  they  move ; 
TIm  nwteon  will  linger  round  my  flight. 

And  make  night  day. 

FUST  iPIUT. 

Bat  if  the  whirlwinds  of  darkness  waken 

Hail  and  Ugfatning  and  slonny  rainf 
Sat,  the  bounds  of  die  air  are  shaken 
NifM«comtec! 
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Ill  ml  on  t 


if  lbs  I 


h  mikn  nighl  ill 
And  Ihou.  wben  ihe  gloom  a  deap  and  Ink, 

look  fnun  ihe  dull  Mrth,  ilc    '      ' 
My  iw»u-lilw  flighl  then  tboa  i 
On  higb.  6u  sway. 


■1  pina  a  fiwn  to 


Some  nf .  tbeie 

Whan  DIM  VB 

(Xef  pOm  of  ino 

'MiJ  Alpino  nuuntoiiu  i 
And  ihat  the  languid  aLorm.  pmmiEjg 

That  wingod  ihape.  tor  ever  Aiea 
Rouod  Ihoae  boar  bnuicbei.  aye  reoening 
III  aaiy  (buniaina- 

Sotne  B07.  wbfln  nighu  arc  dry  and  clear, 

Sweoi  whiipen  ore  hesrd  by  ibe  imvoUer 

Wbifh  mukei  night  day : 
And  a  ailver  ibape  lilin  bii  early  lore  dotb  pa 

I'pbomo  by  her  nild  anc!  gtiuering  hair, 
Aod  nhcn  he  anakea  OD  the  (iagrsnl  gnn. 
He  Imdi  nigbt  day. 


A  FRAGMENT. 
TbiT  were  two  connni,  Dlnwil  tike  to  twim. 
Eicppt  Ihat  from  the  rjilalogue  nf  iini 
NBIurv  hod  rued  their  love — ivhich  could  not 
But  by  disevering  their  nativily. 
And  90  they  gTi>w  togetber.  like  two  6oiveii 
L^pm  one  btem.  which  the  Bame  beaioi  and  ihowera 
LuU  or  awaken  in  Ihair  purple  prime. 
Which  Ilie  nme  band  will  gather— die  aame  clime 
Shake  Stnlh  decay,    Thii  fkir  day  nnitea  10  aee 
All  thoie  who  love, — and  wbo  e'er  loved  like  Ihse, 
Fioidi«[HmT  Sorcely  Coainio, 
Widiin  wboge  bogam  and  whoaa  brein  now  ^aw 
The  ardon  of  a  vinon  which  ohacura 
The  yeiy  idol  of  iti  porttiulun ; 
He  tkinli,  dinolved  into  a  ■eoae  of  lovs; 

But  thou  art  Lave  itielf— ruling  the  motion 

Muil  end  in  tin  or  mrrow.  if  nceet  May 

Had  not  biouglit  tbttb  Ibii  mom— youi  tveddiitg-day. 


A  BRIDAL  SONG. 
Thi  golden  giiet  of  ileep  unbar 

Whore  atreugih  and  beauty  met  io( 
Kindle  their  ima^  like  a  lUir 

Jn  a  sea  of  gloavy  weither- 
Niglii,  Kith  all  thy  nan  took  down,— 

Darkoeaa.  weep  thy  hohon  ilew. — 
IVevor  uoiled  the  in  


1,  and  angelt.  keep  bar! 


Oh  joy:  obfeari  wbal  will  ba  dc 
til  &e  abiieDco  dT  the  aun ! 


THE  SUNSET. 

Theu  late  woa  One  wilhin  wbo«  labtle  Mn^ 
Ai  light  and  wind  niihia  aonie  debcaie  ckmd 
That  fadea  amid  the  blue  noon'i  liumiiig^, 
GenJui  and  youth  eontended.    None  may  kimi 
llie  iweemeai  uf  the  juy  which  made  ha  bread) 
Fail,  like  the  traneea  of  a  •ummer  ur. 
When,  wiib  the  Ijidy  o(  hi*  lore,  who  then 
Pint  knew  the  unreserve  of  mingled  being. 
He  woIk*d  nlang  Ibo  pathway  of  the  field 
Which  to  the  eoil  B  huar  wood  nhadow'd  o'er. 


a  Ibe  «ky. 


sunk,  but  hnei  of  gold 
Hung  on  the  aihen  cloudi.  and  on  Ibe  pamM 
Of  the  Cir  level  grntw  and  noddmg  flawera. 
And  the  olrl  dandeUon'i  hooiy  beard. 
And,  mingled  with  the  shadea  of  Iwili^t  Uy 
On  the  bffuwn  mowy  woodi^-and  in  Ibe  MM 
The  biwd  and  burning  moon  ling«iTi^  nm 
Between  the  hlack  trunki  of  Ibe  rnnnJed  treea. 
While  the  foinl  Blars  were  E»'hering  overtiead— 
Milfol."  «aid  the  vouth. 
un  1    We  will  w;ik  here 
hall  look  on  it  with  me  " 

That  night  the  ynuih  and  lady  mingled  Uy 

In  love  and  ileep — but  when  the  moniiiig  rune. 

The  lady  found  bet  lover  dead  and  cold. 

That  rtroke.    The  lady  died  not,  not  gi«w  wdd, 
by  year  lived  on — in  truth  I  Ihii^ 
lenen  and  patience  and  nd  unilea. 


And  that  nh 


r  were  to  read  the  tale 
lubtlcft  bard,  to  make  haid  heirii 
« iidom-working  grief; — 


Di«olve  OWB 
Uer  eye-luhci  were 
Her  lipi  and  cheeks 
Her  handi 

might  ba  leen 
Day'a  ruddy  hghl.    The  tomb  of  thy  dead  aelf 

Which  one  vei'd  ghoai  inhabiB.  uighl  and  d>f, 

"  Inheiiior  of  iddtb  than  aulh  con  gin, 
Faaiunieaa  calm,  and  ailance  imraproved, 
\VIW^tta  VrA&«dGi^ah.DMiIespl  but  nal. 
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jid  are  the  uncomplaining  thingi  they  leem, 
k  hire,  or  drop  in  Uie  deep  sea  of  Love ; 
Ih  that  like  thine,  mine  epitaph  were— Peace !" 
Ilia  was  the  only  moan  die  ever  made. 

1816. 


SONG. 

0»  ▲  FADED  VIOLET. 

The  odor  from  the  flower  is  gone, 

Which  like  thy  kisses  hreathed  on  me ; 

The  color  from  the  flower  is  flown. 
Which  glow'd  of  thee,  and  only  thee ! 

A  shrivell'd,  lifeless,  vacant  form, 
Tt  lies  on  my  abandoned  breast. 

And  mocks  the  heart  which  yet  is  warm 
With  ookl  and  silent  rest 


I  weep-Huy  tean  revive  it  not ! 

I  iigh— it  breathe*  no  more  on 
Ita  mute  and  uncomplaining  lot 

b  such  as  mine  should  be. 


LINES  TO  A  CRITIC. 

HoNET  from  silk-worms  who  can  gather, 
Or  silk  from  the  yellow  bee  f 

The  grass  may  grow  in  winter  weaflier 
As  soon  aa  hate  in  me. 

Hate  men  who  cant,  and  men  who  pray, 
And  men  who  rail  like  thee : 

An  equal  paanon  to  repay, 
They  are  not  coy  like  me. 

Or  seek  aome  slave  of  power  and  gold, 
To  be  thy  dear  hearts  mate; 

Thy  love  will  move  that  bigot  cold. 
Sooner  than  me  thy  hate. 

A  passion  like  the  one  T  prove 

Cannot  divided  be ; 
I  hate  diy  want  of  truth  and  1ov»— 

How  should  I  then  hate  thee  f 

r.  1817. 


TOMORROW. 

Wheeb  art  thou,  beloved  To-morrow? 

Whom  young  and  old  and  strong  and  weak. 
Rich  and  poor,  through  joy  and  sorrow. 

Thy  sweet  smiles  we  ever  seek : — 
In  thy  place — ah !  well-a-day ! 
We  find  the  thing  we  fled— To-day. 


DEATH. 

Thet  die— the  dead  return  not— Misery 

Sits  near  an  open  grave  and  calls  ^em  over, 
A  Youth  with  hoary  hair  and  haggard  eye— 

They  are  the  names  of  kindred,  friend,  and  lover. 
Which  he  so  feebly  call'd — they  all  are  gone ! 
Fond  wretch,  all  dead,  those  vacant  names  akme, 
This  most  familiar  scene,  my  pain-* 
Theae  tombs  alone  remain. 

Misery,  my  sweetest  friend— oh !  weep  no  more ! 

Thou  wilt  not  be  consoled — I  wonder  not ! 
For  I  have  seen  thee  from  thy  dwelling's  door 

Watch  the  calm  sunset  widi  them,  and  this  spot 
Was  even  as  bright  and  calm,  but  transitory. 
And  now  thy  hopes  are  gone,  thy  hair,  is  hoary ; 
This  most  familiar  scene,  my  pain— 
Theae  tombs  alone  remain. 


A  LAMENT. 

Oh,  world !  oh,  life !  oh,  time ! 
On  whose  last  steps  I  climb. 

Trembling  at  that  where  I  had  stood  before ; 
When  will  return  the  glory  of  your  prime  f 
No  more — O,  never  more ! 

Out  of  the  day  and  night 
A  joy  has  taken  flight ; 

Fresh  spring,  and  summer,  and  winter  hoar. 
Move  my  ftint  heart  with  grief)  but  vrith  delight 
No  more— O,  never  more ! 


GOOD  NIGHT. 

Good  nightf  ah !  no ;  the  hoar  ia  ill 
Which  severs  those  it  should  untie ; 

Let  us  remain  together  still. 
Then  it  will  be  ^ooi  night 

How  can  I  call  the  lone  night  good. 

Though  thy  sweet  wishes  wing  its  fli^ff 

Be  it  not  said,  thought,  undentood. 
Then  it  will  be  good  night 

To  hearts  which  near  each  other  move 
From  evening  close  to  mnwiit^  light 
The  ni^t  is  good ;  hecanae,  my  love, 


ne  mgnt  is  good ;  oecanae,  n 
They  never  soy  good  ni^t 


LOVE'S  PHILOSOPHY. 

The  fbuntaina  mingle  with  the  river. 

And  the  rivers  with  the  ocean ; 
The  winds  of  heaven  mix  for  ever 

With  a  sweet  emotion ; 
Nothing  in  die  world  is  single ; 

All  things  by  a  law  divine 
In  one  another's  being  mingle — 

Why  not  I  with  thine  r 

See  the  mountains  kiss  high  heaven. 

And  the  waves  clasp  one  another ; 
No  sister  flower  would  be  forgiven 

If  it  disdain'd  its  brother : 
And  the  sunlight  clasps  the  earth. 

And  the  moonbeams  kiss  the  sea. 
What  are  all  theae  kissingi  wordi. 

If  dioolniiiotnie? 


,  18S0. 


<n 


nni 


BHELUrS  POETICAL  WOBXS. 


TO  E""    V"**. 


dlhey 


fiuch  fn^muce  drew 
From  pUni  or  floner — Ihe  wry  doubt  ntdMUi 

n*  rigbi  1  brulhe,  Ibe  leu*  I  ihed  lor  thee- 
Jbrct,  I8SI. 


LINES 

WmN  the  l«Dp  b  nhUlet'd. 
Th«  lif  ht  in  Ihe  dmt  lin  d««d— 

Whoa  ihe  cloud  b  KSilei'd. 
Ths  ninhow'a  glorr  b  ibed. 

When  the  Up*  have  ipoken. 
Loved  Bccenla  nre  mon  forgoL 

ic  tad  iplendoT 


Nai 


Like  Iho  wind  thnugh  n  ruin'cl  ceil, 

Or  Ihe  mournful  >urga 
TUeI  ring  Iho  desd  tcanmkt  ImelL 

When  hearB  hova  onco  mingled. 
1/tiB  lint  lenvee  Ihe  wc-ll-buill  atal; 

The  weak  one  ii  aingleii 
To  ondure  whal  it  once  poaaeat. 

0,  Idve !  who  bevoiileal 
The  fnilly  of  all  Ihing*  hara, 

Why  chooie  you  Ihe  fraiteal 
For  your  cradle,  your  hoioe,  and  yoar  biar  I 

Ila  paoioni  will  rofk  thee. 
Ai  the  <lom«  rock  the  ravcna  on  high  : 

Brighl  reoion  will  mock  ihee. 
Like  Ihe  sun  fmm  a  winiry  »ky 

From  thy  neai  every  railer 
Will  rot,  and  Ihme  eagle  home 

Leave  Iho  naked  u>  laughlcr. 
Wbm  Imtm  M  tod  cold  windt  rarae. 


TO  WIIJJAM  SHELLEY. 


Sonie  brighl  ipinl  lived,  and  did 
Thai  decaying  robe  cmaume 

Which  iu  liBlre  rainlly  hid. 
Here  it>  athn  Find  a  wmb  i 

Bui  beneath  thii  pyramid 
Thou  an  no! — if  a  thing  diiine 
tike  the*  can  die,  thy  TuQeraL  afanzM 
1b  thy  moiher'i  grief  and  niiae- 

Where  an  thou,  niy  genllo  chiMr 
LfI  me  think  Iby  ipirii  feedi, 

Wilhio  iu  life  inlenn  and  miM. 

The  love  of  living  Icavei  and  wvcdo. 

Aninng  these  tombs  and  niim  wildj — 
Lei  me  Ibink  Ihal  through  low  leedi 

Of  the  BMeol  Oowen  arid  •uimy  grs^ 


AN  ALLEGORY- 
FOftT'LL  u  of  ahadowy  adnmant 
Sundi  yawning  on  the  highway  of  Itic  lib 
'hich  we  all  Iread,  a  cavern  huga  aitd  gtaaii 
Around  it  ragei  an  unceaaing  alrift 
or  ahadowi,  like  the  retllna  clouda  ih>l  kaiml 
The  gap  of  aome  cleft  mounlain.  lilW  high 


whirlwi 


Fame  lo  eiaiaine, — thf 


Ji  coreleea  tread, 
do^^T  [  J 

;n  to  where  iba  dead 

I  where'er  the;  go. 


MUT  ABILITY. 
TBI  Bower  that  amilea  bKlajr 

To-morrow  diea; 
All  Ihat  we  wirii  to  Hay, 

TempDi  and  then  Oica : 
What  ii  Ihii  world'i  delight  I 
Lightning  that  mocki  the  ikigh^ 
Brief  even  aa  bright. 

Virtuo.  how  frail  il  ia  ] 
FHendahip  too  mre ! 

Love,  how  It  eella  poor  btaa 
For  proud  despair ! 

But  we,  though  aoon  they  Oil. 

Survive  their  joy  and  all 
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Whilst  skiei  are  blue  and  bright, 

Whilst  flowers  are  gay, 
Whilst  eyes  that  change  ere  night 

Make  glad  the  day ; 
Whilst  yet  Uie  calm  hours  creeps 
Dream  thou— and  from  thy  sleep 
Then  wake  to  weep^ 

FROM  THE  ARABIC 

AN   IMITATION. 

Mt  frint  spirit  was  sitting  m  the  li^t 

Of  thy  looks,  my  love ; 
It  panted  for  thee  like  the  hind  at  nooa 

For  the  brooks,  my  love. 
Thy  barb,  whose  hooft  outspeed  the  tempest's  flight, 

Bore  thee  ftr  from  me  : 
My  heart,  lor  my  weak  feet  were  weary  soon, 

Did  companion  thee. 

Ah!  fleeter  ftr  than  fleetest  storm  or  steed. 

Or  the  death  they  bear, 
Tbe  heart  which  tender  thought  clothes  like  a  dove 

With  the  wings  of  care ; 
In  die  battle,  in  the  darkness,  in  the  need, 

Shall  mine  cling  to  thee. 
Nor  daim  one  smile  for  all  the  comibft,  lore, 

It  may  bring  to  thee. 


As  &e  scent  of  a  violet  widier'd  np^ 

Which  grew  by  the  brink  of  a  i^ver  lake ; 

When  the  hot  noon  has  drained  its  dewy  cop. 
And  mist  there  was  none  its  thirst  to  alake-^ 

And  the  violet  lay  dead  while  the  odor  flew 

On  the  wings  of  the  wind  o'er  the  waters  blu»— 


As  one  who  drinks  from  a  charmed  cap 
Of  ibaming,  and  sparkling,  and  murmuring 

Whom,  a  mighty  Endiantress  filling  vp^ 
Invites  to  love  with  her  kiss  divine. 


TO 


Oiit  word  is  too  often  pnfioied 

For  me  to  profime  it, 
One  feeling  too  ftlsely  disdain'd 

For  thee  to  disdain  it 
One  hope  is  too  like  despair 

For  prudence  to  smother, 
And  Pity  from  thee  more  dear 

Than  that  from  another. 

I  can  give  not  what  men  call  love ; 

But  wilt  thou  accept  not 
The  worship  the  heart  lifts  above, 

And  the  Heavens  reject  not — 
The  desire  of  the  moth  for  the  star. 

Of  the  night  for  the  morrow, 
The  devotion  to  something  afar 

From  the  sphere  of  our  sorrow  f 


MUSIC. 

I  PANT  for  the  music  which  is  divine. 
My  heart  in  id  thirst  is  a  dying  flower ; 

Pour  forth  the  sound  like  enchanted  wine. 
Loosen  the  notes  in  a  silver  shower ; 

Like  an  herbless  plain,  for  the  gentle  rain, 

I  gaspb  I  faint,  till  they  wake  again. 

Let  me  drink  of  the  spirit  of  that  sweet  sound. 
More,  O  more,r— I  am  thirsting  yet  ; 

It  loosens  the  serpent  which  care  has  bound 
Upon  my  heart  to  stifle  it ; 

The  dissolving  strain,  through  every  vein, 
into  my  heart  and  brain. 


NOVEMBER,  1815. 

The  cold  earth  slept  below, 
Above  the  cold  sky  shone ; 
And  all  around. 
With  a  chilling  sound. 
From  caves  of  ice  and  fields  of  snow, 
Tbe  breath  of  night  like  deadi  did  flow 
Beneath  llie  sinking  moon. 

The  wintry  hedge  was  black. 
The  green  grass  was  not  seen. 
The  birds  did  rest 
On  the  bare  thorn's  breast, 
Whose  roots,  beside  the  pathway  track. 
Had  bound  their  folds  o'er  many  a  crack 
Which  the  frost  had  made  between. 

Tliine  eyes  glow'd  in  the  glare 
Of  the  moon's  dying  light ; 
As  a  fen-fire's  b«im. 
On  a  sluggish  stream. 
Gleams  dimly — so  flie  moon  shone  there. 
And  it  yellow*d  the  strings  of  diy  tangled  hair 
That  shook  in  the  wind  of  night 

The  moon  made  thy  lips  pale,  beloved ; 
The  wind  made  thy  bosom  chiU ; 
The  night  did  shed 
On  thy  dear  head 
Id  froien  dew,  and  thou  didst  he 
Where  the  bitter  breath  of  the  naked  sky 
Might  visit  thee  at  will 


DEATH. 

Dkatb  is  here,  and  death  is  there. 
Death  is  busy  everywhere. 
All  around,  within,  beneath. 
Above  is  death— and  we  are  death. 

Death  has  set  his  mark  and  seal 
On  all  we  are  and  all  we  feel, 

On  all  we  know  and  all  we  fear, 

«        •        •        «        • 

First  our  pleasures  die— and  then 
Our  hopes,  and  then  our  fears— and  when 
These  are  dead,  the  debt  is  due. 
Dust  elums  dusv— and  we  die  too. 
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SHELLEVa  POETICAL  WOIIKS. 


All  ihingt  thm  we  love  and  chonil 
Uke  oui»elv«.  miisl  hde  uid  pen 
Such  B  our  ™d»  moniil  lot — 
Love  iDoIf  wuoid,  did  Ihcy  oat 


Forgel  the  d«d.  Ibe  pul  (   O  yel 
There  nm  ghoMa  ihii  nw}'  ubi  nrenp 
Memorlci  ihai  make  (be  bean  ■  laab. 
Rigrclg  wbitb  glide  Ibrough  llu  (pilil'i 
Aiui  wilh  ghsuly  nluspen  uU 
Thul  joj.  DDce  ]»!.  ii  pain. 


II  nen  eooush  (o  feal.  lo  see 

Thy  lOft  oyw  gnnng  lenderly. 

And  dn<un  llip  real — and  buin,  and  bs 

The  wcrel  food  of  firei  luuoen, 

Couldn  ihoa  but  be  u  Ihou  but  bMO. 

Aner  the  alumber  o(  ibe  year 
The  woodland  vxileii  reappeu; 
All  Ibingi  revive  in  field  or  grove, 
And  (ky  and  ta.  but  Inv.  which  inova, 
And  Ibe  all  oibora.  lilb  and  lovo. 


PASSAGE  OF  THE  AFEmilNEB. 
lAm.  inrten,  Muy  Tnhie. 
iy>  the  whMper  of  ih<  Apennine. 
n  bonu  on  the  n»r  like  the  ihunder'a  toar. 
Or  like  lb*  WW  on  a  nonhem  ahore, 
Heard  in  ili  rapng 


SONG  OF  A  SHRIT. 


ebelo« 
in  Ihe  lighl  of  day 


From  the  beginning,  and  a] 


Of  gold  and  ■tone,  and  adaniantine  iron. 
'   >B  a  veU  in  which  I  ivaUt  Huongti  Hn< 
e  wrougbi  mountsiiui.  •»>*,  and  wati 
cloudi. 

And  leatly  tight.  wbo»  inierliiniai  dama 
In  the  dark  ipacs  of  interatellar  air. 


And  the  Apennine  wallu  abroad  with  itae  >li 
May  ilk,  I8IB. 


Ob  1  Mary  dear,  that  you  were  here 
Wilh  your  brown  ryei  bright  and  cle 
And  your  iweei  Toice.  Uke  a  bird 

In  [ha  icy  bower  dlaconiotate ; 

Of  tbii  axure  Italy, 

1  am  not  well  whilst  ihoa  art  &rj — 
Ai  lUDUt  lo  the  iphered  moan, 
Ai  twilight  to  the  weaiem  alar, 
Thou,  beloved,  art  lo  me. 

Oh  i  Mary  dear,  thai  j'OQ  were  here  j 
The  Cutle  eebo  whiapen  "  Qsce !" 
EUt,  Seplaiiier.  1818. 


Earthquake  ia  trampling  one  city  10  aabea. 
A  htindied  are  shuddering  and  tottering ;  thr 
la  bellowing  underground. 


Mskea  bLnd  the  volcanoei ;  the  lun'a  bright 
To  thine  ii  a  fen-llie  damp. 

From  billow  and  roountaia  and  eihalalion 

lunhght  ia  darted  through  Tapor  and  hlr 
From  apirit  lo  spirit,  from  nation  to  nation. 
From  dty  Vt  hamlet,  thy  dawning  ia  cast, — 
Aord  tyranta  and  ilnves  are  bko  thadowa  of  i 
Iq  ibe  van  of  iho  monung  light. 


TO 

Mnn  ayea  were  dim  wilh  tesn  uubed 
Tea,  I  WRt  firm — thtia  did  not  thou  f- 

My  haffied  looki  did  fear.  y>l  dread. 
To  meet  thy  loofa*— I  cmM  not  knou 

How  ulcoiieIy  IbeT  IDDghl  to  ihine 
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To  Bt  and  curb  the  ■ool's  mute  nge 
Which  pnyn  upon  itaelf  alone ; 

To  cune  die  Ufe  which  i«  the  cage 
Of  fettered  grief  that  darea  not  groan. 

Hiding  frdm  many  a  careleas  eye 

The  acorned  load  of  agony. 

WhiUt  thou  alone,  then  not  regarded, 
The  [  ]  thou  alone  should  be, 

To  Bpend  jfean  thus,  and  be  rewarded, 
As  thou,  sweet  love,  requited  me  C 

When  none  were  near — Oh !  I  did  wake 

From  torture  for  that  moment's  sake. 

Upon  my  heart  thy  accents  8W«el 
Of  peace  and  pity,  fell  Mike  0k 

On  flowers  half  dead ; — thy  lips  did  meet 
Mine  tremblingly ;  thy  dark  eyea  threw 

Thy  soft  persuasion  on  my  brain. 

Charming  away  its  dream  of  pain. 

We  are  not  happy,  sweet!  our  state 
Is  strange  and  full  of  doubt  and  ftar ; 

More  need  of  words  that  ills  abate  ^<^ 
Reserve  or  censure  come  not  near 

Our  sacred  friendship,  lest  there  be 

No  solace  left  for  thou  and  me. 

Gentle  and  good  and  mild  thou  art, 
Nor  I  can  live  if  thou  appear 

Aught  but  thyself,  or  turn  thine  heart 
Away  from  me,  or  stoop  to  wear 

The  mask  of  scorn,  although  it  be 

To  hide  the  love  thou  feePst  for  m&» 


THE  ISLE. 

Thdik  was  a  little  lawny  islet  . 
By  anemone  and  violet. 

Like  mosaic,  paven : 
And  its  roof  was  flowers  and  leaves 
Which  the  summer's  breath  inweaves. 
Where  nor  sun  nor  showers  nor  breeze 
Pierce  the  pines  and  tallest  trees. 

Each  a  gem  engraven : 
Girt  by  many  an  azure  wave 
With  which  the  clouds  and  mwmtains  pave 

A  lake's  blue  chasm. 


Claspest  the  limits  of  mortality ! 
And  sick  of  prey,  yet  howling  on  for  more, 
Vomitest  diy  wrecks  on  its  ii^ospitable  shore, 
Treacherous  in  calm,  and  terrible  in  storm. 

Who  shall  put  forth  on  thee. 

Unfathomable  Sea^f 


LINEa 

That  time  ia  dead  for  ever,  child, 
Drown'd,  frozen,  dead  for  ever! 

We  look  on  the  past. 

And  stare  aghast 
At  the  spectres  wailing,  pale  and  gliMt» 
Of  hopes  which  thou  and  I  beguiled 

"To  death  on  life's  daric  river. 

The  stream  we  gazed  on  then,  itdled  bf ; 
Its  waves  are  unretuming ; 

But  we  yet  stand 

In  a  lone  land. 
Like  tombs  to  mark  the  memovy 
Of  hopes  and  fears,  which  ftde  and  Am 
In  the  hgfat  of  life's  dim  Dwnung. 

November  5th,  1817. 


A  SONG. 

A  WIDOW  bird  sate  mourning  for  h«r  lore 

Upon  a  wintry  bough; 
The  frozen  wind  kept  on  above. 

The  freezing  stream  below. 

There  v?as  no  leaf  upon  the  forest  htm. 
No  flower  upon  the  groond. 

And  little  motion  in  the  air. 

Except  the  mill-wheel's  sound. 


TO 


Music,  when  soft  voices  die. 
Vibrates  in  the  memorjr — 
Odors,  when  sweet  violets  sicken, 
live  within  the  sense  they  quicken. 

Rose-leoves,  when  the  rose  is  dead, 
Are  heap'd  for  the  beloved's  bed ; 
And  00  ihy  thoughts,  when  thou  art  gone. 
Love  itself  shall  slumber  on. 


TIME 

Unfathomable  Sea !  whose  waves  are  years. 
Ocean  of  Time,  whose  waters  of  deep  woe 

fin  brackish  with  the  salt  of  human  tears ! 
Thou  shoreless  flood,  which  in  thy  ebb  and  flow 

3L 


THE  WORLD'S  WANDERERE 

Tell  me,  thou  star,  whose  wings  of 
Speed  thee  in  diy  fiery  flight. 
In  what  cavern  of  the  night 
Will  thy  pinions  close  now  f 

Tell  me,  moon,  thou  pale  and  gray 
Pilgrim  of  Heaven'a  homeless  way. 
In  what  depth  of  night  or  day 
Seekest  thou  repose  now  f 

Weary  wind,  who  wanderest 
Like  the  world's  rejected  guest. 
Hast  thou  still  some  secret  nest 
On  the  tree  or  billow  t 


A  DIRGE. 

RoiTGH  wind,  that  meanest  loud 

Grief  too  sad  for  song ; 
Wild  wind,  when  sullen  cloud 
KneUs  all  the  night  long ; 
Sad  storm,  whose  tears  are  vain. 
Bare  woods,  whose  branches  stain. 
Deep  cavea  and  dreary  main. 
Wail,  for  the  worid's  wrong! 


1 


r 


eaSUMTB  POETTICAL  ^^£1 


TbBn  iliu  abojidou'd  bnul  i — 
No  oewi  or  ywu  liilw  apiing 
To  mr  hnn'i  wioier  bring- 
Once  htviiig  gUDti  in  niu 


Vnlmrfa,  nho  build  tdut  bowin 
High  in  the  Fulun'a  innen. 
Wiilui'd  hupsi  on  hupes  ate  Bpread 
Dying  joyi  chuked  by  ilig  dead, 


WilSi  TODUDUin  winds,  nnd  babbling  ipniigi. 

And  moonlighl  ku,  Uut  ire  Ihe  tnce 
Of  the«r  uieipiiralilc  iUiag«. 

Thou  didii  balil  cummuns,  md  rejace 
ben  lb«y  did  nnatru  ibee ;  bal  Ihry 
CbiI,  Lke  h  ivotibleH  boon.  Ihy  love  away. 

And  Ibou  hiul  (oughl  in  ilany  eya 

B«i»  thil  were  oevei  meuii  Sh  thin*. 
ADalher't  wealth  i — lame  ^tcfi6«i 
To  a  Ibnd  ikilh  I  elill  doat  dun  piw  ( 
Still  d«I  Ihou  hope  Ifaal  gmeCiog  handi. 
Voice,  lookp,  or  lipiL.  may  onawer  thy  deuuDda  t 


SUFERSTITIO.-*. 

■I  all  thou  Look'al  upoD  •  The  i 

'  cradlo  beam'd  lo  biighlly  e% 


Wan  godg  lo  Ihc  liiileDiper'd  playrulneB 
Of  Ihy  uanilor'd  inliuiry;  ihe  Irew, 
The  gnai.  the  cJondi,  (he  mauniuuit.  and  the  lea. 
All  hting  Ihinga  lliai  ndk,  nwim,  creep,  ot  dy. 
Ware  godi :  Ihe  (un  had  hanugc.  and  Ihe  imon 
Hei  wonhipper.    Then  Ihou  becamnt,  a  boy, 
More  daring  in  Ihy  froniie* :  p\ery  ibBpe. 
Monainw  or  vaal.  or  btnulifully  wild. 
Which,  fran  Hnniion'i  rtlin.  lanry  cnll> ; 
The  (piriB  of  the  air.  iha  dmddering  ghoal. 
The  geuii  of  ibo  elemenu.  ihe  poiven 
Thai  give  ■  (hapa  to  naluie'i  vnried  woriu. 
Had  life  and  place  in  the  romipl  belief 
Of  Ihy  blind  heari:  yel  mill  thy  youthful  hnndi 
Were  pure  of  huinqn  blood.    Then  manhood  gave 
lia  Etrenglb  and  onlor  to  ihy  frenzied  hnlin ; 
Thine  eager  gHEe  acann'd  the  ■tupendoua  soene, 
Wboee  wonden  mock'ii  the  knowlnise  of  thy  pride 
Their  everlaating  and  unchanging  laws 
RapiDach'd  thine  ignomnce.    Awhile  Ihou  iIiMden 
Baflled  and  gloomy ;  Iben  ihoa  didn  aum  up 
The  elemenla  of  all  that  thou  didil  know  \ 

The  budding  of  Ihe  llenvon-brcHlhing  Ireta, 


InlelligeQce,  and  uniiy,  and  power. 


0!  THERE  ARE  SniUTS. 


OAKPTKI  ilOIXa  nOTMON  AnOTMOn. 

O '.  TSUI  are  ipirila  of  (he  air. 

And  genii  of  Ihe  evening  breeTe. 
And  gentle  gholta.  wi(h  eyea  ai  lair 

Ai  Mar-beania  among  Iwiligbl  treai : — 

I  JuM  Ibou  luni'd  fnxn  men  O)}  lone^^  ttct- 


Ah! 


vhenlbre  didat  thou  boild  ihiiie  hope 
Ihe  falae  eartb'a  inconalaDejr  1 
ine  own  mind  aflbrd  no  aoopB 

ng  Iboughia,  W  IhM  I. 


ThaX  natumlac 


Wbon  falaebood  t> 

The  glory  of  Ihe  nia> 

Night'a  ghoal  and  i 


wind  ibee  id  Ihaitirilca 

Diilei  are  fled 

It  thee  broken-heaned ; 


ut  changed  to  a  foul  Bend  Ihroagh  miaer^ 
Thii  fiend,  whose  ghutly  preaence  cvet 

Bnide  Ihee  like  Ihy  ihadaw  hangi. 
Dream  oat  lo  chose ; — the  mad  endeain 
Wonld  ■courg"  Ihee  to  «verer  ponga 
e  a«  thou  an.    Thy  wtiicd  fate. 
Dnrli  u  it  ia,  >U  change  would  aggravate. 


STANZAa-APBIL.  ISlt. 
Aw*T  ',  the  moor  ia  dark  beneath  ihe  moon. 

Away!  the  gBlhering  winda  will  call  ibedorknw  kod, 
And  prolbundeal  midnight  ihroud  the  aerena  hiha 
of  Heaven. 
Pauae  nut !  The  time  ia  put  I  Every  voice  erie*  Awij  I 
Tempt  not  with  one  laat  glance  ihy  friend'a  un- 
genilo  iDood : 
Thy  lover'a  eye,  ao  glazed  and  cold,  darea  not  antral 
thy  .lay; 
Duty  and  dereliction  guide  Ihee  hack  n  aoUlude. 


Away,  away !  ( 
Four  bilMr  le 

Waich  the  dims 
And  compUrt 

The  leave*  of 


thy  aad  and  ailent  home  ; 
in  on  iia  deaolated  hearth ; 
ladea  u  Uke  ghon>  they  go  and  co 
e  atrsnge  wets  of  melancholy  mi 
wailed  autumn  wcoda   ahall   i 


a  bloomi  of  deny  sprit 
Ihy  feet : 
But  thy  Boul  or  thii  worid  mi 

Ere  midnighl'i  fr 

The  cloud  ahadow 
For  the 


■ball  gleam  beneath 
ti  raual  fade  in  ihe  fmt  ihil 
and  monung'a  amile,  ere  duni 


a  their  » 


linda  ua  sleat.  or  Ihe 
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he  gimve  ihalt  reit— jret  till  the  phantomt 

See 

that  bouse  and  heath  and  garden  made 

dear  to  ihee  erewhile, 

nbrance.  and  repentance,  and  deep  moniga 

are  not  fiee 

te  moBc  of  two  voicea,  and  the  light  of  one 

fweet  imile. 


MUTABILnT. 

I  dooda  diat  yeil  the  midnight  mooo; 
ntleMly  they  apeed,  and  gleam,  and  quiTer, 
the  darkneM  radiantly ! — ^yet  aooo 
J0M8  loond,  and  they  are  loit  for  ever; 

rgotten  lyrea,  whose  diMonant  ttringa 
uioaa  response  to  each  vaiying  blast, 
frail  frame  no  second  motion  brings 
3od  or  modulation  like  the  last 

-A  dream  has  power  to  poison  sleep; 
9— One  wandering  thought  pollutes  the  day; 
conceive  or  reason,  lau^  or  weep ; 
oe  fond  woe,  or  cast  our  cares  away: 

ame !— For,  be  it  joy  or  sorrow, 
oh  of  its  departure  still  is  free : 
iterday  may  ne'er  be  like  his  morrow ; 
t  may  endure  but  Mutability. 


ON  DEATH. 

to  work,  oor  device,  nor  knowledfe,  nor 
le  grave,  whither  tboa  goest.— £celffia«Ci», 


),  the  cold,  and  the  moony  smile 

I  the  meteor  beam  of  a  starless  night 

I  a  lonely  and  sea-girt  isle, 

e  dawning  of  mom's  undoubted  light, 

me  of  life  so  fickle  and  wan 

I  round  our  steps  till  their  strength  is  gone. 

hold  thee  on  in  courage  of  soul 
gh  the  stormy  shades  of  thy  worldly  way, 
billows  of  ckiud  that  around  thee  loU 
sleep  in  the  light  of  a  wondrous  day, 
lell  and  heaven  shall  leave  thee  free 
iniverse  of  destiny. 

rid  is  die  nurse  of  all  we  know, 

xrorld  is  the  modier  of  all  we  feel, 

coming  of  death  is  a  fearfol  blow 

brain  unencompass'd  with  nerves  of  steel ; 

U  that  we  know,  or  feel,  or  see, 

m  like  on  unreal  mystery. 

ret  things  of  the  grave  are  there, 

e  all  but  this  frame  must  surely  be, 

the  fine-wrought  ejre  and  the  wondrous  ear 

Dger  will  live,  to  hear  or  to  see 

is  great  and  all  that  is  straoge 

Dundless  realm  of  unending  change. 


Who  telleth  a  tale  of  unspeakmg  death? 

Who  liAeth  the  veil  of  what  is  to  come  f 
Who  painteth  the  shadows  that  are  beneath 

The  wide-winding  caves  of  the  peopled  tomb  t 
Or  uniteth  the  hopes  of  what  shall  be 
With  the  fears  and  the  love  for  that  wfaidi  vre  aaaf 


A  BUMIIEREVENINO  CHURCHTAED,  LBOHDALE, 
GLOUCE8TEB8HIEE. 

Thb  wind  has  swept  fimn  the  wide  atmosphere 
Each  vapor  that  obscured  the  sunset* s  rey. 

And  pallid  evening  twines  its  beamy  hair 
In  duskier  braids  around  the  languid  eyea  of  day: 

Silence  and  twilight,  unbeloved  of  men. 

Creep  hand  in  hand  fiom  yon  obscurest  glen. 

They  breathe  dieir  qwUs  towards  die  departing  day, 
Encompassmg  the  eardi,  air,  stars,  and  aea ; 

light,  sound,  and  motion,  own  the  potent  sway. 
Responding  to  the  charm  with  its  own  mystery. 

The  winds  are  still,  or  the  dry  church-tower  grass 

Knows  not  their  gende  motions  as  they 


Thou  too,  aerial  pile !  whoae  pinnacles 
Point  fiom  one  shrine  like  pjnamids  of  fire, 

Obeyest  in  silence  their  sweet  solemn  qwUs, 
Ckidiing  in  hoes  of  heaven  thy  dim  and  distant 
■pire> 

Around  ^hose  lessening  and  invisible  beif^t 

Gather  among  the  staia  the  clouds  of  night. 

The  dead  are  deeping  in  their  sepulchres  : 

And,  mouldering  as  they  sleeps  a  thrilling  sound, 

Hdf  sense,  half  thought,  among  die  darkness  stirs, 
Breadied  fimn  dieir  wonny  beds  all  living  diinfi 
around. 

And,  mingling  with  the  still  night  and  mute  sky, 

Ita  awful  hush  is  felt  inandiUy. 

Thus  solemnised  and  soflen'd,  death  is  mild 

And  terrorless  as  this  serenest  night : 
Here  could  I  hope,  like  some  inquiring  child 

Spofftnig  00  graves,  that  death  did  hide  fiom  human 
sight 
Sweet  secrets,  or  beside  its  brealhlees  sleep 
That  loveliest  dreams  perpetual  watch  did  keep. 


LINES 

WEI'ITIW  ON  BIAKIMQ  TBS  KIWI  OF  THB  DBATB  OF 

HAPOLBON. 

What!  aUve  and  so  bold,  O  eardif 

Art  dKm  not  ovep>boldf 

What !  leapest  thou  fordi  as  of  old 

In  the  light  of  diy  monoing  mirth. 

The  ]«t  of  die  flock  of  die  stairy  foU  r 

Ha!  leapest  dKm  forth  as  of  old f 

Are  not  die  limbs  sdll  when  die  ghort  is  fled. 

And  oanrt  flvm  move,  Napoleon  being  dead  f 

How!  is  not  diy  quiek  heart  cold f 
What  spaik  is  aUve  on  diy  heardit 
How!  bnotAifdeadiJmenkDoa'dt 
And  Uvaat  Oon  still,  modier  Eardif 


SllELLEVS  POETICAL  WORKS. 


Thou  wbB  imraunj  thy  fingem 


'  •Torn  Inugh'il  (btth 
ly  bonm  1  Ibid 
ir  knell  it  knoll'd, 


And  lo  niLh  Jiving  iDotioi 


Futlor  uf  iperd.  and  splendor,  and  n 


There  ittodj  the  Tovior  of  Futune.     Ii  ia  bd 
Upon  iome  pmQn-boiaea.  vhlicke  dweMefi  mvfl 
For  bresd.  and  gold,  nod  blooJ :  pain.  Unk'd  M 
Agitaiaa  the  light  Hune  ot  ihait  boon. 
Uniil  iu  tital  oit  ia  ipenl  or  ipili . 
There  atatidi  the  pile,  a  lower  amid  the  loner 
And  acred  domeii ;  each  marble-nfabad  m^ 
The  btaien-gstod  leRipln.  and  the  howan 
or  solitiuy  wealtli '.  The  leiDpest-pnof 
Patilinni  of  Iho  dark  ItaWi  air, 
A»  by  iti  prwence  dimm'il — Ihoy  lUnd  bIooC 
And  are  liilbdmi™— to  thai  Ihc  worid  i>  ban. 

Should  glide  and  glow,  till  it  becune  a  ■nina' 
Of  all  iheir  beanty,  and  their  hair  and  hno, 
Tl«  life  of  their  iweet  eye^  viiih  aU  in  emr. 
Should  be  ahaotb'd  till  tbey  to  marble  gnu 


"  Ay,  olive  end  bold." 


whom  I  M." 

'd  Fjirtli, 


bloixl,  oud  gffld, 


The  melal  before  it  be 
And  weave  into  lus  sb 
^roud>  me,  Uie  hoj-es 


Sl'MMER  AND  WINTEK. 

It  wii  a  brigbl  and  rheerful  anemoon. 

When  tbe  tiorih  niiid  congregBin  ii]  crowda 
The  floating  niaunlaini  of  the  nlver  doudi 

Openi  heyond  them  tike  clemiiy. 

All  Iblnga  rejoired  beneath  lbs  inn.  the  weedi. 

The  river,  and  the  com-lieldi.  and  ih»  raedi,- 

The  willon  Icavei  that  glanced  in  the  light  bieeie. 

.^nd  (ha  lira)  fuUage  or  the  larger  Ireea. 

Il  WM  B  winicr,  luch  ai  when  binl*  do  die 
In  the  deep  Ibrnti;  and  the  bhea  lie 
8lL&n'd  in  (he  (lanalnceni  ice,  which  niakaa 
Even  the  mud  and  Bbrne  of  the  warm  lokei 
A  wrinkled  clod,  oi  bard  ai  brick ;  and  v/hm. 


THE  TOWER  OF  FAJUINE* 
Ahid  the  denlauon  of  a  city. 
IVhirh  WIS  the  cr«dle,  and  ii  now  Ihe  grave 
or  an  eitinguiah'd  people  {  ao  that  pity 
Weeps  o'er  the  ahipwrecki  of  obLvion'a  nave, 

*  Ai  Fin  ibeni  nill  mini  liv  prinn  of  UgoliDa.  which 
tocthfib,  nameofLaTomJelK  Fanor-  in  ibe  ad. 
Inint  bviMtng  ihtfalley-riaveaan  conftma.  \1\ibu 
•I  Bear  tfee  Poiiie  ai  Mare  on  Uu  Aino. 


THE  AZIOIA. 

■■  Do  you  not  hear  the  Aaola  ray  f 

Methinki  ihe  must  bo  nigh." 

Said  Maiy.  ai  ne  iwle 

In  duak,  ere  sian  were  lit.  or  candlea  brought; 

And  I,  who  iboughl 

Thii  AzioU  wu  acNiie  (edioiis  woman. 

Aak'd,  "Wboia  AiialaT"  how  el  ale 

I  fell  lo  know  Ihal  it  wai  nothing  hnmin, 

Jio  mockery  of  myaelf  lo  fear  or  hate '. 

And  Mary  aan  my  »u1, 

And  laugh'd  and  aid,  "  Siaqniel  yoniMlf  oDC 

Tia  nothing  bill  a  lilllo  downy  owJ.~ 


id  Jielda  otid  tnArahea  uide,— 


DIRGE  FOR  THE  VEAR. 
OuniiH  boun,  the  yeor  ia  dead. 

For  Ihe  year  ia  bat  aileep. 
Mocking  your  undmoly  weeping, 

Aa  on  (tulhquake  rocka  a  cona 

In  ill  coflin  in  the  clay. 
So  white  Winior,  Ihal  rough  mnw. 

Rocka  the  dealh^xild  year  tiMlay ; 


For  your  mother 


Ai  the  wild  air  aliTm  and  anmya 
The  fre»«wiing  cradle  of  a  child. 

So  the  bruath  of  Ibeae  rude  days 
Rodu  the  yeai^ — be  nlm  and  mild. 

TcEmUing  houn.  abe  will  iriae 


»V«o> 


WA. 
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January  gray  »  here, 

like  a  sexton  by  her  grave ; 

Febroary  bears  the  bier, 

March  with  grief  doth  howl  and  rave. 

And  April  weepa — ^but,  O  ye  boon, 

Follow  with  May's  ftirast  flowers ! 

Jtmmary  laC,  1621. 


SONNETS. 


OZTMANDIAS. 

I  mrr  •  traveller  from  an  antique  land. 
Who  Slid :  Two  vast  and  tnmkless  legs  of  stone 
Stand  in  the  desert    Near  them,  on  the  sand. 
Half  sunk,  a  shattered  visage  lies,  whose  fiown. 
And  wrinkled  lip,  and  sneer  of  cold  oommand. 
Tell  that  its  sculptor  well  those  passioDs  read 
Which  yet  survive,  stamp'd  on  these  lifeless  things. 
The  hand  that  mock*d  them  and  the  heart  that  fed : 
And  on  the  pedestal  these  words  appear : 
"  My  name  is  Ozyroandias,  king  of  Ungs : 
Look  on  my  works,  ye  Mighty,  and  deqwir  !** 
Nothing  beside  remains.    Roimd  the  decay 
Of  that  colossal  wreck,  boundless  and  bare 
The  lone  and  level  sands  stretch  fiur  away. 


Tk  hasten  to  the  dead !  What  seek  ye  there, 

Te  restless  thoughts  and  busy  purposes 

Of  the  idle  brain,  which  the  world's  livery  wear! 

O  thou  quick  Heart,  which  pantest  to  possess 

All  that  anticipation  feigneth  fiiir! 

Thou  vainly  curious  mind  which  wouldest  guess 

Whence  thou  didst  come,  and  whither  thou  majrst  go, 

And  that  which  never  yet  was  known  would  know — 

Oh,  whither  hasten  ye,  that  thus  ye  press 

With  such  swift  feet  liie's  green  and  pleasant  path. 

Seeking  alike  from  happiness  and  woe 

A  refuge  in  the  cavern  of  gray  death  ? 

O  heart,  and  mind,  and  thoughts !  What  thing  do  ye 

Hope  to  inherit  in  the  grave  below  ? 


POLITICAL  OREATNESB. 

Nor  happiness,  nor  m^esty,  nor  fame, 
^or  peace,  nor  strength,  nor  skill  in  arms  or  arts. 
Shepherd  those  herds  whom  tyranny  makes  tame ; 
Verse  echoes  not  one  beating  of  dieir  hearts, 
History  is  but  the  shadow  of  their  shame. 
Art  veils  her  glass,  or  from  the  pageant  starts. 
As  to  oblivion  their  bUnd  millions  fleet. 
Staining  that  Heaven  with  obscene  imagery 
Of  their  own  likeness.    What  are  numbers  knit 
By  force  or  custom  7  Man  who  man  would  be. 
Must  rule  the  empire  of  himself;  in  it 
Must  be  supreme,  establishing  his  throne 
On  vanquish'd  will,  quelling  the  anarchy 
Of  hopes  and  fears,  being  himself  alone. 


Alas  !  good  friend,  what  profit  can  yon  see 
In  hating  such  a  hateless  thing  as  me  t 
There  is  no  sport  in  hate  where  all  the  rage 
Is  on  one  side.    In  vain  would  ]rou  aasoafs 
Your  fiowna  upon  an  unresisting  smile. 
Id  wlaeh  not  evm  ooat^mpt  ioriDi,  to  begoils 


Your  heart,  by  some  fiunt  sympathy  of  hate. 
O  conquer  what  you  cannot  satiate ! 
For  to  your  passion  I  am  fitr  more  ooy 
Than  ever  yet  was  coldest  maid  or  boy 
In  winter  noon.    Of  your  antipathy 
If  I  am  the  Narcissus,  you  are  free 
To  pine  into  a  sound  with  hating  me. 


Lift  not  the  painted  veil  which  those  who  five 
Call  Life :  though  unreal  shapes  be  painted  thera^ 
And  it  but  mimic  all  we  would  believe 
With  colors  idly  spread : — behind,  lurk  Fear 
And  Hope,  twin  destinies ;  who  ever  weave 
The  shadows,  which  the  world  calls  substance,  than. 

I  knew  one  who  lifted  it— he  sought. 
For  his  lost  heart  was  tender,  things  to  love. 
But  found  them  not,  alas !  nor  was  there  aught 
The  world  contains,  the  which  he  could  approve. 
Through  the  unheeding  many  he  did  move, 
A  splendor  among  shadovs,  a  bri^^t  Uot 
Upon  this  gloomy  scene,  a  Spirit  that  strova 
For  truth,  and  like  the  Plreacher  fbund  it  not* 


TO  WORDSWOBTH. 

Poet  of  Nature,  thou  hast  wept  to  know 
That  things  depart  which  never  may  return ! 
Childhood  and  youth,  friendship  and  bve*s  fint  {^w. 
Have  fled  like  sweet  dreams,  leaving  thee  to  mouriL 
These  common  woes  I  feeL    One  loss  is  mine 
Which  thou  too  feel'st ;  yet  I  alone  deplore. 
Thou  wert  as  a  lone  star,  whose  light  did  shine 
On  some  frail  bark  in  winter's  midnight  roar : 
Thou  hast  like  to  a  rock-built  refuge  stood 
Above  the  blind  and  battling  multitude. 
In  honor'd  poverty  thy  voice  did  weave 
Songs  consecrate  to  truth  and  libeity^— 
Deserting  these,  thou  leavest  me  to  grieve. 
Thus  having  been,  that  thou  shouldst  cease  to  be. 


VKBMbB  OF  A  REPUBUGAN  ON  THE  FALL  OF 
BOMAPARTB. 

I  HATSO  thee,  &llen  tyrant!  I  did  groan 

To  think  that  a  most  ambitious  slave. 

Like  thou,  shouldst  dance  and  revel  on  the  grave 

Of  liberty.    Thou  mightst  have,  built  thy  throne 

Where  it  had  stood  even  now :  ^u  didst  prefer 

A  frail  and  bloody  pomp,  which  time  has  swept 

In  fragments  towards  oblivion.    Massacre, 

For  this  I  pra/d,  would  oo  thy  sleep  have  crept, 

Treason  and  Slavery,  Rapine,  Fear,  and  Lust, 

And  stifled  thee,  their  minister.    I  know 

Too  late,  since  thou  and  France  are  in  the  dust. 

That  Virtue  owns  a  more  eternal  foe 

Than  force  or  fiaud :  old  Custom,  legal  Crime, 

And  bloody  Faith,  the  foulest  birth  of  time. 


DANTE  ALIOHIERI  TO  OUIDO  CAVALOANTL 


Fnm  tbs  Italian  of  Daate. 


Otnoo,  I  would  that  I^ppo,  thou,  and  f. 


u  IhoLi 

id  ihal  Ihe  bounlHiiu  winrd  Uwn  would  pUos 
0u  aoit  Bice  and  my  gentle  loie, 
Bponkiui  of  unr  wandering,  and  would  grace 
llh  pauuviale  lalk,  wbarever  we  might  rove. 
V  lime,  and  each  were  u  content  and  bee 
1 1  believe  Ihat  Iliuu  and  1  (hould  be. 


Oil!  or  Ihn  lofly  •:avem  HonderiDg 
He  found  a  lonoiK,  and  rned  oui— "  A 
[For  Metcuty  tiM  toade  ifae  lonaiie  i8D| 
The  beaii  before  Ihe  portal  nl  bit  leiini 
1^0  flowery  her-bsge  W^Di  depaatunng. 
Moving  hii  leel  in  u  deliberate  meaiiin 
Over  the  nrf  Jovo'*  pioBtabte  ton 
Ef  eiog  bin  laugh'd,  and  laugtiing  Ihua 


Lovely  ir 


!"(.•(  ar^i^aSmXkii, 


'aiN  wind!  Ihol  move  not  in  calm  lur&ce  sweep 

ka  iinilei  of  the  lerene  aod  tranqtul  deep 
■apt  my  unquiei  mind. — Bui  when  ihe  nuu' 
r  onao'i  gny  abyn  resounds,  aiul  tbam 
[       uhen  upon  the  hd,  and  vul  wavei  buni, 
tam  fiom  Ihe  drear  a»pei:l  to  the  home 
'    r  eaith  and  its  deep  wuodi,  where,  inierspened. 
luQ  winda  blow  loud,  piniw  moke  iweei  mekidy. 
'boas  houae  b  womn  lone  bark,  whoae  toil  the  (eg, 
Iwae  prey  the  wandering  ftih.  an  evil  lot 
Bi  choHm. — But  I  my  languid  limbi  will  fling 
■rineaih  ihe  plane,  where  the  brook'i  tnunnuring 


TBANSLATlONa 
HYMN  TO  MERCURY. 

TBAKBLATBtl  rROM  THE  QKEEE  OF  HOMtS. 

SiNO.  Muae,  the  ion  gf  Maia  and  of  Jove. 

The  Heiald-child,  king  of  Arcadia 

And  all  ila  patloral  hilK  whom  in  iweel  love 

Having  been  interwoven,  modeit  Mey 

Bore  Heavea'i  dread  Supremo— en  antique  grove 

8h*low'd  iha  cavem  where  the  lovera  Uy 

In  Iha  deep  njghl,  unaecn  by  Godi  or  Man. 

And  whil»«rm'd  Jano  ilutnber'd  aweetly  then. 

n. 

Now,  when  the  joy  of  Jovo  had  ila  fulfilling. 
And  Heaven's  tenth  moon  chronioled  her  relief. 
She  give  to  light  a  babe  all  babea  eirelUng, 
A  achaniet  lubile  beyond  all  belief; 
A  shepherd  of  thin  droama.  a  cow*toeling. 
A  night-watching,  anri  door-waylaying  Ihiof. 
Who  'monpt  Ihe  Gods  was  soon  abonl  to  thieve. 


Aodot 


HI. 

St  the  dm  peep  of  day  i 


Thababaw 

Be  began  playing  on  1 
Aod  the  same  evening  did  he  steal  away 
Apollo's  herd) ;— the  Iburlli  diy  of  the  moon 
Oq  which  hint  bom  Ihe  vanarsble  May. 
From  ber  immortal  iiniha  he  leap'd  full  soon, 
Kor  long  ootM  in  Ihe  sacred  enidle  Veep. 
D„.  _,,  y  ,^j(  Apollo'a  hetda  wouW  ct«p. 


Weico 


Eicetlent  plaything  7  Where.  > 

Got  you  thai  speckled  shell  ?   Thuii  much  I  b 

You  will  give  joy  to  me,  end  1  will  do 
All  thai  is  in  my  power  to  hotur  you- 

VI. 
"  Belter  to  be  at  home  ihon  oul  at  door ; — 
So  come  with  Bie,  and  though  it  has  been  aud 
That  you  alive  defend  Irom  magic  power. 
1  know  you  will  oiig  sweelly  when  you're  de 
Tlius  having  spoken,  Ilio  quaint  infani  bore. 
Lifting  i1  bom  the  grass  on  which  il  led. 
And  grasping  it  in  his  delighted  hold, 
llii  treasured  piiie  into  Ihe  cavern  old. 

Vll. 

Then  scooping  with  a  chisel  of  gray  steel 
He  bored  the  hfe  and  aeul  out  of  ibe  beast — 
Kot  iHiflet  a  awill  thought  uT  woe  or  weal 
Dans  through  ihe  UimuU  of  a  hnmaD  breasi 
Whkh  tbToiiging  care*  amwy^-nM  awiftw  irt 
The  flashes  of  its  lorhire  aod  unreal 
Out  of  the  diny  eyos— than  Maia's  son 
All  Ihal  he  did  devise  hath  featly  done. 

vni. 

And  through  the  tortoise's  hard  strong  skin 
>per  diiUncei  small  holts  he  made, 

And  fsslen'd  the  col  stems  of  reeds  within, 
nd  with  a  piece  of  leather  overbid 
he  open  space,  and  liied  the  cubia  in. 
itiing  Ihe  bridge  to  both,  and  nrelch'd  o'er  •! 

Symphooious  cords  of  sheejv-gui  rhylhmical. 

rx. 


Ih  tlie  pleci 


Up  from  beneath  hie  hand  a  tumuli  sweet 
or  mighty  sounds,  and  from  his  !ipa  he  aanl 
A  strain  of  unpremediiated  wil. 
Joyous  and  wild  and  wanion-— such  yon  may 
Hear  among  revellers  on  a  hoUday. 


—  .jng  how  Jove  and  May  of  the  bright  s 

Dallied  in  love  not  quite  legitimate ; 
ud  his  TfiTi  birth,  siill  scofling  si  the  scant 

..od  naming  his  own  name,  did  eelebreie  ; 

Hii  mother's  cave  and  servant-maids  he  plai 
In  (ilasiic  vene,  her  household  stuff  and  siai 
tamouB^  v:A.  ^y^iisv  %v,^\ffUMn  ^Kt — 


lOBCELLANEOUS  POElfa 


XI. 

Seiied  with  a  ludden  ftncy  lor  (raih  meat. 

He  in  liM  ncied  crib  depueited 

TIm  hollow  lyre,  and  from  the  cavern  iweet 

Raih*d  with  great  leaps  up  to  the  nxrantain'i  head, 

Revolving  in  hii  mind  eome  subtle  feat 

or  thievish  crafl,  such  as  a  swindler  might 

Deviae  in  the  lone  season  of  dun  nig^ 

xn. 

Lo !  the  great  Sun  under  the  ocean's  bed  has 
Driven  sleediand  chariot — the  child  meanwhile  strode 
(Xer  the  Pierian  mountains  clothed  in  shadows. 
Where  die  immortal  oxen  of  the  God 
Are  pwtured  in  the  flowering  unmown  meadows, 
And  saftly  stall'd  in  a  "remote  abode— 
The  archer  Argidde,  elate  and  proud. 
Drove  fifty  from  the  herd,  lowing  aloud. 

xm. 

He  drove  ffaero  wandering  o*er  the  sandy  way,   - 
Bot,  being  ever  mindful  of  his  craft, 
Backward  and  forward  drove  he  them  astray. 
So  that  the  tracks  which  seem'd  before,  were  aft : 
Hia  sandals  then  he  threw  to  the  ocean  spray. 
And  for  each  foot  he  wrought  a  kind  of  raft 
Of  tamarisk,  and  tamarisk-like  sprigs. 
And  bound  them  in  a  lump  with  witfiy  twigk 

XIV. 
And  on  his  feet  he  tied  these  sandals  light, 
Tlie  tnil  of  whose  wide  leaves  might  not  betray 
His  track ;  and  then,  a  selfsuflking  vright, 
like  a  man  hastening  on  some  distant  way, 
He  from  Pieria's  mountain  bent  his  flight ; 
But  an  old  man  perceived  the  infimt  pass 
Down  green  Oncheetus,  heap*d  like  beds  with  grass. 

XV. 

The  old  man  stood  dressing  his  sunny  vine : 
**  Halloo!  old  feUow  with  the  crooked  shoulder! 
Tou  grub  those  stumps  7  before  they  will  bear  wine 
Methinks  even  jrou  roust  grow  a  little  older : 
Attend,  I  pray,  to  this  advice  of  mine. 
As  you  would  'scape  what  might  appal  a  bolder- 
Seeing,  see  not — and  hearing,  hear  not— and — 
If  you  have  understanding — understand." 

XVI. 

So  saying,  Hermes  roused  the  oxen  vast  ; 
O'er  shadowy  mountain  and  resounding  dell. 
And  flowe^paven  plains,  great  Hermes  pest; 
Till  the  black  night  divine,  which  fovoring  foU 
Around  his  steps,  grew  gray,  and  morning  ftst 
Waken'd  the  world  to  work,  and  from  her  cell 
Sea-strewn,  the  Pbllantean  Moon  sublime 
Into  her  watch-tower  just  began  to  climb. 


XVIL 
Now  to  Alpheus  he  had  driven  all 
The  broad-foreheaded  oxen  of  the  Son ; 
They  came  unwearied  to  the  lofty  stalL 
And  to  the  water-troughs  whidi  ever  nm 
Through  die  fresh  fields    and  when  widi 

taU, 

Lotus  and  all  sw^t  herbage,  eveiy  one 
Had  pastured  been,  the  great  God  made  them 
Toiinnla  the  tiall  in  a  collected  drove. 


xvra. 

A  mighty  pile  of  wood  the  God  then  heap'd. 
And  having  soon  conceived  the  mystery 
Of  fire,  from  two  smooth  laurel  branchsa  stript 
The  bark,  and  rubb'd  them  in  his  palms,— on  high 
Suddenly  forth  the  burning  vapor  leapt, 
And  the  divine  child  saw  delightedly — 
Mercury  first  found  out  for  human  weal 
Tinder-box,  matches,  fire-irons,  flint  and  steel 

XIX. 

And  fine  dry  logs  and  roots  innumeroos 
He  gather'd  in  a  delve  upon  the  ground— 
And  kindled  them— and  instantaneous 
The  strength  of  the  fierce  flame  was  breathed  aroaod 
And  whilst  the  might  of  glorious  Vulcan  thus 
Wrapt  the  great  pile  with  glare  and  roaring  sound, 
Hermes  dragg'd  forth  two  heifers,  towing  loud. 
Close  to  the  fire — such  might  was  in  the  God. 


And  on  the  earth  upon  their  backs  he  threw 
The  panting  beasts,  and  roll'd  them  o'er  and  o'er, 
And  bored  their  lives  out    Without  more  ado 
He  cut  up  fiit  and  fiesh,  and  down  before 
The  fire,  on  spits  of  wood  he  placed  the  tn6. 
Toasting  their  fiesh  and  ribs,  and  all  die  gore 
Pursed  in  the  bowels ;  and  while  this  was  done. 
He  stretch'd  their  hides  over  a  craggy  stone. 

XXI. 

We  mortals  let  an  ox  grow  old,  and  then 

Cut  it  up  after  long  consideration^ — 

But  joyous-minded  Hermes  from  the  glen 

Drew  the  fiit  spoils  to  the  more  open  station 

Of  a  flat  smooth  space,  and  portioned  them;   and 

when 
He  had  by  lot  assigned  to  each  a  ration 
Of  die  twelve  Gods,  his  mind  became  aware 
Of  all  the  joys  which  in  religion  are. 

xxn. 

For  the  sweet  savor  of  the  roasted  meat 
Tempted  him,  though  immortal    Natheless. 
He  check'd  his  haughty  will  and  did  not  eat. 
Though  what  it  cost  him  words  can  scarce  express. 
And  every  wish  to  put  such  morsels  sweet 
Down  his  roost  sacred  throat,  he  did  repress  ,* 
But  soon  within  the  lofty-portall'd  stall 
He  placed  the  fiit  and  flesh  and  bones  and  all 

XXIU. 
And  every  trace  of  the  fresh  butchery 
And  cooldng,  the  God  soon  made  disappear, 
As  if  it  all  had  vanish'd  throu^  the  dqr : 
He  bum'd  the  hooft  and  horns  and  head  an^  hair. 
The  insatiate  fire  devour'd  them  hungrily ; 
And  when  he  saw  that  every  diing  was  clear. 
He  quench'd  the  coals  and  trampled  the  black  dos^ 
And  in  the  stream  his  Uoody  saxidals  toss'd. 

XXIV. 
All  niffht  he  work'd  in  the  serene  moonshine— 
But^en  die  light  of  day  was  spread  abroad. 
He  Bought  Us  natal  mountain  peaks  divine. 
On  his  long  wandering,  neidier  man  nor  god  j 

Had  met  him.  since  he  kill'd  ApoUo's  kine. 
Nor  housenlog  had  bark'd  at  him  on  his  road ; 
Now  he  obliquely  through  the  key-hole  past,         c 
\  like  a  ^uv  mvi^,  m  %g^  v3<\>\\BCM^>^Aa^. 


SHKLLBYIS  POBnCAfWOSXa. 


XXV. 

>Ie  awii  with  »n  lighi  fwi— u  if  hii  in«d 
'ell  DM  on  «vth ;  no  wund  (heir  rilling  gsvi 
rhm  la  hii  cnillf  hp  cn>|>i  quick,  and  •prewl 
riM  iwiddlmg-cloUia  ihoui  liiu ;  snil  Ibe  b 
^  playing  triih  the  i»vEiing  or  Ibe  bed 
rUi  bit  left  hand  ebaiti  hii  Icnew— ihe  right 
Ud  hi*  bekored  Kinoi»-lyr«  light. 


hougb  h. 


Flw  goddefla,  ha  fair  mMher.  unbegiiiled, 
baw  kll  th*I  he  bod  dooe  being  ibnud : 
Whtnce  inme  you,  and  liom  what  adi  enture  nil 
r«a  cuDoiog  isgue,  and  where  have  yuu  aboJe 
til  Iha  long  night,  daihed  in  your  impudence  t 
.ITiBt  liave  yon  done  aiiice  you  depaned  hence  I 


XXVII, 


fe  you!" — "Dear 


And  bind  your  Tender  body 
InanneaUy  light,  and  tuu  u 
'UnIsM  you  can  delude  the  Ck 
Even  when  wiUiin  hia  amH— 
A  preHy  tormenl  bolh  of  goHi 
Your  father  made  when  he 

RopKod  alj  Hennee.  "  Wiiewfbro  acold  end  bolher  T 

xx\in. 

•■  At  if  I  were  like  other  holj™  aa  old. 
And  undenUsd  nothing  of  uhal  is  whal; 
Aad  cand  at  all  to  hear  my  mother  Kolit 
I  in  my  eubile  b™in  a  Khema  have  gol. 
Which  « hi  111  the  lacred  elan  lound  Heaven  are 
niH'd 


To (pend  ou 


iiiRitlac 


SXIX. 
"  Bui  we  will  leave  Ihii  ihadow-peopled  cava 
And  live  among  the  Godii.  and  pan  each  day 
In  high  communion,  aharing  what  they  have 
Of  profuae  wealth  and  unolhouated  prey  ; 
And  from  the  portion  which  my  father  gave 
To  Phtebua,  I  will  anafch  my  ahare  amy. 
Which  if  my  Euher  will  not— nalhelem  I. 
Wlu  am  the  king  of  robhcra,  can  but  liy. 

XXX. 
"  And,  if  Laiona'a  eon  ahould  Rnd  me  aul. 

lit  oountemine  him  by  a  deeper  plan; 
111  pierco  Iho  Pythian  temple-iAlli.  ihough  aloul, 

And  nek  the  fane  of  eveiy  thing  1  can — 
Caldmna  and  Iripoda  of  great  worth  no  doubi. 

Each  golden  cup  and  poliiih'd  brazen  pan. 
All  the  wroughl  Tapentriea  and  garmenia  gay."— 
So  they  together  talk'd  i — meanwhile  the  Day 

XXXI- 
Eihenal  ham  arose  oul  of  the  flood 

Of  flowing  Ocean,  bearing  light  to  men. 
Apollo  past  toward  the  aarred  wood. 

Which  from  the  inniMt  depths  of  j»  green  glen 
Ecbooi  the  voice  of  Neptune.— and  there  alood 

On  the  tame  epol  in  green  Oncheitns  then 
That  nms  old  animal,  the  vine^dreaier. 
""■D  waa  employ 'd  hedging  bin  vineyafd  &ei». 


XXXII. 

Laiooa'a  glorious  Son  began ; — "  I 
Tel),  aneient  hedgor  of  Oncheat 


-eofkl 


la  pa*i  Diia  w  ay. 


Ill  beifrn  with  crooked  horns  >  for  Ihey  have  two 
len  from  the  hnrf  in  high  Pieria, 
iVhero  a  black  boll  ww  fed  apart,  bHweeo 
o  woody  nwiuiiaina  in  a  neighboring  glen, 
il  four  fierce  dugs  watch'd  there. 


lut  the  (bur  doga  and  the  blank  bull  are  laA»- 
Stolen  Ihey  were  last  night  ai  eet  of  sun. 

)f  their  nil  beds  and  their  aweei  food  bereft— 
Now  toll  ma,  nun  bom  ere  the  world  iMfu^ 

lave  you  Been  any  one  paa  with  Ihn  com  r" 

?o  whom  the  man  of  overhanging  biuwi; 

XXXIV. 

My  friend,  it  would  require  na  common  akill 
Justly  to  apeak  of  every  thoig  I  tee : 

)n  vanona  purpowe  of  good  or  ill 
Many  paB  l^  my  vineyard.— end  lo  me 

ris  diflioult  to  know  Ibe  inviaible 
Thoughts,  which  inall 


lai'd 


»  till  li 


Hjae  many  mmda  may  b«M 
nly  can  soy.  J 

decUne  of  day 


XXXV. 
'  And  then  1  thought  I  «aw.  bul  dare  not  tank 

With  certainty  of  inch  ■  wondmaa  ihii^ 
I  ehdd.  who  could  not  hare  been  bom  ■  met       i 
Tboae  fair-hom'd  cattle  okwly  roUowing,  J 

And  in  hia  hand  he  held  a  poliib'd  alick :  " 


■  of  ihi.  1 


Id  have  ihown  more  cImt 


■  thoulden.  and  like  lire  i> 


xxxvn. 

Here  are  the  fooWcpa  of  the  homed  herd 
Tum"d  back  toworda  their  fields  of  asphodel  ^- 


Thue  having  aaid.  Phffibna , 

Sou^hi  high  Cyliene'a  IbreU-oinctured  bill. 

And  the  deep  cavern  where  dark  diBdom  lie^ 
id  whore  the  ambroaial  nymph  with  happy  wjl] 
Bore  the  Sniumian'a  love-child,  Mercorv— 

\QI  ■ili6V&\iB*Mi™.«.^o»™nMH,ft™. 
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XXXIX. 

Kebut  stoop'd  under  the  craggy  roof 

*d  over  the  dark  cavern : — Maia's  child 

ed  that  he  came  angry,  far  aloof. 

It  the  cows  of  which  he  had  been  begniled, 

er  him  the  fine  and  fragrant  woof 

m  ambrosial  swaddling-clothes  he  piled — 

og  fire-brands  lies  a  burning  spark, 

1  beneath  die  ashes  cold  and  dark. 

XL. 
like  an  infimt  who  had  suck'd  his  fill, 
now  was  newly  wash'd  and  put  to  bed, 
,  but  courting  sleep  with  weary  will, 
gathered  in  a  lump  hands,  feet,  and  head, 
and  his  beloved  tortoise  still 
7asp*d  and  held  under  his  shoulder-blade. 
I  the  lovely  mountain-goddess  knew, 
B  her  subtle,  swindling  baby,  who 

XLI. 

athed  in  his  sly  wiles.    Round  every  ciook 
le  ample  cavern,  for  his  kine,  Apollo 
sharp ;  and  when  he  saw  them  not,  he  took 
glittering  key,  and  open'd  three  great  hollow 
m  in  the  rock — where  many  a  nook 
fill'd  with  the  sweet  food  immortals  swallow, 
ghty  heaps  of  silver  and  pf  gold 
Sed  within — a  wonder  to  behold ! 

XUI. 

lite  and  silver  robM,  all  overwrought 
cunning  workmanship  of  tracery  sweeW- 
among  the  Gods,  there  can  be  naught 
e  wide  world  to  be  compared  with  it 
s  offiipring,  afler  having  sought 
lerds  in  every  comer,  thus  did  greet 
lermes : — **  Little  cradled  rogue,  declare 
illustrious  heifers,  where  they  are ! 

XLin. 

;  quickly !  or  a  quarrel  between  us 
;  rise,  and  the  event  will  be,  that  I 
Bwl  you  into  dismal  Tartarus, 
}ry  gloom  to  dwell  eternally ; 
dl  your  father  nor  your  mother  loose 
bars  of  that  black  dungeon — ^utterly 
ill  be  cast  out  from  the  light  of  day, 
t  the  ghosts  of  men,  unblest  as  they.** 

XLIV. 

vm  thus  Hermes  slyly  answered : — **  Son 
reat  Latona,  what  a  speech  is  this ! 
Hne  you  here  to  ask  me  what  is  done 
.  the  wild  oxen  which  it  seems  you  miss  f 
not  seen  them,  nor  from  any  one 
>  heard  a  word  of  the  whole  business ; 
ihould  promise  an  immense  reward, 
not  tell  more  than  you  now  have  heard. 

XLV. 

•etealer  should  be  both  tall  and  strong, 
I  am  but  a  little  new-bom  thing, 
9t  at  least,  can  think  of  nothing  wrong . — 
lusiness  is  to  suck,  and  sleep,  and  fling 
idle-clolhes  about  roe  all  day  long^ — 
alf  asleep,  hear  my  sweet  mother  sing, 
be  wash'd  in  water  clean  and  warm, 
ih'd  and  kiM'd  and  kept  secure  fhun  harm. 
3M 


XLVI. 
'<  O,  let  not  e*er  this  quarrel  be  averr*d! 

The  astounded  Gods  would  laugh  at  you,  if  e'er 
You  should  allege  a  story  so  absuid. 

As  that  a  new-bom  infimt  forth  could  fkn 
Out  of  his  home  aAer  a  savage  herd. 

I  was  bom  yesterday — ^my  small  feet  aie 
Too  tender  for  the  roads  so  hard  and  rough : 
And  if  you  think  that  this  is  npt  enough, 

XLVn. 
**  I  swear  a  great  oath,  by  my  &ther*i  head, 

That  I  stole  not  your  cows,  and  that  I  know 
Of  no  one  else,  who  might,  or  could,  or  did^ — 

Whatever  things  cows  are,  I  do  not  know. 
For  I  have  only  heard  the  name." — ^This  said. 

He  wink*d  as  fast  as  could  be,  and  his  brow 
Was  wrinkled,  and  a  whistle  kmd  gave  he. 
Like  one  who  hears  some  strange  absurdity. 

XLVm. 
Apollo  gently  smiled,  and  said : — ^  Ay,  ay, 

You  cunning  little  rascal,  you  will  bore 
Many  a  rich  man's  house,  and  your  array 

Of  thieves  will  lay  their  siege  before  his  door 
Silent  as  night,  in  night ;  and  many  a  day 

In  the  wild  glens  rough  shepherds  will  deploie 
That  you  or  yours,  having  an  appetite. 
Met  with  their  cattle,  comrade  of  the  night ! 

XLIX. 

**  And  this  among  the  Gods  shall  be  your  gifl, 
To  be  consider'd  as  the  lord  of  those 

Who  swindle,  house-break,  sheep^teal,  and  shop-lifk;— 
But  now  if  you  would  not  your  last  sleep  dose. 

Crawl  out!"— Thus  saying,  Phoebus  did  uplift 
The  subtle  inftnt  in  his  swaddling-clothes, 

And  in  his  arms,  according  to  his  wont, 

A  scheme  devised  the  illustrious  Argiphont 

L 

«  *  *  «  • 

*  *  *  » 

And  sneezed  and  shudder'd — Phoebus  on  the  grass 
Him  threw,  and  whilst  all  that  he  had  deaign'd 

He  did  perform— eager  although  to  pass, 
Apollo  darted  finom  his  mighty  mind 

Towards  the  subtle  babe  the  following  scoff: 

**I>o  not  imagine  this  will  get  you  off, 

LI. 
**  You  little  swaddled  child  of  Jove  and  May ." 

And  seized  him . — ^<  By  this  omen  I  shall  trace 
My  noble  herds,  and  you  shall  lead  the  way." 

Cyllenian  Hermes  from  the  grassy  place. 
Like  one  in  earnest  haste  to  get  away. 

Rose,  and  with  hands  Ufled  towards  his  face 
Roused  both  his  eai»— up  from  his  shoulders  drew 
His  swaddling-clothes,  and — **  What  mean  you  to  do 

UI. 
«  With  me,  yon  unkind  God  ?"  said  Mercury: 

**  Is  it  about  these  cows  jrou  tease  me  so  7 
I  wish  the  race  of  cows  were  perish'd ! — I 

Stole  not  foar  cows— I  do  not  even  know 
What  things  cows  are.    Alas !  I  well  may  sigh, 

That  since  I  came  into  this  world  of  woe, 
I  should  have  ever  heard  the  name  of  one- 
Bat  I  eppeal  to  the  Satonian't  throne." 


i 
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Thill  nmbm  and  ihs  Tignnl  Mercury 

T^lk'd  wilhoui  eomiiig  lu  nn  eiplunlion. 
With  lulven*  purpoH.     Ai  liw  Itutbui,  h* 

Soughi  nol  revenge,  bill  onlf  intonmlim, 
Aod  Ilemwe  triMi  with  lie*  Mid  mguery 

To  choM  Apollo— &ii  when  no  oviuion 
RariHt— fin  ihe  canning  one  hii  nulrh  had  ic 
»  Ibe  Huulr  grannd. 


LIV. 


d  o(  Jove 
heavenly  Sin 
Iful  u  Lole. 


Se  of  itie  Silver  Bow,  Iho  ehi 
Follow'd  behmd,  till  lo  iheL 
CMOS  Nrth  hii  diildMii— bMu 
And  from  ha  eqiiil  balanoi 
A  judgmeni  io  (he  cau»  whei 
O'er  odaRiiB  Olyrnpiu  nnd  in  i 
A  munniiriog  lumull  u  Ihey  i 

LV. 


ImiDortali  nuh'd  in  mighiy  mutuiuda ; 
An)  whilil  their  kiU  in  anier  do  [hey  Gil. 

Tbe  lofty  'niunderar  in  a  rirelei*  mood 
To  Plmbiu  Hiid^ — "Whence  drive  yoa  ihii  iwrnt  prey. 
The  her»M-b»by  bom  bui  yeelerduy  I— 

LVI. 
<■  A  mont  imponanl  lubiecl,  iiifler.  thij 

To  lay  befofo  Ihe  Godi ! "— "  Nay.  A&tt,  nay. 
When  you  have  undenUxxl  the  bnnneaa. 

Say  QUI  Ihit  I  alone  ani  tbrul  of  prey. 
I  fbniid  Iha  liule  boy  in  a  reccM 

Under  Cytleno'i  mouniaini  lai  away — 
A  BianiAal  and  moil  spporoni  ihief, 
A  KBndiit>niuQgi't  beyoiul  oil  belief 

Lvn. 

"  I  never  ««■  hia  like  either  in  heaven 

Or  upon  enrih  for  knaveiy  or  oraA; 
Qui  of  ihe  field  my  calile  yeaier-even. 

By  the  low  ahore  on  which  the  loud  hu  Isogh'di 
He  righl  down  lo  (he  river-tbcd  had  dnven ; 

Anil  mere  Daloaiihment  would  malie  yuu  dill 
Tt  Kte  Ihe  double  kind  of  luoiiiie]iii  atnnge 
He  hni  imprat'd  wherever  he  did  nnge. 

LVUI. 
•■  The  calile'i  Imck  on  Ihe  black  dual  full  well 

la  evident,  u  if  Ihey  woni  lowgrdi 
llie  plaee  fmm  which  Ihcy  came — tliat  upbodel 

Meadow,  io  which  1  feed  my  many  berdi. — 
Hit  aiapt  were  moi)  incnnipreheniible — 


Of  m 


It  have 


I  oihcr  Mnioger  node 


n  on  the  aadj  rood. 
Seem'd  Uke  die  tnit  ofiiakJapptingi  ■■ — but  ihsnee 
till  mark  or  track  denoung  where  they  trod 

Tbe  hard  ground  gave : — but  working  ai  hia  fence, 
A  martal  hedger  aaw  him  ai  be  pnat 
Tit  Pylo*.  wilb  Ihe  cowi,  in  hety  haale 


t  Ibund  Ibst  in  ihe  dark  hi 
Uod  HarriBrvd  aDma  cowi 


About  the  imd- 

Uad  crepi  into  hs 

Rubtdng, 


u  fnun  (he  (teriDg  day. 


Nor  could  he  tell,  ihaut 

Nol  Dten  who  muld 
So  ipeoking.  Phahui  nte ,-  and  Hemwi  ihm 
Addrea'd  (he  Supranie  Lord  of  (3ada  asd  maai 

ISIl. 
-  (jreai  Father,  you  know  cleaily  beltiTehaO^ 

Thai  all  which  I  iball  ny  to  yuu  ii  nxhl     ^ 

TuUllyu 

OfGod^ 
To  my  abode,  aeel 
And  laying  that  I 


Lcquninted  wiih  unlniih, 
KBbui  cune,  but  with  no  ban 
bear  him  wilneM,  in  gisal  w 


"Or  ha  would  huil  me  down  the  dark  ibfa. 

I  know,  that  every  Apollonian  limb 
Ii  clothed  with  ipeed  mid  mighi  and  manlinea, 

Aa  a  green  bank  wilh  Aowen — but  unlike  him 
I  wai  bom  yesterday,  and  you  may  gmm 

"         "'■        "'         '       he  indulged  the  whin 


lilllc  1 


(hing 


Beliei 


LXIY. 

I  like  s  strong  fellow  who  neali  kioe  ( 

■I  Father, 


Thii  driving  of  the  herdi  i*  none  of  miiw ; 
'on  my  ihrnbold  did  I  w-ander  ut'tr. 
Ly  I  Ihrive !  I  reverent  (he  divine 
1  and  the  Godi,  aikd  I  love  you.  and  cara 
for  (hiv  hard  iccaier — who  rami  bxtw 


LXV. 


Bar  by  iheie  moal  gloriounly-HTOUghl  ponili- 
u.  you  will  allow,  an  oath  of  laighl) 
igh  which  ihe  multitude  of  (be  I  lima  mala 
8  and  repon  for  ever,  day  and  night, 
Deviling  schemes  for  (be  afliura  of  moitali — 

That  I  am  guiltleas;  and  I  will  requil*. 
Although  mine  enemy  be  gresi  and  itntig, 
"lis  i^ruel  threat — da  thou  defend  (he  young!" 
LXVT 
a  ipeakiog,  the  Cyllenian  Agriphont 
Wink'd,  ai  if  now  hii  advet«ry  wta  filled  i — 
nd  Jupiter,  according  to  hii  wont, 
liugh'd  hennilf  (o  hear  ihe  lubtle-w-ined 

And  every  word  a  lie.    Bui  he  remiKed 
Judgment  at  preacni — and  hia  ethoTtation 
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Lxvn. 

ouj^hty  Jupiter  were  bidden 
;  with  a  single  purpose  both, 
ther  chiding  nor  yet  chidden : 
iry  with  innocence  and  truth 
ray,  and  show  where  he  had  hidden 
r  heifers. — Hermes,  nothing  loth, 
Igis-bearer's  will — for  he 
luade  all  easily. 

Lxvni. 

children  of  Heaven's  highest  Lord 

)  Pylos,  and  the  pastures  wide 

\m  by  the  Alphean  ford, 

ilth  in  the  route  night  is  multiplied 

nowth.    Whilst  Hermes  drove  the  herd 

stony  cavern,  FhoBbus  spied 

those  the  little  babe  had  slain, 

he  precipice  above  the  plain. 

LXIX. 
possible,"  then  Phcsbus  said, 
,  a  little  child,  bom  yesterday, 
other's  milk  and  kisses  fod, 
prodigious  heifors  ever  flay  f 
f  may  well  hereafter  dread 
ess,  offiipring  of  Cyllenian  May, 
w  strong  and  talL" — ^He  spoke,  and  bound 
inds  the  infimf  s  wrists  around. 

LXX. 

well  have  bound  the  oxen  wild ; 
bands,  though  starkly  inteiknit, 
et  of  the  immortal  child, 
y  some  device  of  his  quick  wit 
dived  himself  agaii^  beguiled, 
— while  Hermes  sought  some  hole  or  pit, 
Qce  and  winking  fast  as  thought, 
ght  hide  himself  and  not  be  caught 

LXXI. 

langed  his  plan,  and  with  strange  skill 
le  strong  Latonian,  by  the  might 
ausic,  to  his  mightier  will ; 
nd  held  the  lyre,  and  in  his  right 
1  struck  the  chords — unconquerable 
aneath  his  hand  in  circling  flight 
%  music  rose— and  sweet  as  Love 
ing  notes  did  Uve  and  move 

Lxxn. 

Bart  of  great  Apollo— he 
th  all  hk  soul,  and  laugh'd  for  pleasure, 
ide  stood  harping  fearlessly 
shed  boy ;  and  to  the  measure 
lyre,  there  follow'd  loud  and  firee 
voice ;  for  he  unlock'd  the  tieasura 
ong,  illustrating  die  birth 
Gods  and  the  dark  desert  Earth  : 

Lxxm. 

he  Immortals  every  one 
was  assign'd  of  all  that  is 
temosyne  did  JMaia's  son 
lie  light  of  his  loud  melodies ; — 
C9od  was  bom  or  had  b^gun, 
order  due  and  fit  degreea 
irth  and  bring    and  did  inoT* 
Oani^Jbrei 


LXXIV. 
These  words  were  winged  with  his  swifl  delight: 

**  Yon  heifer«tealing  schemer,  well  do  you 
Deserve  that  fifty  oxen  should  requite 

Such  minstielstea  as  I  have  heard  even  now. 
Comrade  of  foasts,  little  contriving  wi|^t, 

One  of  your  secrets  I  would  gladly  know, 
Whether  die  glorious  power  yoo  now  show  forth 
Was  folded  up  within  you  at  your  birth, 

LXXV. 
**  Or  wheflier  mortal  taught  or  God  inspired 

The  power  of  unpremeditated  song  f 
Many  divinest  soonds  have  I  admired. 

The  Olympian  Gods  and  mortal  men  among ; 
But  such  a  strain  of  wondrous,  strange,  nntired. 

And  soul-«wakening  muac,  sweet  and  strong. 
Yet  did  I  never  hear  except  fimn  thee, 
Ofiqiring  of  May,  impostor  Mercury ! 

LXXVL 

"What  Muse,  what  skill,  what  nnimagined  t»e, 
What  exercise  of  snbdest  art,  has  given 

Thysongssuehpoweif — ^Ibr  those  whohear  may  choose 
From  thee  the  choioest  of  the  gifb  of  Heaven, 

Delight,  and  love,  and  sleep,— eweet  sleep,  whose  dews 
Are  sweeter  than  the  balmy  tears  of  even>— 

'And  I,  who  speak  this  praise,  am  that  Apollo 

Whom  the  O^pian  Muses  ever^fidlow : 

Lxxvn. 

"  And  their  delight  is  dance,  and  the  Uiflie  noise 

Of  song  and  overflowing  poesy ; 
And  sweet,  even  as  desire,  Uie  liquid  voice 

Of  pipes,  that  fills  the  clear  air  thriUingly ; 
But  never  did  my  inmost  soul  rejoice 

In  this  dear  work  of  youthful  revelry. 
As  now  I  wonder  at  thee,  son  of  Jove ; 
Thy  harpings  and  thy  songs  are  soft  as  love. 

Lxxvm. 

**  Now  since  thou  hast,  although  so  very  small. 
Science  of  arts  so  glorious,  thus  I  swear. 

And  let  this  cornel  javelin,  keen  and  tall. 
Witness  between  us  what  I  promise  here^ — 

That  I  will  lead  thee  to  the  Olympian  Hall, 
HoDor'd  and  mighty,  with  thy  mother  dear. 

And  many  glorious  gifb  in  joy  will  give  thee. 

And  even  at  the  end  will  ne'er  deceive  thee." 

LXXIX. 

To  whom  thus  Mercury  vrith  prudent  speech  :— 
"Wisely  hast  thou  inquired  of  my  skill : 

I  envy  thee  no  thing  I  kiaow  to  teadi 
Even  this  day:— for  both  in  word  and  will 

I  would  be  gentle  vrith  thee ;  thou  canst  reach 
All  thingp  in  thy  wise  spirit,  and  thy  skill 

Is  highest  in  Eteaven  among  the  sons  of  Jove, 

Who  loves  tfaee  m  the  fullness  of  his  love. 

LXXX. 

"  The  CounsaUor  Supreme  has  given  to  thee 

Divinest  gifts,  out  of  the  am^tude 
Of  his  profbM  exfaaustless  treasury ; 

By  thee,  'tis  said,  the  depths  are  undenlood 
Of  his  fkr  voice ;  by  thee  the  mystery 

Of  all  oracular  fotes^— and  the  dread  mood 
Of  tha  dxnnm  ^  >misduii^  u>  %n«(\.\— 
A  ctdld    ytWkTa  ^f  iB&^  «Di^.tEa^(ti<6) — 
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Sliika  lliv  iweei  ctionk  utd  niig  iWud.  and  «' 
Tfaf  jofaiw  plawura  oui  of  many  n  lit 


LSJLXa. 

•  Tben  beu  il  buUly  M  the  revol  loud, 
Lovf-iTsksaing  dance,  or  Teoii  of  ■lUmn  ita 

A  jciy  hy  lught  or  duy — fur  ihoM  umlowiHl 
With  ml  and  Hindmn,  who  miVRvgalii. 

I[  teacrhH.  babbling  ill  daligbiful  tuuod 

All  Ibingi  wbich  roakt  ihe  apint  nioM  aUte. 

SoDihing  ihB  miod  uiih  aweei  faniiliar  |iUy, 

C'haaiog  dw  btavy  aluiJaHB  uf  dimuay. 


LXXXllI. 


ml  impoiuoualy 


LXXXIV. 

"  And  lei  UB  lw«  benoerurth  togcUlBr  Ibed 

On  tbii  green  moiuilain  dops  and  puloml  plain. 

The  benli  ID  liIigDUoa— ihey  will  brood 
qnifkly  enough  M  ranHnpenHi  our  paia. 

If  u  ihe  bulla  and  com  we  lake  gnod  bced  i — 
And  Uum.  though  aooMnvhal  over-fimd  of  gsin, 

Cnid^  me  nol  hair  thv  pn>nt." — Having  ipoke, 

The  ihell  be  proHer'd,  aiid  AjmUd  ioA  ; 

LXXXV. 

And  gave  him  in  return  Ihe  glillering  laah, 
IniUiUing  hiia  u  benlanuui ;— tram  [h«  lodi 

or  Mrrcuiy  then  laugh'd  >  juyoua  lioah. 
And  then  Apollo  Hilh  ihe  plectrum  orook 

Tb?  rhordij  anj  from  beneath  hi<  handa  a  cmah 
01'  migbly  aouoda  nuh'd  up.  wboae  muaie  ibmk 

[Da  aweetei  voice  a  jual  acconlonce  kepi. 

LXXXVl. 
Tlie  herd  went  wandering  o'er  Ihe  divine  mead, 

Whilai  (hoe  iuhI  beaubrul  Sona  of  Jupiter 
Won  their  iwift  nay  up  lo  ihe  anowy  head 

Of  while  Olympuii  with  (he  joyoui  lyre 
Sooihing  Iheir  journey ;  and  ihair  Guher  dread 

Galhor'cl  ihem  both  loia  tsmiltiu' 
AflacticiD  eweel, — and  then,  and  now,  ud  ever. 
Ilernie*  miul  lovo  him  of  the  Golden  Quiver, 

LSXXVII. 
To  \tbam  he  gave  the  lyre  thai  sweetly  •minded. 

Which  tkilfullj  he  held  and  play'd  Ibereon. 
lie  piped  l)iD  while,  and  (br  oud  wide  rebouoded 

Tho  echo  of  hit  pifongi;  every  otM 
Of  the  OlymfDam  m  with  Joy  oaiounded. 

While  he  conceived  unolhei  piwe  oC  fun. 
Tne  of  hii  old  tricka— which  Ihe  God  ot  D*-) 
<«Keiying.  nid .— "  I  feii  Ihee,  Son  ot  M»j  V— 


LSXXVIll. 

ir  llitm  luid  Ihy  dy  cbameleon  •piril. 

il  (hou  abouldilueal  my  lyre  and  oniaki 

This  glory  and  power  Iboa  dioal  Irnui  JoTv  ii 

To  Ipach  nil  cjal)  upon  ihe  ewlh  below  f 

luevea  love  and  worahip  Ihee — -a  ia  Ihy  M 

7^  nuke  oU  monal  buaioes  abb  aod  dm* 


LXXXIX. 

Thai  yDU  wilt  neier  rotf  me.  yen  will  da  , 

A  thing  ettramoly  pleaaiiig  lo  my  beafV'  , 

Then  Mercury  aware  by  Iho  Scygian  dew,    d 

Thai  he  would  never  aleal  hia  bow  or  ^ 

Or  lay  hii  bandi  on  what  la  hoa  uu  dva. 

Or  ever  would  employ  haa  puweriid  art 

Agaiml  bia  Pythtan  lane.    Then  Phnteia  MM 

There  hu  do  God  of  maa  whom  be  lnviJa 


XC. 


"And  I 


ill  give  tbee  nt  a  good-will  tite^ 
ine  uauiiful  wand  of  weallh  and  hapfh 

A  pcifccl  three-leaved  rod  oT  gold  anbtakM 
Whole  nape  H-UI  thy  GioUlagia  ever  him 

And  whatanevar  by  Jove'a  voice  ia  apokca 
or  eulhly  m  divine  tioia  ila  receok 

It.  like  a  loving  aool.  lo  thee  will  apaak. 

And  more  than  this  do  Ibou  forbear  to  MMlb 

XCI. 
"  For.  deareal  child,  ilie  diiinationa  Ugh 

Which  thou  requireil.  'lia  unlawful  evar 
That  ihou.  or  any  other  daily 

Should  undemuuid — and  tbId  weie  lb*  « 
For  Ih^  an  hidden  in  Juve'a  rnjnd,  and  I 

'lavB  Bwom  ihat  I  noaU 
3f  Jove's  imno.1  will 


XCII. 
Than,  goldeo-wanded  bmther,  aak  ma  not 
To  apeak  the  felw  by  Jupiter  derignd ; 


I  diapcnH — bat  be  who  cornea  ooocign'i 
By  voice  and  wingi  of  perfcrl  augury 
To  my  great  ahcine,  aball  find  avul  in  ma. 


U  I  not  deceivi 


It  will  01 


itd^ 


But  he  nbo  comn  relyiiig  on  auch  birdt 
■  chalter  vainly,  who  wotild  airain  and  n 
The  purpoae  of  the  God*  H-iih  i 
nd  deeioa  Iheir  koowlcdge  light,  he  ihall  hai 
Hii  road— whiln  I  among  my  other  boaidt 

Hi«  gifla  depo.iL    Ycl.  O  aon  of  May ! 

I  have  anottaer  nondioni  thmg  to  lay; 

XCIV. 

"here  ore  tliree  Fates,  three  virgin  SMen.  f 
Rejoicing  in  their  wind-oulapeeding  Hiugi. 
icir  beadi  with  OotU'  aDowed  over  ivhile  aik 
Sit  in  a  vale  round  which  PuDaeus  lUnga 
circling  akirla — (ram  ihtw  I  hnve  leani'd  t 

.■j  WtK\  Un&wfL    WLllU  thev  HOTT^i  nfil  . 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMB. 


845 


xcv. 

having  eaten  the  freah  honey,  grow 
k  with  divine  enthusiasm,  and  utter 
irnest  willingness  the  truth  they  know ; 
f  deprived  of  that  sweet  food,  they  mutter 
isible  delusions ; — ^these  to  you 
9 ; — if  you  inquire,  they  will  not  stutter ; 
your  own  soul  with  them : — any  man 
uid  instruct,  may  profit,  if  he  can. 

XCVI. 

these  and  the  fierce  oxen,  Maia's  child — 
many  a  horse  and  toil-enduring  mule, 
g'd-jaw'd  lions,  and  the  wild 
D-tusked  boara,  o'er  all,  by  field  or  pool, 
e  which  the  mighty  Mother  mild 
ishes  in  her  bosom,  thou  shah  rule— 
38t  alone  the  veil  of  death  uplift — 
vest  not — ^yet  this  ia  a  great  gift" 

XCVII. 
ng  Apollo  loved  the  child  of  May 
ith,  and  Jove  cover'd  them  with  love  and  joy. 
with  Gods  and  men  even  fjrom  that  day 
led,  and  wrought  the  latter  much  annoy, 
le  profit,  going  far  astray 
tigh  the  dun  night  Farewell,  delightful  Boy, 
I  and  Maia  sprung, — never  by  me, 
u,  nor  other  songs  shall  unremember'd  be. 


THE  CYCLOPS; 
A  BATIRIO  DRAMA. 
▲m LATBD  raoM  ths  oaaix  or  auainDBS. 


SiLENUS. 

Chorus  of  Sattks. 

Ulysses. 

The  Ctclops. 


SILENUS. 

;hits,  what  a  world  of  toil,  both  now 

I  these  limbs  were  overworn  with  age, 

endured  for  thee !  Firat,  when  thou  fledd'st 

untain-nyrophs  who  nurst  thee,  driven  a&r 

itrange  madness  Juno  sent  upon  thee ; 

I  the  battle  of  the  sons  of  Earth, 

:  stood  foot  by  foot  close  to  thy  side, 

ropitious  fellow-combatant, 

ving  through  his  shield  my  winged  spear, 

(St  Enceladus.    Consider  now, 

ream  of  which  I  speak  to  thee  7 

» it  is  not,  for  you  have  the  trophies ! 

w  I  suffer  more  than  all  before. 

Bn  I  heard  that  Juno  had  devised 

18  voyage  for  you,  I  put  to  sea 

1  my  children  quaint  in  search  of  you ; 

lyself  stood  on  the  beaked  prow 

d  the  naked  mast,  and  all  my  boys 

;  upon  their  oars,  with  splash  and  strain 

'hite  with  ibem  the  green  and  pur|de 

we  sought  you,  king.    We  were  sailing 

[alea,  when  an  eastern  wind  arose, 

>ve  us  to  this  wild  iEtnean  rock ; 

;-eyed  children  of  the  Ocean  God, 


The  man^estnying  Cyciapam  inhabit. 

On  this  wild  shore,  their  soUtaiy  caves, 

And  one  of  these,  named  Polypheroe,  has  «^«flHt  ^ 

To  be  his  slaves;  and  so,  for  all  delight 

Of  Bacchic  sports,  sweet  ilance  and  melody. 

We  keep  this  lawless  giant* s  wandering  flodok 

My  sons  indeed,  on  fiur  declivities, 

Yoimg  things  themselves,  tend  on  the  youngling  sheep^ 

But  I  remain  to  fill  the  water-casks. 

Or  sweeping  the  hard  floor,  or  ministering 

Some  impious  and  abominable  meal 

T6  the  fell  Cyclopa    I  am  wearied  of  it! 

And  now  I  must  scrape  up  the  litter'd  floor 

With  this  great  iron  nke,  so  to  receive 

My  absent  master  and  his  evening  sheep 

In  a  cave  neat  and  clean.    Even  now  I  see 

My  childrm  tending  the  flocks  hitherward. 

Ha  I  what  is  this  ?  are  your  Sicinnian  measuni 

Even  now  the  same,  as  when  with  dance  and  soQg 

You  brought  young  Bacchus  to  Athm's  halls  f 


OHOKDB  Of  lATTII. 
STROPHE. 

Where  has  he  of  race  divine 
Wander*d  in  the  winding  rocks  f 
Here  the  air  is  calm  and  fine 
For  die  father  of  the  flocks  ^- 
Here  the  grass  is  soft  and  sweet, 
And  the  river«ddies  meet 
In  the  trough  beside  the  cave, 
Bright  as  in  their  fountain  wave. 
Neither  here,  nor  on  the  dew 
Of  the  lawny  uplands  feeding! 
Oh,  you  come ! — a  stone  at  you 
Will  I  throw  to  mend  your  breeding ; 
Get  along,  jrou  homed  thing. 
Wild,  seditious,  rambling !  . 

EPODE.* 

An  lacchic  melody 

To  the  golden  Aphrodite 

WiU  I  tift,  as  erst  did  I 

Seeking  her  and  her  delight 

With  the  Mssnads,  whose  white  feet 

To  the  music  glance  and  fleet 

Bacchus,  O  beloved !  where. 

Shaking  wide  thy  yellow  hair, 

Wanderest  thou  alone,  afar! 

To  the  one-eyed  Cyclops,  we. 

Who  by  right  thy  servanti  are. 

Minister  in  misery. 

In  these  wretched  goatskins  clad. 

Far  from  thy  delights  and  thee. 

8ILEIVUB. 

Be  silent,  sons ;  command  the  skives  to  drive 
The  gathered  flocks  into  the  rock-roofd  cave. 

CHORUS. 

Go  .(—But  what  needs  this  serious  haste,  O  father  f 

.     SILENUS. 

I  see  a  Greek  ship's  boat  upon  the  coast. 
And  thence  the  rowers  vrith  some  general 
Approaching  to  this  cave.    About  their  necks 
Hang  empty  vessels,  as  they  wanted  food. 
And  water>flasksw— O,  miserable  strangen ! 


*  Tlw  Antistropbe  is  omitted. 
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Whoneo  come  Ihey,  Ibnl  Ihey  know  nol  whaE  and  w(i 

My  mo«ier  ii.  nppmstliing  in  ill  hour 

The  uihnpiuble  iw>r  of  Pnlyphems. 

And  Ihfl  CyclDpian  jsw-bone.  man-dalWfing  ? 

Bs  uleal,  Sttyn.  wbile  1  uk  and  hm- 

Wbflocs  coDung.  Ihsy  arrive  al  Ihs  lEtiMUi  tiilL 


niDHly  of  QUI 

■hinir  waisi 

wluiibithi>I- 

Wb  Hem  to  b 

8  blithe  coun 

f  B«Thui.  I  0 

r  Salyn  near 

1«1  me  gieel  It 

M  older.-Uiul 

!  tell  thf  counlry  and  Ihy  ra 


•  Iki 


Woidji  and  ahrewd.  the  ton  of  Siiyphiu. 

I  wa  Ihe  laroe,  but  da  nol  nil  upon  ina. — 

WhflOiw  Bfliitng  da  ^u  mme  to  Sicily  T 

Fmn  Ilion,  and  fmm  Ihs  Tinjan  luili. 

How,  louch'd  you  nol  al  your  ruiBmsl  ihow  t 

The  itreiiglh  of  Unpesu  bore  me  here  by  force. 

The  nltnme  aoddenl  occiuT'd  la  tan. 

Were  you  ihen  driTm  heto  by  Bire«  of  weather  I 

Following  the  pirata  who  bad  kidnapp'd  Bacchus. 

What  land  ia  thia,  and  who  luhabil  it  t— 

£.00.  the  ioftieil  peak  in  Sicily. 

And  are  than  wnlli,  and  lowcr^urrouiided  lownil 

There  ire  nol;  Uieae  lone  rock)  ate  bare  of  men. 

And  irha  pnaen  Ihe  laod  f  the  mce  of  beaali  I 

BILENDS. 

Cyclopi.  who  live  in  eavemi.  nol  in  bouaea. 

Obeying  whom  T  Or  if  the  ilale  poputu  F 

Shepherd*  •-  no  one  obeyi  aoy  in  aught 

How  lite  Ihey  I  do  Ihey  aow  (he  fom  of  Cerea  t 

aii,Eiivs. 
On  milk  and  cheese,  uid  on  the  fleah  of  iheep 

Have  they  the  Bromian  drink  Horn  Ihe  viue'i  rtreeun 

Ah  no!  they  live  in  an  ungndoui  land. 

And  tn  (buy  jiua  to  itrBngBn  1— lioaptoUsl 


They  think  Ihe  vweeleal  IhJng  a  atmoger  bnaj 
ii  hu  OHD  fleih. 

What  I  do  ihey  eai  imo'i  A 

No  one  oomea  here  who  is  uol  ealen  up^ 

The  Cyclapa  non — Where  i>  he )  Nd(  at  ban 
II  on  £U)a.  bunting  niih  hii  dogi. 
I'll  thou  whei  ihuu  mint  do  to  aid  ui  bn 
w  not :  WB  will  help  you  all  ve  can. 

If  Doi  any  thing,  as  I  aid.  but  mut 
leoi  if  a  tweei  remedy  for  hunger. 
Cow'i  milk  Ihere  ia.  and  ilore  of  conllad  chH 
Bring  out : — 1  woold  see  all  before  t  buiun. 
But  how  much  gold  will  you  engage  to  give  I 
I  bring  no  gold,  bnl  Bacchic  juice. 

Ojoyf 

Tis  long  once  Iheio  dry  lipa  ivere  wet  with  i 

1.  the  aon  of  (he  God.  gnte  il  me. 

ULINUa. 

Whom  I  have  nnned  b  baby  in  my  unv. 
The  Bin  of  Bacchuc,  for  youi  clearer  hnowled 

you  it  now  (—or  ii  it  in  the  ahipl 
Old  man,  thif  akin  conlaina  it.  which  vdq  fe«. 
Why  thit  would  hardly  be  a  moathful  fin  lae. 
Nay,  twice  aa  much  aa  you  can  draw  fhxD  Am 
Von  speak  of  a  fair  fountain,  aweei  lo  me. 
Would  you  fiiM  lute  of  Ihe  unmingled  wiw  t 
Tif  jUBl — casting  invites  the  purchaser- 
Here  is  die  cup,  together  with  Ihe  bUr. 
Ptour— ttiil  Ihe  draught  may  GUip  ray  reoMmh 

Pgpaiaim!  nhal  a  meet  smetl  il  hv.' 
ToufOBiilhenr—        ""^ 

By  Jove,  do!  but  I  smell 
\'^uUi>lni-la>VDui  mt  fiaiae  i(  in  vcorda  gnlj 
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8ILVNU8. 

at  Bacchus  calls  me  forth  to  dance ! 

ULT88E8. 

Did  it  flow  sweetly  dovm  your  throat? 

BILKNUS. 

ngled  to  my  very  nails. 

ULTSSI8. 

ition  I  will  give  you  gold. 

BIUtNUS. 

one !  only  unlock  the  cask. 

ULT88B8. 

ome  cheeses  now,  or  a  young  goat 

8ILENU8. 

do,  despising  any  master. 
I  drink  one  cop,  and  J  will  give 
9  Cyclops  feed  upon  their  mountains. 

CHORUS. 

iken  Troy  and  hiid  your  hands  on  Helen? 

ULTSSn. 

f  destroy'd  the  race  of  Priam. 

8IIJCNUB. 

tn  wretch !  she  was  bewitch'd  to  see 

•color'd  anklets  and  the  chain 

gold  which  girt  the  neck  of  Paris, 

)  left  that  good  man  Menelaus. 

lid  be  no  more  women  in  the  world 

s  are  reserved  for  me  abne^ — 

ire  sheep,  and  here  are  goats,  Ulysses, 

Losparing  cheeses  of  press'd  milk ; 

1 ;  depart  with  what  good  speed  ye  may ; 

ng  my  reward,  the  Bacchic  dew 

nring  grapes. 

ULT88I8. 

Ah  me!  Alas! 
1  we  do  f  the  Cyclops  is  at  hand ! 
we  perish !  whither  con  we  fly  ? 

8ILVNU8. 

lelves  quick  within  that  hollow  rock. 

ULT88K8. 

irilous  to  fly  into  the  net 

8U.KNUB. 

n  has  recesses  numberiess ; 
selves  quick. 

ULT88Z8. 

That  will  I  never  do ! 
If  Troy  would  be  indeed  disgraced 

I  fly  one  man.    How  many  times 
ithstood,  with  shield  immovable, 
and  Phrygians ! — if  J  needs  must  die, 

die  with  glory . — ^if  I  live, 
)  which  I  have  goin'd  will  yet  remain. 

BIUCNUS. 

assistance,  comrades,  haste  assistance ! 
/TCL0P8,  SiLBNUs,  Ultbsis  ;  Chorus. 

OTCLOra. 

lis  tumult  f  Bacchus  is  not  here, 
mies  nor  braxen  castanets, 
ny  young  lambs  in  the  cavern?  AfiDdng 
IS  or  playing  by  their  sides  ?  And  is 
cheese  press'd  into  the  bullrush  boskets  ? 

II  beat  some  of  you  till  you  rain 
not  downwards,  when  I  speak  lo  you. 


SIUNITB. 

See  \  I  now  gape  at  Jupiter  himfleU) 
I  otare  upon  Orion  and  the  stars. 

OTOLOn. 

Well,  is  the  dinner  fitly  oook'd  and  laid? 

SILSNUO. 

All  reody,  if  your  throat  is  reody  loa 

0T0L0P8. 

Are  the  bowls  AiU  of  milk  besides? 

StLKWUS. 

aerfari 
So  you  may  drink  a  timfhl  if  you  wilL 

OYOLOn. 

Is  it  ewe's  milk  or  cow's  milk,  or  both  miz'd  f— 

ULENITS. 

Both,  dther ;  only  pray  don't  swallow  ma 

CYCLOPS. 

By  Domeons^ 

«        •        • 

What  is  this  crowd  I  see  beside  die  stalls? 
Outlaws  or  thieves  ?  for  near  my  cavem-hanie, 
I  see  my  young  lambs  coupled  two  by  two 
Wifli  willow  bands ;  mix'd  wifli  my  cheeses  tie 
Their  implements ;  and  this  old  feUow  here 
Has  his  bald  head  broken  with  stripes. 

6ILXNU8. 

Ah  me! 
1  have  been  beaten  till  I  bum  with  fever. 

CYCLOPS. 

By  whom?  Who  laid  his  fist  upon  your  head ? 

BXLSN17B. 

Those  men,  because  I  would  not  suflbr  them 
To  steal  your  goods. 

CYCLOPS. 

Did  not  the  rascals  know 
I  am  a  God,  spnmg  from  die  race  of  heaven  ? 

SILENUS. 

I  told  them  so,  but  they  bore  off  your  things. 
And  ate  the  cheese  in  spite  of  allJ  said, 
And  carried  out  the  lambs— and  said,  moreover, 
They'd  pin  you  down  with  a  three-cubit  collar. 
And  puU  your  vitals  out  through  yom  one  eye. 
Torture  your  back  with  stripes,  then  binding  you. 
Throw  you  as  ballast  into  the  ship's  hold. 
And  then  deliver  you,  a  slave,  to  move 
Enormous  rocks,  or  found  a  vestibule. 

CYCLOPS. 

In  truth?  Nay,  haste,  and  place  in  order  quickly 

The  cooking-knives,  and  heap  upon  the  hearth. 

And  kindle  it,  a  great  fogot  of  wood — 

As  soon  as  fliey  are  sUughter'd,  fliey  shall  fill 

My  belly,  broihng  warm  from  the  live  coals. 

Or  boiled  and  seethed  within  the  bubbling  caldron. 

I  am  quite  sick  of  the  wild  mountain  game ; 

Of  stags  and  lions  I  have  gorged  enough. 

And  I  grow  hungry  for  the  flesh  of  men. 

SILKNUS. 

Nay,  master,  something  new  is  very  pleasant 

After  one  thing  for  ever,  and  of  late 

Very  few  strangers  have  approach*d  our  cave. 

ULYSSIS. 

Hear,  Cydops,  a  plain  tale  on  the  other  side. 
We,  wanting  to  tmy  food,  came  fiom  our  ship 
Into  the  neigfaborfaood  of  your  cave,  and  here 
Thm  dd  8U«o»  gave  us  in  exchange 
These  lambs  for  wine,  die  which  he  took  and  diul^ 
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And  all  by  muiW  compnti,  nirioui  rort«. 
There  a  no  wonl  of  i™*  i"  "•"'1  he  sap, 
For  ilily  ho  wu  Mllrog  oil  your  tlore. 


And  ancieni  nnmen  luid  gray  Guben  nvj 
Theit  fhildlaa  uge ; — if  you  ibould  nnii  itw  rm, 

\iB  a  Inllef  IqibI  dial  you  ptpjure, 
WTier*  ihen  would  any  lura  I  Yei  be  pemudodi 
Furego  Ihe  lint  of  your  jaw-bone ;  praier 

Many  have  bought  loo  deat  Uieu  eiil  joyi. 


Cynlop*.  I  innu  by  tjepluiu  who  brE»I  UlMi 
By  mighiy  Triion  anil  by  Neitua  old, 
CalypB  and  the  glaacom  otoan  Nymplo. 

Be  Ihwe  ilio  wiloem*  lay  dear  iiwcpl  manor, 
My  dathng  liille  Cyt^pa,  ihal  I  never 
Cava  guy  of  yaur  itorea  ui  these  false  nrongcra  t 
If  I  ipeak  laW,  may  ihou  Mham  mual  1  love, 
My  chUdiHi.  perah  wretchnlly ! 

There  tiop ! 
I  nw  him  givin;  lhc«e  ihingn  lu  Hie  ■imtiger^ 
If  I  ipcsk  fbtH.  ihen  miiy  my  Iniher  periah, 
Bui  <lo  DOl  Ihno  wrong  hotpiuiliiy. 


Onr  race  ii  Iihacan — having  deatroy'd 
The  lonn  of  Troy.  Iho  lemputi  of  Ihe  ■ 
llavo  driven  ui  on  ihy  lanil,  O  Polyphea 


Wei 


land  Bi' 


■tong, 


Thai  ihou  doit  apnio  ihy  friendi  who  visii  thee, 
And  place  do  impiuua  food  wilhin  Ihy  jawt. 
For  in  ihe  depUw  of  Greece  we  have  upreor'ii 
Temples  to  Ihy  gteai  fiiiher,  whiih  ara  all 
Ilii  homei    The  nvred  bay  of  I'snann 
RemaiOH  inviolale.  and  eaeh  dim  reecOH 
Scoop'd  hiKh  on  ihe  Matean  proraonUry, 
And  aery  Sunium'i  silver-veined  cng. 
Which  dii  ine  Pallaa  kospn  Dnprofaned  erer. 
The  Getaiiian  uiyliinui.  and  nhale'et 


»kepl 
'hich 


From  Phrygian  cc 

The  ikina  of  Grecian  land,  under 
Of  ^UiB  Sind  ila  cragt  "polled  with  tire, 
^^lm  ihen  lo  convorw  under  human  lawn. 
Receive  us  Hhlpwreck'd  tupphanti.  and  pravi 
Food,  eloihei,  and  fire,  and  hoa^aiahle  gilhij 
nor  iiimg  upon  oieD-piercmg  iihu 

"■  your  belly  and  your  jawa. 


Prian; 


ly  goud  fellow,  ia  ih 
ihiiigi  ure  a  prelenc 
Whal  are  my  islher's  a 
The  aacred  rac-lui  whcmn  he  dneUi.  lo  w  I 
I  laugh  1»  acora  Jove'i  IhimJeriBll 
I  know  nai  ihai  bin  (Ireufih  i>  niore  Uuu  nune. 
ire  DOl  ^Whea  be  poDia 
I  have  a  cloH  paiilim 


rnderlhis  Bic 
Feanin«  on  a  masl  naif  or  «mc 
\nd  drinking  pant  of  milk  ;  ani 
:inuLiIing  Ihe  Ibimder  of  high  . 
,  And  when  Ihe  Thraeian  wind  a 


uild  b< 


Kindle  i 


lybodym 


le  eonh.  by  forre,  wbelher  ii  will  or  no. 
Bno^ng  brtli  graa.  fanera  my  flockJ  and  bait. 
Which.  UI  ivhBl  oiher  Uod  but  to  myvrif 
Atid  ihii  greal  belly.  Ani  of  driiiea. 
Should  I  bo  bound  lo 


The» 


Jupiter  is  Ihta. 


il  and  drink  during  bia  little  day. 
And  give  himaelf  no  tan.  Aad  aa  Hr  Aa« 
Who  complicate  with  laiea  Ihe  life  of  tgn^ 
I  freely  give  Ihsm  teon  for  their  reward. 

And  Ihat  I  niny  be  quit  of  all  denumda. 
Theac  are  my  hcspiisble  gilla ; — fierce  fits 
And  yon  ancestral  raldroo,  whii 


(sped  the  Ttojan  loili. 


ung  fiom  Jove 
101  II  ibui  'noy 


I  bright  iiam,  look,  haajniable  Jove. 
this  oulragp  of  thy  deily. 
jitae  be  cuiuidet'd  at  aa  God  i 


ta  [alo^l 

For  your  gaisng  gulf,  and  your  (nillel  wide. 
""le  revino  it  ready  on  every  lide. 

IB  limbs  of  ihe  raangen  me  cook'd  and  dan*. 
There  in  boil'd  meal,  ind  nwii  meal,  aul  ibhI  M 

Ihe  coal. 

You  imy  chop  it.  and  tew  il.  and  goub  il  ibr  fi«b 
'lairy  gooi'sekin  containa  die  whole- 


Lei  me  but  e> 


m  of  your  wrath  to 
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Tbe  Cfclops  iEtnean  it  cruel  and  bold, 
He  murders  the  ttrangeri 
That  at  on  his  hearth, 
And  dreads  no  avengers 
To  rise  from  the  earth, 
roacts  the  men  before  they  are  cold. 
He  matches  them  broiling  from  the  coal, 
And  from  the  caldron  pulls  them  whole. 
And  minces  their  flesh  and  gnaws  their  bone 
With  his  cursed  teeth,  till  all  be  gone. 

Farewell,  foul  pavilion! 

Farewell,  rites  of  dread ! 
The  Cyclops  vermilion. 
With  slaughter  imclojring, 

Now  feasts  on  the  dead. 
In  the  flesh  of  strangers  joying ! 

ULT88ES- 

O  Jopiter!  I  saw  within  the  cave 

Horrible  things;  deeds  to  be  feign'd  in  worda, 

But  not  believed  as  being  done. 

CHORUS. 

What !  saweit  thou  the  impious  Polypheme 
Feasting  upon  your  loved  companions  now  f 

I7LTS8E8. 

Selecting  two,  the  plumpest  of  the  crowd. 
He  grasp'd  them  in  his  hands. 


CHORtTi. 


Unhappy  mtn ! 


ULT88X8. 

Soon  as  we  came  into  this  craggy  place. 

Kindling  a  fire,  he  cast  on  the  broad  hearth 

.The  knotty  limbs  of  an  enormous  oak. 

Three  wagon-loads  at  least ;  and  then  he  8trew*d 

Upon  the  ground,  beside  the  ifed  fire-light, 

His  couch  of  pine  leaves ;  and  he  milk'd  the  cows. 

And  pouring  forth  the  white  milk,  fill'd  a  bowl 

Three  cubits  wide  and  four  in  depth,  as  much 

\m  would  contain  four  amf^ore,  and  bound  it 

With  ivy  wreaths;  then  placed  upon  the  fire 

A  brazen  pot  to  boil,  and  made  red-hot 

The  points  of  spits,  not  sharpen*d  with  the  sickle. 

But  with  a  fruit-tree  bough,  and  with  the  jaws 

Of  axes  for  i£tnean  slaughterings.* 

And  when  this  God-abandon'd  cook  of  hell 

Had  made  all  ready,  he  seized  two  of  us 

And  kiird  them  in  a  kind  of  measured  manner; 

For  he  flung  one  against  the  brazen  rivets 

Of  the  huge  caldron,  and  seized  the  other 

By  the  fool's  tendon,  and  knocked  out  his  brains 

Upon  the  sharp  edge  of  the  craggy  stone : 

Then  pcel'd  his  flesh  with  a  great  cooking-knife. 

And  put  him  do^n  to  roast    The  other's  limbs 

He  chopp'd  into  the  caldron  to  be  boil'd. 

And  I  with  the  teaiB  raining  from  my  eyes. 

Stood  near  tlie  Cyclops,  ministering  to  hun ; 

The  rest,  in  the  recesses  of  the  cave. 

Clung  to  the  rock  like  bats,  bloodless  with  fear. 

When  he  was  fill'd  with  my  companions*  flesh. 

He  threw  himself  upon  the  ground,  and  sent 

A  lothesome  exhalation  from  his  maw. 

Then  a  divine  thought  came  to  me.    I  fill'd 

The  cup  of  Maron,  and  I  oflbr'd  him 

•  1  conftss  1  do  not  ondcratand  tliis.~Ab<«^  tk§  JtUkar. 

3N 


To  taste,  and  said :— ^  Child  of  the  Ocean  God, 

Behold  what  drink  the  vines  of  Greece  produce, 

The  exultation  and  the  joy  of  Bacchus." 

He,  satiated  with  his  unnatural  food. 

Received  it,  and  at  one  draught  drank  it  oflfl 

And  taking  my  hand,  praised  me :  "  Thou  hast  given 

A  sweet  draught  afler  a  sweet  meal,  dear  guest." 

And  I,  perceiving  that  it  pleased  him,  fill'd 

Another  cup,  well  knowing  that  the  wine 

Would  wound  him  soon,  and  take  a  sure  revenge. 

And  the  charm  fesdnated  him,  and  I 

Plied  him  cup  afler  cup,  until  the  drink , 

Had  warm'd  his  entrails,  and  he  sang  aloud 

In  concert  with  my  wailing  fellow-seamen 

A  hideous  discord— end  the  cavern  rung. 

I  have  stolen  out,  so  that  if  you  vvriU 

You  may  achieve  my  safety  and  your  own. 

But  say,  do  you  desire,  or  not,  to  fly 

This  uncompanionable  man«  and  dwell. 

As  was  your  wont,  among  the  Grecian  nymf^ 

Within  the  fiines  of  your  beloved  God  T 

Your  fiither  there  within  agrees  to  it ; 

But  he  is  weak  and  overcome  with  wine ; 

And  caught  as  if  with  bird-lime  by  the  cup. 

He  claps  his  wings  and  crows  in  doting  joy. 

You  who  are  young,  escape  with  me,  and  find 

Bacchus  ]rour  ancient  friend ;  unsuited  he 

To  this  rude  Cyclops. 

CR0RI78. 

Oh  my  dearest  friend. 
That  J  could  see  that  day,  and  leave  for  ever 
The  impious  Cyclops ! 

VLTBSES. 

Listen  then  what  a  punishment  I  have 
For  this  fell  monster,  how  secure  a  flight 
From  your  hard  servitude. 

CHORUS. 

Oh  sweeter  far  ' 
Than  is  the  music  of  an  Asian  lyre 
Would  be  the  news  of  Poljrpheme  destroy'd. 

ULT88XS. 

Delighted  with  the  Bacchic  drink,  he  goes 
To  call  his  brother  Cyclops — who  inhabit 
A  village  upon  iEtna  not  far  ofiC 

CHORUS. 

I  imderstand,  catching  him  when  alone 
You  think  by  some  measure  to  dispatch  him. 
Or  thrust  him  fh>m  the  precipice. 

ULY6SE8. 

Ono! 
Nothing  of  that  kind ;  my  device  is  subtle. 

CHORUS. 

How  then  7  I  heard  of  old  that  fliou  wert  wise. 

tJLTSSfil. 

I  will  dissuade  him  from  this  plan,  by  sikying 

It  were  unwise  to  give  the  Cyclopses 

This  precious  drink,  which  if  enjoy'd  alone 

Would  make  life  sweeter  for  a  longer  time. 

When  vanquish'd  by  the  Bacchic  power,  he  sleeps ; 

There  is  a  trunk  of  olive-wood  within. 

Whose  point,  having  made  sharp  with  this  good  sword. 

I  vvriU  conceal  in  firo,  Snd  when  I  see 

It  is  alight,  win  fix  it,  burning  yet, 

WiAin  the  socket  of  the  Cycbps'  eye. 

And  melt  it  out  with  fire :  as  when  a  man 
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[iam  by  i»  handle  ■  freal  »uger  round, 
billing  the  frsmB-work  of  s  iliip  wiih  beum. 
Id  will  T.  in  Ihe  Cyriofn'  fiery  eyp, 
Pum  touiul  the  brind  and  diy  the  popil  up. 


[oj  1  J  ini  rmi  with  joy  a"  youf  d«vi». 

Ind  Ibon  mlb  yaa.  my  fnendi.  ud  Ihe  old  man, 
Va1l  loud  the  hallow  dipih  of  our  block  *hip. 
\Di  iDW  with  double  •inikM  Ihim  liia  dread  ihoi 


tUy  t.  B>  ID  libationi  U>  a  God, 

jbAre  ID  iho  tilindtng  him  with  the  Ted  brvid  I 

[  v^Duld  have  Bma  comraunioa  La  h»  d«iib. 


Doubllfar  Ihe  bnuui  ia  a  grml  brand  lo  hold. 

Oh  :  1  wonld  lift  s  hundred  ivagoti-lowiB, 

ir  like  a  wup'n  n»I  I  could  icuip  Ihe  eye  ODi 

Of  ihe  delnisd  Cyclopt 


Ye  know  the  close  device — and  when  I  ca 
Look  ye  obey  iha  nuulen  of  ihe  craft 
I  will  not  nve  myielf  nod  leave  behind 


Come  1  who  ia  lini,  thai  with  hu  buid 
Will  urge  down  the  burning  bnind 
l^uough  the  lidF,  and  qumch  aad  pieree 
The  Cyclojn'  pye  ao  fiery  fiprce  I 


Song  idlluTi. 
Liilen!  liaicn:  he  ia  coming, 
A  TDOfll  bideoui  diacttrd  hununlng, 
Dranken.  mUKleia,  Bwliwiud,  yellin 
For  along  hia  rocky  dwelling ; 
Let  ui  with  aome  comic  apell 
Te»ch  tho  yet  unieochable. 
By  all  niHina  he  miial  be  blinded. 
If  my  council  be  bul  miiuled. 


Bappy  IhoK  made  odoroua 
With  the  dew  which  awcel  grapv  w< 
To  the  village  butening  ihua. 
Seek  Ihe  vinea  that  loolhe  to  ajeep. 
Having  fint  embraced  thy  fneod, 
There  in  luiury  wilhoul  end. 
With  ihe  a1ring«  of  yellow  hair. 
Of  Ihy  volupiuoiu  lenum  fair, 
Shall  ait  playing  on  a  bed  ! — 
Speak !  whul  door  ia  opened  I 


Ha!  hnl  ha!  I'm  full  of  win 
Heavy  iviih  the  joy  divine, 
Wilh  ihe  young  feail  ovenale 
Like  a  merchanl'a  veiaa)  Acig 
7^  iha  wBier'a  edge,  nf  crop 
/•  ladea  lo  Ihe  gdllel'*  top. 


One  with  eyea  ilie  &irert 
Cometh  froin  hia  dwelling; 

Blight  beyond  my  inlling. 

In  thy  grace  thou  ihiaast 

like  aume  nymph  dii-ineu, 

In  her  coTenia  dB*y  : — 

All  delighia  punuc  ihee. 

Soon  pied  Bowen.  ™eetbr*«ihii«. 

Shall  thy  head  be  wreaihing. 


KCII  .b 


Whal  eon  of  God  is  Bocehua  iben 


The  grentMt  ni 
I  gulp'd  him  do 


fur  joy  of  life, 
very  great  delight 


Ueia 


d  Ukc  li 


Godi  ihoold  not  have  their  bod;  in  a  akin- 
If  ho  givea  joy,  whai  u  hii  akio  lo  yoQ  f 


I  hi 


.  and  make  your  apihl  gtad. 


Keep  it  yourwir.  and  be  loon 
]  more  uaeful,  giving  tc 


ige  nun 


When  1  am  drunh,  noue  ihall  lay  haub  m 
A  dninkeu  man  ia  betif  r  witbui  doora. 

a  Ibol  wt.0,  drinking,  lovea  no!  mmh. 

1  ia  WHO  who,  drunk,  reraaina  ai  honii 

What  ahall  1  do.  Silenna  r  Shall  I  alay  > 

Stay — for  whal  need  have  yon  of 

Indeed  thii  pUce  ia  cloaely  carpeted 
Wilh  flowers  and  graa. 

,  KT.A  m  <:faA  nn^warm  noon 
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eet  to  drink.    Lie  down  beside  me  now, 
your  mighty  sides  upon  the  ground. 

CYCLOPS. 

9  you  put  the  cup  behind  me  for  f 

8ILENU8. 

•  one  here  may  touch  it 

CYCLOPS. 

Thievish  one ! 
nt  to  drink ; — ^here,  place  it  in  the  midst 
»u,  O  stranger,  tell,  how  art  thou  called  f 

ULYSSES. 

le  is  Nobody.    What  fiivor  now 
receive  to  praise  you  at  your  hands  f 

CYCLOPS. 

t  on  you  the  last  of  jrour  companions.  « 

ULYSSES. 

int  your  guest  a  fair  reward,  O  Cyclops ! 

CYCLOPS. 

lat  is  this?  Stealing  the  wine,  you  rogue! 

BILENUS. 

his  stranger  kissing  me  because 
so  beautiful. 

CTCL0P8. 

You  shall  repent 
ing  the  coy  wine  that  loves  you  not 

8ILSNU8. 

ter !  you  said  that  I  am  fair. 

CYCLOPS. 

It,  and  only  give  me  the  cup  full. 

SILENUS. 

it  mixed  f  let  me  observe. 

CYCLOPS. 

Curse  jrou  .* 
me  so. 

SILENUS. 

Not  till  I  see  yon  wear 
ironal,  and  taste  the  cup  to  you. 

CYCLOPS. 

rily  traitor ! 

SILENUS. 

But  the  wine  is  sweet 
I  will  roar  if  you  are  caught  in  drinking. 

CYCLOPS. 

V,  my  lip  is  clean  and  all  my  beard. 

SILENUS. 

it  jouT  elbow  right  and  diink  again, 
see  me  drink —  •        ♦        •        • 

CYCLOPS. 

>wf 

SILENUS. 

Ye  Gods,  what  a  delicious  gulp ! 

CYCLOPS. 

take  it ; — ^you  pour  out  the  wine  for  me. 

ULYSSES. 

ne  is  well  accustom'd  to  my  hand. 

CYCLOPS. 

It  the  wine ! 

ULYSSES. 

I  pour ;  only  be  sQent 

CYCLOPS. 

is  a  hard  task  to  him  who  drinks. 

ULYSSES. 

and  drink  it  off;  leave  not  a  dreg, 
the  drinker  died  with  his  own  dnui|^! 

0TCL0P8. 

die  vine  must  be  a  sapient  plant 


ULYSSES. 

If  you  drink  much  afier  a  mighty  feast. 
Moistening  your  thirsty  maw,  you  will  sleep  well ; 
If  you  leave  aught,  Bacchus  will  dry  you  up. 

CYCLOPS. 

Ho!  ho!  I  can  scarce  rise.    What  pure  delight! 
The  heavens  and  earth  appear  to  whiri  about 
Confusedly.   I  see  the  throne  of  Jove 
And  the  clear  congregation  of  the  Gods. 
Now  if  die  Graces  tempted  me  to  kiss, 
I  would  not;  for  die  loveliest  of  them  all 
I  vrould  not  leave  this  Ganjnotiede. 


SILENUS. 


I  am  the  Ganymede  of  Jupiter. 


Fblypheme, 


CYCLOPS. 

By  Jove,  you  are !  I  bore  you  off  from  Daidanns: 
Ulysses  and  the  Chorus. 

ULYSSES. 

Come,  boys  of  Bacchus,  children  of  high  race. 

This  man  within  is  folded  up  in  sleep, 

And  soon  will  vomit  flesh  from  his  feU  maw ; 

The  brand  under  the  shed  thrusts  out  its  smoke. 

No  preparation  needs,  but  to  bum  out 

The  monster's  eye ; — but  bear  yourselves  like  men. 

CHORUS. 

We  will  have  courage  like  the  adamant  rock. 
All  things  are  ready  for  you  here ;  go  in. 
Before  our  fother  shall  perceive  ^e  noise. 

ULYSSES. 

Vulcan,  iEtnean  king !  bum  out  with  fire 

The  shining  eye  of  diis  thy  neighboring  monster ! 

And  thou,  O  Sleep,  nursling  of  gloomy  night. 

Descend  unmix'd  on  this  God-hated  beast, 

And  sufier  not  Ulysses  and  his  comrades. 

Returning  from  their  famous  Trojan  toils. 

To  perish  by  this  man,  who  cares  not  either 

For  God  or  mortal ;  or  I  needs  must  think 

That  Chance  is  a  supreme  divinity, 

And  things  divine  are  sul:»iect  to  her  power. 

CHORUS. 

Soon  a  crab  the  throat  will  seise 

Of  him  who  feeds  upon  his  guest ; 
Fire  will  bum  his  lamp-like  eyes 

In  revenge  of  such  a  feast ! 
A  great  oak  stump  now  is  lying 
In  the  ashes  yet  undjring. 

Come,  Maron,  come ! 
Raging  let  him  fix  the  doom. 
Let  him  tear  the  e3relid  up 
Of  the  Cyclops — that  his  cup 

May  be  evil ! 
O,  I  long  to  dance  and  revel 
With  sweet  Bromian,  long-desired. 
In  loved  ivy-wreaths  attired ; 

Leaving  this  abandon*d  home — 

Wm  the  moment  ever  come  T 

ULTSSES. 

3e  sil«nti  ye  wild  things !  Nay,  hold  your  peace. 
And  ketp  your  lips  quite  ckise ;  dare  not  to  breadie, 
Or  spit,  or  e'en  wink,  last  ye  wake  the  monster, 
Until  his  eye  be  lortared  ont  with  fire. 


sHEUfYv  voBncAJu  vrosxa. 


Wbst!  dill  y«u  &11  inlo  the  Tm  wliendnuik' 
Twu  Nobody  dnlroy'd  me. 

Vifby  Omd  do  otH 


Cu)  be  to  bloma. 


■Te  hMnms  tune;  ciinnol  moTe  haiu]  or  RxiL 

jti  (pnin'd  wiib  iinnduig  bcie.  i  koaw  Dot  bow. 

iVhat,  ipniii'd  with  HBndiDg  >lill  I 

And  tbere  ia  du 
Or  xhei  ia  om  eyn,  I  know  nol  whence. 

"owudly  doga !  y»  will  not  aid  me  lb«n  t 

nUi  pitying  my  own  bar k  and  lay  bactbcHie, 
nd  wilh  nol  wuhing  ntl  my  teeih  knoch'd  out, 
hi»  comudi™  pomes  of  iuolf— but  uaf, 
I  know  ■  roiDOua  Orphic  inFinlalion 
To  mako  the  brand  ilick  of  iu  own  arrord 
Into  Ibo  akull  of  Ihii  oue-eyed  nn  of  Eatlh. 

ULYKSIS. 

Of  old  I  know  ye  Ibua  by  nature,-  now 

I  know  ye  beiler. — I  will  use  lbs  aid 

Of  my  own  romnides — yei.  though  wook  of  hand. 

Speak  cheerfully,  Ihol  to  ye  may  awaken 

The  I'ourage  of  my  frienda  wiih  your  blithe  noidi 


And  porch  up  ici  dust 
The  eye  of  the  bean 
Who  feed«  OD  hii  gueat 
Bum  and  blind 
The  lEmean  hind ! 
Scoop  and  draw. 
Bui  beware  Iral  he  claw 
Tout  Eimba  near  lua  maw. 

Ab  me!  my  eywiight  ia  paichpd  up  lo  dndere. 

What  a  iwect  peon ',  aing  me  thai  again '. 

Ah  me!  indeed,  what  \t-oe  hna  lalten  upon  mo! 
Bu:,  wretched  nothings!  think  ye  not  lo  Sea 
Out  of  thii  cwk  ;  1,  alonding  at  the  outlet. 
Will  bar  the  way,  and  calcb  you  u  ytre  poaa. 

Willi  are  you  roaring  out.  Cyclop*  1 


Who  blinded  ml. 

Why  dian  you  an  DOl  UiaL 
were  u  blind  as  I  am. 

Nay. 

It  ouuiol  be  ihal  no  one  made  you  blind. 

;  where.  I  aak.  ia  Nobody  I 

Nowhere.  O  Cyclopa !         •         •         ■ 

It  wsa  that  atranger  ruin'd  mo : — the  wreieh 
riral  gave  me  wine  and  lliea  bunil  out  ray  ey^ 


i«y 


u  Nobody 


.0  Ihcii 


Near  the  rock  ia 
une  on  fuialbilune ! 


I've  ciBck'd  my  akull. 

Now  they  ocape  you  Ih 
Not  (here,  although  you  aay  ao. 

Nol  on  Ihal  aidi 
Where  then! 

They  creep  about  jpou  on  your  le 
Ab !  I  am  mock'd !    They  >eer  me  in  my  Ula. 
Nol  there !  ho  ia  a  little  there  beyond  you. 
Detened  wrelEh  I  where  are  you  > 

1  keep  with  care  ih«  body  of  Ul; 

Whaldo  youaiyr    You  prc^r  a  new  name. 

DLtsara. 
^W'j  (KivBi  nanwAiaB  »-,  t»I  I  hoTo  taken 
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A  fan  revenge  for  your  mmaturel  feast; 

I  should  have  done  ill  to  have  buro'd  down  IV07, 

And  not  revenged  the  murder  of  my  comradei. 

CYCLOPS. 

Ai !  ai !  Uie  ancient  oracle  it  accomplish'd ; 
It  mad  that  I  should  have  my  eye-sight  blinded 
By  you  coming  from  Troy ;  yet  it  foretold 
That  you  should  pay  the  penalty  for  this. 
By  wandering  long  over  the  homeless  sea. 

ULTSSES. 

I  bid  thee  weep— consider  what  I  say, 
I  go  towards  the  shore  to  drive  my  ship 
To  mine  own  land,  o'er  the  Sicilian  wave. 

CYCLOPS. 

Not  so,  if  whelming  you  with  this  huge  stone 
I  can  crush  jrou  and  all  your  men  together ; 
I  will  descend  upon  the  shore,  though  blind. 
Groping  my  way  adown  the  steep  ravine. 

CHORDS. 

And  we,  the  shipmates  of  Ulysses  now. 
Will  serve  our  Bacchus  all  our  happy  Uvea. 


SCENES 


n 


PROM  THE  '*  MAGICO  PR0DI0I080  "  OF  CALDBEON. 

Cyprian  as  a  StmderU ;  Clarin  qnd  Moscon  as  jMwr 
Schdartt  with  hocki, 

CYPRIAN. 

In  the  sweet  solitude  of  this  calm  place, 

This  intricate  wild  wilderness  of  trees 

And  flowers  and  undergrowth  of  odorous  plants, 

Leave  me ;  the  books  jrou  brought  out  of  the  house 

To  me  are  ever  best  society. 

And  whilst  with  glorious  festival  and  song 

Antioch  now  celebrates  the  consecratioa 

Of  a  proud  temple  to  great  JufNter, 

And  bears  his  image  in  loud  jubilee 

To  its  new  shrine,  I  would  consume  what  still 

Lives  of  the  dying  day,  in  studious  thought, 

Far  from  the  throng  and  turmoil.     Tou,  my  fiiends. 

Go  and  enjoy  the  festival ;  it  will 

Be  worth  the  labor,  and  return  for  roe 

When  the  sun  seeks  its  grave  among  the  billowB, 

Which  among  dim  gray  clouds  on  the  horizon 

Dance  like  white  plumes  upon  a  hearse  j— and  here 

I  shall  expect  you. 

MOSCON. 

I  cannot  bring  my  mind. 
Great  as  my  haste  to  see  the  festival 
Certainly  is,  to  leave  ]rou,  Sr,  without 
Just  saying  some  three  or  four  hundred  words. 
How  is  it  possible  that  on  a  day 
Of  such  festivity,  you  can  bring  your  mind 
To  come  forth  to  a  solitary  country 
With  throe  or  four  old  books,  and  turn  your  back 
On  all  this  mirth? 

clarin. 
My  master's  in  the  light ; 
There  is  not  any  thing  more  tiresome 
Than  a  processkitHlay,  with  troops  of  man. 
And  dances,  and  all  that 

MOBCON. 

From  first  to  last, 
Clai^,  you  are  a  temporizing  flatterer; 


You  praise  not  what  yon  fisel,  but  what  he  does ; — 
Toad-eater ! 

clarin. 
Tou  lie — ^under  a  mistake — 
For  this  is  the  most  civil  sort  of  he 
That  can  be  given  to  a  man's  ftce.    I  now 
Say  what  I  think. 

CYPRIAN. 

Enough !  you  fiwlish  fellows ! 

Puff'd  up  with  yoMi  own  doting  ignormce. 

You  always  take  the  two  sides  of  one  qiiestioo. 

Now  go,  and  as  I  said,  return  fiv  me 

When  night  falls,  veiling  in  its  shadows  wide 

This  glorious  fitbric  of  the  univeise. 

MOSCON. 

How  happens  it,  although  yovi  can  maintain 
The  folly  of  enjo3ring  festivals, 
That  yet  jrou  go  there  f 

clarin. 
Nay,  the  consequence 
Is  clear ;— who  ever  did  what  he  advisee 
Othen  to  do?— 

MOSCON. 

Would  that  my  feet  were  wings, 
So  would  I  fly  to  Livia.  [ExiL 

CLARIN. 

To  speak  truth, 
Livia  is  she  who  has  surprised  my  heart; 
But  he  is  more  than  half-way  there. — Soho! 
Livia,  J  come ;  good  sport,  Livia,  soho !  [Exit. 

CYPRIAN. 

Now,  since  I  am  alone,  let  me  examine 

The  question  which  has  long  disturb'd  my  mind 

With  doubt ;  since  first  I  read  in  Plinius 

The  words  of  mystic  import  and  deep  sense 

In  which  he  defines  God.     My  intellect 

Can  find  no  God  with  whom  tfiese  marks  and  signs 

Fitly  agree.     It  is  a  hidden  truth 

Which  I  must  fathom.  [Readi. 

Enter  the  Devil,  as  a  jSas  Gtutlamm. 

DiEMON. 

Search  even  as  thou  wilt. 

But  thou  shalt  never  find  what  I  can  hide. 

CYPRIAN. 

What  noise  is  that  among  the  boughs  t  Who  moves ! 
What  art  thou  f— 

DAMON. 

'Tis  a  foreign  gentleman. 
Even  from  this  morning  I  have  lost  my  way 
In  this  wild  place,  and  my  poor  horse,  at  last 
Quite  overcome,  has  stretch'd  himself  upon 
The  enamell'd  tapestry  of  this  mossy  mountain. 
And  feeds  and  rests  at  the  same  time.    I  was 
Upon  my  way  to  Antioch  upon  business 
Of  some  importance,  but  wrapt  up  in  cares 
(Who  is  exempt  firom  this  inheritance  t) 
I  parted  fiom  my  company,  and  lost 
My  way,  and  kist  my  servants  and  my  comradea. 

CYPRIAN. 

Tis  lingular,  that  even  within  the  sight 

Of  the  high  towers  of  Antioch,  you  could  lose 

Your  way.    Of  all  the  avenues  and  green  paths 

Of  this  wild  wood,  there  is  not  one  but  leads. 

As  to  its  centre,  to  the  walls  of  Antioch ; 

Take  which  you  will,  you  cannot  miss  ^or  toed 


{ 
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nd  Hieh  u  igmwwice  I  Kifn  in  iho  «ighi 
■  knowWfe  ii  ran  drew  no  profil  fem  il. 
It  lU  il  Kill  u  Mriy.  and  ni  1 
ave  no  kcquuatancn  in  Anlwrh. 
ang  »  lumngpr  ihrre,  I  will  eien  wiit 
lie  <ew  luttlvxng  houn  oT  Ihe  ilsy. 
nEJ  iha  nigbi  ■hull  conquer  it-     1  99*, 
Hh  by  ytiur  d)««  and  by  thfl  book*  in  vhicb 
OD  find  delight  anil  contjuny.  Ihal  yoo 
ra  a  gml  iluileiii; — lor  my  pan,  I  feel 
Inch  lympaihy  mih  meli  punuili. 

Ileve  you 


sd  much ! — 


No, — end  y»l  I  know  enough 


Aul  vrilh  trulh. 
For  in  Ihe  country  wheDC«  I  come,  Kiencei 
Raqoira  no  leuiunj;, — ihey  ore  biovni. 

CHi,  WDoU 
I  vitn  or  thai  bright  country '.  for  in  ihia, 
The  more  we  (tudy,  wo  Ihe  more  discover 


And  obioined  muny  volet;  anil  though  I  loM, 
The  aticnipl  wai  iiill  more  glonotu  Ihin  Iho  bilui 
Could  be  diBhonorable:  if  jou  believe  not. 
Let  ui  refer  it  10  dispute  reipetling 
That  which  you  know  best,  and  although  I 
Kiioiv  nor  the  opnion  you  mainiaJn.  and  though 
Ii  be  the  true  one,  1  will  take  Ihe  contrary. 

The  oSer  givei  me  pleaiure,     I  tm  now 
Debuting  wub  mv»lf  upon  a  pmrngo 
or  PImium  ami  my  muKi  ia  lark'd  with  doabl 
To  uniicniand  and  know  who  ia  Ihe  God 


I  recollert  it  right.  « 


e.  all  nght,  all  haudi." 


Wbel  didiculty  find  you  htrst 
'■^  not  rm-opiiin  among  the  Go3i 


lod  defmni  by  Pliiuua;  if  ho  muM 
>rpine  goodnest.  eyen  Jupiter 
Bupremcly  good  ;  beceupe  we  aee 
ledi  ue  evil,  ntid  hia  aiinbutea 

Tainted  with  morlal  wnkiKB  i  in  wbai  m 
jprente  gooditeaa  bo  coaaiateni  wilh 

The  puaiona  of  humoniiy  I 


Thi«  reply  will  nol  Mili»ry  roe,  (ijr 
"     '  '  ic  lo  the  high  name  of  Cod 

That  ill  ihoaJd  never  bo  impDled.  Than, 
Elsmining  (he  qneation  with  more  care, 
'    ~  "  '     Gudi  ihiHild  alwayi  will 

Lpremely  goiii 


Twoni 

Thai  two  contending  w 
To  the  lacne  end  T  And  bein( 
be  good,  ii  nol  the  otb 
G«l  >•  inainceivable : 
preroe  goodncn  tail*  aiDong  the  Goib 


w  Ihon  d( 


imbiguo. 


■hall  obtain  the  a»urance  of 
Jispu  table 

n  never  lei 


lliew  reepooiea  ai 


Idi 


ouIdlW 


of  providenc 

ly  pmf:t  IlifKC 

Than  viclory  odvanlago  t)uiae  w 


Thnt  I  ad  mil,  end  yel 
(Faliehood  la  incompal 

Ihe  lictory;  it  vrauld  be  enoug 
To  have  pemiilted  the  defeat ;  if  Cod 
Be  all  nght,— God.  who  beheld  Ihe  Im 
Would  not  have  giien  anunnce  of  m 

aphdh'd ;  Ihui.  altboagh 


and 


■ding  lo 
'd  uilo  perBM.  yet. 


TheD 


ir  a  purpoM  tliui  suboidinale 
Ho  might  have  employed  genii,  good  or  evil,— 
A  wrt  of  ipiriia  call'd  to  by  the  leam'il. 
Who  ronm  aboul  inspiring  good  or  evil. 
And  fniRi  nhoui  inSuence  and  eiioience,  we 
May  well  infer  ear  inunartiliiy . — 
Thug  God  nught  ciuily,  wilhoul  diacenduig 
To  a  gnm  lalechood  in  hii  proper  penon. 


Have  I 

\t<i&. 


ovedlb 
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DJUION. 

These  trifling  oontradictknu 
Do  not  tuiBf  to  impagn  the  unity 
Of  dw  high  godi ;  in  things  of  great  importance 
Hmjt  stiU  appear  unanimous ;  consider 
That  g^brioua  fiibric — man« — ^his  workmanship 
la  atamp'd  with  one  conception. 

CYPRIAN. 

Who  made  man 
M«t  have,  methinks,  the  advantage  of  the  othenu 
If  they  are  equal,  might  they  not  have  risen 
In  opposition  to  the  work,  and  being 
All  hands,  according  to  our  author  hero, 
HaTO  still  destroyed  even  as  the  other  made  7 
If  equal  in  their  power,  and  only  unequal 
In  opportunity,  which  of  the  two 
Will  remain  conqueror  7 

DMMOJt. 

On  impossible 
And  fidae  hypotheses  there  can  be  built 
No  argument    Say,  what  do  you  infer 
From  this  7 

cnrpRiAN. 

That  there  must  be  a  mighty  God 
Of  supreme  goodness  and  of  highest  grace, 
All  sight,  all  hands,  all  truth,  infidlible, 
Without  an  equal  and  without  a  rival  { 
The  cause  of  all  things  and  the  eflfect  of  nothing, 
One  power,  one  will,  one  substance,  and  one  essence. 
And  in  whatever  penons,  one  or  two, 
His  attributes  may  be  distinguish'd,  one 
Sovereign  power,  one  solitary  essence, 
One  cause  of  all  cause.  [They  rim. 

DJEMON. 

How  can  I  impugn 
So  clear  a  consequence  7 

CYPRIAN. 

Dojroa  regret 
My  victory  7 

DAMON. 

Who  but  regrets  a  check 
In  rivalry  of  wit  7  I  could  reply 
And  urge  new  difficulties,  but  will  now 
Depart,  for  I  hear  steps  of  men  approaching. 
And  it  i^  time  that  I  should  now  pursue 
My  journey  to  the  city. 

CYPRIAN. 

Go  in  peace ! 

DiEMON. 

Remain  in  peace  !  Since  thus  it  profits  him 

To  study,  I  will  wrap  his  senses  up 

In  sweet  oblivion  of  all  thought,  but  of 

A  piece  of  excellent  beauty ;  and  as  I 

Have  power  given  me  to  wage  nmiity 

Against  Justine's  soul,  I  will  extract 

From  one  efiect  two  vengeances.  [Exit 

CTPRIAN. 

I  never 
Met  a  more  learned  person.    Let  me  now 
Revolve  this  doubt  again  with  careful  mind.  [Htrmis, 

Enter  Leuo  ontf  Flobo. 

LSUO. 

Here  stop.  Theae  toppling  roeki  and  tanfbdbocii^ 
Impenetrable  by  the  noonday  beam. 
Shall  be  sole  witnesaaa  of  what 


FLORO. 

Drew! 
If  there  were  words,  here  is  the  place  for  deeds. 

LELIO. 

Thou  needest  not  instruct  me :  well  I  know 

That  in  the  field  the  silent  tongue  of  steel 

Speaks  thus.  [T^ey  fghL 

CTPklAN. 

Ha!  what  is  this 7  Lelio,  Floro^ 
Be  it  enough  that  Cyprian  stands  between  you. 
Although  unarm*d. 

LKUO. 

Whence  comest  thou,  to  stand 
Between  me  and  my  vengeance  7 

PLORO. 

From  what  rocks 
And  desert  cells  7 

Enter  MoscON  and  Clarin. 

MOSCON. 

Run,  run !  for  where  we  left  my  master 
We  hear  the  clash  of  swords. 

CZJLRIN. 

I  never 
Run  to  approach  things  of  this  sort  but  only 
To  avoid  them.     Sir !  Cyprian !  sir ! 

CYPRIAN. 

Be  silent,  fellows!  What!  two  friends  who  are 
In  blood  and  fame  the  eyes  and  hope  of  Antioch ; 
One  of  the  noUe  men  of  the  Colatti, 
The  other  son  of  the  Governor,  adventure 
And  cast  away,  on  some  slight  cause  no  doubt. 
Two  lives  the  honor  of  their  country  7 

LKUO. 

Cyprian! 
Although  my  high  respect  towards  your  person 
Holds  now  my  sword  suspended,  thou  canst  not 
Restore  it  to  iie  slumber  of  its  scabbard. 
Thou  knowest  more  of  science  than  the  duel ; 
For  when  two  men  of  honor  take  the  field. 
No  [  ]  or  respect  can  make  them  friends, 

But  one  must  die  in  the  pursuit 

FLORa 

I  prey 
That  jroa  depart  hence  with  your  people,  and 
Leave  us  to  finish  what  we  have  begun 
Vntbout  advantage. 

CYPRIAN. 

Though  yoo  may  imagine 
That  I  know  little  of  the  kws  of  duel. 
Which  vanity  and  valor  instituted. 
You  are  in  error.    By  my  birth  I  am 
Held  no  less  than  srourselves  to  know  the  limits 
Of  honor  and  of  infiuny,  nor  has  study 
Quench*d  the  free  spirit  which  fint  order'd  them; 
And  thus  to  me,  as  one  well  experienced 
In  the  fiUse  quicksands  of  the  sea  of  honor. 
Ton  may  refer  the  merits  of  the  case ; 
And  if  I  should  perc«ve  in  your  relation  • 
That  either  has  Uie  right  to  satis&ctkm 
From  die  other,  I  give  you  my  word  of  honor 
To  leave  you. 

LXUO. 

Under  this  condition  dien 
I  will  relate  the  cause,  and  you  will  cede 
And  must  oonfess  the  impossibility 
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nmipmmiw ;  bt  tho  »roe  lady 
Dved  by  Flora  ond  mywir 


loh  w  mo  lh«l  the  lighl  of  dny  >hould  look 
on  IhM  ido!  of  my  heart— bul  ho— - 
nil  lu  »  finbl.  according  to  ihy  word- 

mul  one  qoeMion  further  ■■  »  ihe  lady 
pcwlilo  m  hope  ot  nol  I 


.  lighi  of  day 

gven  tho  light  of  day 


Would  you  lor  yi 
my  conlidoDce' 


What  B  thill  yo  heave] 

he  rthcr«al  halls 
The  lifihlning'a  arrow  aod  Ihe  lliiuidiir-ballii 
The  dny  sffnghl 

'    horiion  round. 


niiud. 
ic  launini 


Would  marty  hor,  ii  11 


Culpshie  nnd  unHMlhy.  Il 


lui  befarahand 
Wh«l  would  the  world  »ay 
g  ihould  (lay  the  olber.  and  if  iha 


riadi  agra  la  ttftr  tfnr  gimrd  W  CrnuAN 


«I1iei 


'.and 


and  ihunileMnnke 
re  eclipaea  heaven. 

demeath  Ihy  yoke: 


iphy,  Ihou 
Conipcl  ihair  tau 

From  yotnlcr  clouua  p»rii  u.  luo  "••«-  utbi- 
The  fragmonn  of  a  tingle  ruin  choto 
lmagiiiation'i%hl; 
on  fl^ea  of  aurgo,  like  feolhen  li|hl. 
The  aahes  of  the  demlatian  fM\ 

Upon  the  gloomy  lilan. 
Tell  of  the  fooWcjia  of  ihe  uorra. 

•so  the  melancholy  form 
Of  a  gTE&l  abip.  the  oaicosi  of  the  Ka, 
■   irably ! 
the  pity  of  the  por^ 
Or  perish,  otid  iu  laal  ami  Bole  reaort 
1  own  raging  enotny. 
The  terror  of  llie  thrilling  cry 
Waa  B  falsi  prjphecy 
or  coming  death,  who  hoveta  now 
ITpon  that  ihattcr'd  pmw. 
Thai  thoy  who  dip  nol  may  be  dying  «ilL 
And  not  alona  the  innne  elemeaU 
Are  popnloui  with  wild  poneou. 
Bui  that  sad  >hip  ii  a>  a  nincle 


Of  Burfdcn 


ofait 


contempt  of  the  elemeninl  mge 
n  fomea  forth  in  aafety.  white  tho  ahip'a 
form  i»  in  a  watery  eclipaa 

Oblileraled  from  the  Oocan'i  page, 

And  round  in  wiock  the  huge  lea-mShleri  Bt. 

A  hornd  conrlavp.  and  the  whistling  wave 

Are  heaped  over  iu  carcaw,  like  a  graTa. 


Unworthy  as  it  tnay  appear  ;— 

So  biliei  ii  lbs  life  I  live. 

That,  hoar  me.  Hell  '■  I  r*™  *'ouW  gi 

To  ihy  moat  delHIcd  ipirit 


Hesc'ii  thou,  Hell:  doM  thoii  r^Mt  it 
My  soul  il  oflar'd '. 


TA(  D«Mo:i  mitrt.  at  acaprd  fm 
D.CUON  (niulr). 


iAfh 


ake  n  tumuli  on  the  aapphit*  oeaan, 
in  Ihifl  unknown  form  1  might  at  lattgti 
I  Wipe  out  llie  blol  of  the  diacwnGnira 
Suaiain'd  upon  the  mouiKBia,  and  la^ 
l<Niili&new  war  tho  arnil  of  CywiM), 

^  a* 
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PovgiDg  the  iiHtroinentB  of  hit  deitracdan 
Kven  from  his  love  and  from  hia  wiadom.— Oh ! 
Beloved  earth,  dear  mother,  in  thy  boaom 
I  aaek  a  refoge  from  the  monster  who 
Predpitatea  itaelf  upon  me. 

CTPRIAN. 

'  Friend, 

OoOect  thyaelf ;  and  be  the  memory 
Of  thy  late  aufiering,  and  thy  greatest  sorrow, 
Rot  as  a  shadow  of  the  pest,<— for  nothing 
Beneath  the  circle  of  the  moon,  bat  flows 
Atid  changes  and  can  never  know  repose. 

DiBMON. 

.And  who  art  then,  before  whose  feet  my  fota 
Xias  prostrated  met 

OTPRIAff. 

One  who,  moved  with  pity, 
'^oold  soothe  its  stings. 

DMMOS. 

Oh!  that  can  never  be ! 
^o  solace  can  my  lasting  sorrows  find. 

CTPUAlf. 

inrhereforeT 

DMMOS. 

Because  my  happiness  is  lost 
Tet  I  lament  what  has  long  ceased  to  be 
The  object  of  desire  or  memory, 
And  my  life  is  not  life. 

OTPUAN. 

Now,  sinee  the  fhiy 
Of  atua  earthquaking  hurricane  is  still. 
And  the  crystalline  heaven  has  reassumed 
te  windless  calm  so  quickly,  that  it  seems 
As  if  its  heavy  wrath  had  been  awaken'd 
Only  to  overwhelm  that  vessel^— speak. 
Who  art  thou,  and  whence  oomest  thou  f 

DiBtfON, 

Far  more 
My  coming  hither  cost,  than  thou  hast  seen 
Or  I  can  teU.    Among  my  misadventures 
This  shipwreck  is  the  least    Wilt  them  heart 

OYPUAN. 

Speak. 

DJBMON. 

Since  thou  desirest,  I  will  rhen  unveil 

Myself  to  thee ; — ^for  in  myself  I  am 

A  world  of  happiness  and  misery ; 

This  I  have  lost,  and  that  I  must  lament 

For  ever.    In  my  attributes  I  stood 

So  high  and  so  heroically  greM, 

In  lineage  so  supreme,  and  with  a  genius 

Which  penetrated  with  a  glance  the  worid 

Beneath  my  feet,  that,  won  by  my  high  merit, 

A  king — whom  I  laay  call  the  king  of  kings, 

F'    Because  all  others  tremble  in  their  pride 
'  Before  the  terrors  of  his  countenance. 
In  his  high  palace,  roofd  with  brightest  gems 
Of  Uving  light — call  them  the  stars  of  Hsaveih^ 
Named  me  his  counsellor.    But  the  high  pnim 
Stung  me  with  pride  and  envy,  and  I  rose 
In  mighty  competition,  to  ascend 

;     His  seat  and  place  my  foot  triumphantly 
Upon  his  subject  thrones.     Chastised,  I  know 
The  depth  to  which  ambition  foils ;  too  mad 
Was  the  attempt,  and  yet  more  mad  were  now 

*     Repentance  of  the  irrevocable  deed  .• — 

80 


Therefore  I  chose  this  ruin  with  the  glory 

Of  not  to  be  subdued,  before  the  shame . 

Of  reconciling  me  with  him  who  reigns 

By  coward  CMsion. — Nor  was  I  alone, 

Nor  am  I  now,  nor  shall  I  be  alone ; 

And  there  was  hope,  and  there  may  still  be  hope, 

For  many  suffrages  among  his  vasnls 

Hail'd  me  their  lord  and  king,  and  many  still 

Are  mine,  and  many  more,  perehance,  shall  be. 

Thus  vanquish'd,  though  in  foot  victorious, 

I  left  his  seat  of  empire,  from  mine  eye 

Shooting  forth  poisonous  lightning,  while  my  words 

With  inauspicious  thunderings  shook  Heaven, 

Proclaiming  vengeance,  public  as  my  wrong, 

And  imprecating  on  his  prostrate  slaves 

Rapine,  and  death,  and  outrage,    Then  I  sail'd 

Over  the  mighty  fabric  of  the  world, 

A  pirate  ambush'd  in  its  pathlos  sands, 

A  lynx  crouch'd  watchfully  among  its  caves 

And  craggy  shores ;  and  I  have  wander*d  over 

The  expanse  of  these  wide  wildernesses 

In  this  great  ship,  whose  bulk  v»  now  dissolved 

In  the  light  breathings  of  the  invisible  wind. 

And  which  the  sea  has  made  a  dosUess  ruin. 

Seeking  ever  a  mountain,  through  whose  forests 

I  seek  a  man,  whom  I  must  now  compel 

To  keep  his  word  with  me.    I  came  Bmy*d 

In  tempest ;  and  although  my  power  could  well 

Bridle  the  forest  winds  in  their  career. 

For  other  causes  I  forbore  to  soothe 

Their  fury  to  Favonian  gentleness, 

I  could  and  would  not  (thus  I  wake  in  him    [Asttfe. 

A  love  of  magic  art).     Let  not  this  tempest. 

Nor  the  succeeding  calm,  excite  thy  wonder; 

For  by  my  art  the  sun  would  turn  as  pale 

As  his  weak  sister  with  unwonted  fear. 

And  in  my  wisdom  are  the  orbs  of  Heaven 

Written  as  in  a  record ;  I  have  pierced 

The  flaming  circles  of  their  wondrous  spheres. 

And  know  them  as  thou  knowest  every  comer 

Of  this  dim  spot     Let  it  not  seem  to  tiiee 

That  I  boast  vainly ;  wouldst  thou  that  I  work 

A  charm  over  this  waste  and  savage  wood. 

This  Babylon  of  crags  and  aged  trees. 

Filling  itB  leafy  coverts  with  a  horror 

Thrilling  and  strange  7  I  am  the  friendless  guest 

Of  these  wild  oaks  and  pines— and  as  fiom  thee 

I  have  received  the  hospitality 

Of  this  rude  place,  I  ofier  thee  the  fruit 

Of  years  of  toil  in  recompense ;  whate'er 

Thy  wildest  dream  presented  to  thy  thought 

As  olgect  of  desire,  that  shall  be  thine. 

•  •  «  «  « 

And  thenceforth  shall  so  Arm  an  amity 
Twixt  thou  and  me  be,  that  neither  fortune, 
The  monstrous  phantom  which  pursues  success. 
That  careful  nuser,  that  free  prodigal. 
Who  ever  alternates  with  changeful  hand. 
Evil  and  good,  reproach  and  fome ;  nor  Time, 
That  load-star  of  the  ages,  to  whose  beam 
The  winged  years  speed  o'er  the  intervals 
Of  their  unequal  revolutions ;  iK>r 
Heaven  itselC  whose  beautiful  bright  stars 
Rule  and  adorn  the  world,  can  ever  make 
The  least  division  between  thee  and  me. 
Since  now  I  find  a  refuge  in  thy  fovor. 
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SCENE  III. 
Tie  DJtMOB  tewiHi  Ju«TDi*,  uAo  u  a  Chti^ian. 

tbn  of  Hell !  1  call  on  ihe*. 

rhoo  wild  manile  of  Ihine  own  BnareUy ! 

'tola  thy  pniou-home  lei  (mt 

Phil  wiih  Iheir  mighiy  broaib 

rhey  nuy  d»iniy  n  world  of  virgin  Ihoughia; 

Let  har  eh«.iB  mind  wilh  &nci»  rtiict  u  mole. 

3e  peopled  from  thy  ibidowy  deep, 

nil  her  gnilll™  phanlMjf 


hod  niih  n 

Lot  birdi.  and  B 


I.  and  lenvei.  and  ■ 


Oul  lign*  i^  Love'i  nft  nctoriei; 

tei  nolhing  nwei  her  ear 

Bui  KHiodi  of  Love'a  awect  tonavr, 

8a  thai  float  &illi  DO  luccor  ilie  may  bonOW, 

Bui.  guided  by  my  gpiiii  bliod 

And  in  a  magit  inarfl  enlhined, 

She  may  now  Mek  Cyprian- 

My  voice,  nben  Ihy  eweel  loiig  thou  hall  begun. 


Wba 


ii  Ihe  gloiy  ft 


male,  wlio  lapl  and  rood 

lig  aila,  a  bough  bcj'oiuL 
01.  Nighliiigale — iw  Dure 

Mate  mo  Ihiuk.  in  hearuig  Ihee 

Thm  tenderly  thv  love  deplore. 

If  a  bud  can  feel  Li.  «, 

H-uuM  Ifei  Cat  me. 

And,  voluptuoua  vine,  O  ihou 

Who  Hckeil  nwal  nbcn  ks>t  piuauing,— 

To  Ihe  trunk  I' 


Make  I 


.e  verdun 


eighl  whif 


I  fear  leal  diou  ebouldsl  leach  tae.  lOplun, 
>  cnlaiiBled  loa 
■  LigbiHinrhanlcd  •unSovter.  Ihou 

On  the  BUn'>  revolving  aplendor ! 

hi*  rniiblen  ghmoe 
With  Ih;  faded  cuuntenance, 
Nor  leach  my  boating  hoail  lo  fear. 

Udw  eyga  miiit  weep  I    O  Nigbliiiga]*, 


Love  '.  love !  love ! 
—Whom  have  t  erei  loved  f 


There  i»  no  form  in  which  ibe  lire 
Of  love  in  trace*  haii  imprcM'd  not 
Man  bvei  ftr  more  in  luve'i  deiira 
Tbiui  by  life'i  brealh.  eooii  puaseie'c 
If  •!!  Ihat  Uvea  mmi  love  or  die. 
All  ihopea  on  carlh,  or  tea.  or  «ky. 
Wilh  one  conaenl  Co  Hunven  cry 
Thai  Iho  glory  far  above 
All  elae  in  life  io— 

Lovo!  O  love! 


Thou  melancholy  though!  which  art 
So  flutlenng  and  ao  iwcet.  to  thee 
When  did  I  give  the  lihcrty 
Tbu>  10  alfliei  my  heon  t 
Whal  ii  the  CBuae  of  ihji  new  power 
Which  doth  my  fever'd  being  move. 
Momently  raging  more  and  motet 
What  (uhile  pgin  ii  kindled  now 
Wluch  from  my  heatl  dolh  overflow 


Did  I  nut  requite  him 
verily,  that  be  tuu  fled 
hna  ever  heard  of  him  again  f — 
begin  to  fear  thai  ihia 
iccosion  whence  dalre  grow*  boU 
lere  no  danger.     Fram  lbs  mDmei 


whal  1  feel  i 


ttablc; 


!.«.« 


■cd.  ihould  be  forgrit  by  all  the  world, 
the  caUHOr  [Sht  ogain  bectnwt 

And  yel  if  it  mere  pity, 
and  Leiio  might  have  equal  ihere. 


m  through  ihi)  wide  mM 


Follow,  and  I  will  lead  ihee  where  hi 


Of  panioo  Bfld  of  coralBncy 
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Alt  tfMn  a  moutrouf  shadow  which  mj  madnm 
finm*d  in  the  idle  air? 

DiBMON. 

Na    I  am  one 
Gdl*d  by  the  thought  which  tjrramuzeB  thee 
his  eternal  dwelling ;  who  this  day 
pledged  to  bear  thee  unto  Cyprian. 

JU8TINA. 

■hall  thy  pronuse  faiL    This  agony 
Of  passion  which  afflicts  my  heart  and  soul 
MiBj  sweep  imagination  in  its  storm ; 
^The  wiliisfinn. 

DAEMON. 

Already  half  is  done 
Tn  die  imagination  of  an  act 
^The  sin  incurr'd,  the  pleasure  then  remains ; 
Lm  not  the  will  stop  half-way  on  the  rood. 

JUSTINA. 

I  win  not  be  discouraged,  nor  despair, 
Altfaoogh  I  thought  it,  and  although  'tis  tme, 
That  thought  is  but  a  prelude  to  the  deed ; 
Thought  is  not  in  my  power,  but  action  is : 
I  will  not  move  my  foot  to  follow  thee. 

DAMON. 

But  &r  a  mightier  wisdom  than  thine  own 
Exerts  itself  within  thee,  with  such  power 
Compelling  thee  to  that  which  it  inclines 
That  it  shdl  force  thy  step;  how  wilt  thoa  then 
Senst,  Justina  f 

JUSTINA. 

By  my  firee-wilL 

HMMOH. 

I 

Must  force  thy  wiU. 

JUSTINA. 

It  is  invincible ; 
It  were  not  free  if  thou  hadst  power  upon  it 

[He  drttw$f  but  ctamol  move  kar, 

BMMON. 

Cone,  where  a  pleasure  waits  thee. 

JUSTINA. 

.    It  were  bought 
Too  dear. 

DAMON. 

Twill  soothe  thy  heart  to  softest  peace. 

JUSTINA. 

Tis  dread  captivity. 

D/BMON. 

Tis  joy,  'tisgloiy. 

JUSTINA. 

Tie  shame,  'tis  tonnent,  'tis  despair. 

DAMON. 

But  how 
Canst  thou  defend  thyself  from  that  or  me, 
If  my  power  drags  thee  onward  t 

JUSTINA. 

My  defence 
Consists  in  God. 

[He  vainly  endeavon  to  force  her,  tad  alUuire- 
lemee  her. 

DAMON. 

Woman,  thou  hast  sabdoed  ma. 
Only  by  not  owning  thyself  subdued. 
Bat  anoe  thou  thus  findest  defence  in  God, 
I  win  asBome  a  feigned  form,  and  thus 
Make  thee  a  victim  of  my  baffled  rage. 
For  I  win  mask  a  spirit  in  thy  form, 


Who  wiU  betray  thy  name  to  infamy. 

And  doubly  shall  I  triumph  in  thy  loss. 

First  by  dishonoring  thee,  and  then  by  tuning 

False  pleasure  to  true  ignominy.  [EaaL 

JVSTUtk. 

I 

Appeal  to  Heaven  against  thee ;  so  that  Heaven 
May  scatter  thy  delusions,  and  the  blot 
Upon  my  &me  vanish  in  idle  thought. 
Even  as  flame  dies  in  the  envious  air. 
And  as  the  floweret  wanes  at  morning  fiost, 
And  thou  shouldst  never— But,  alas !  to  whom 
Do  I  still  speak  I — Did  not  a  man  but  now 
Stand  here  before  me  ? — No,  I  am  alone. 
And  yet  I  saw  him.    Is  he  gone  so  quicldy  f 
Or  can  the  heated  mind  engender  shapes 
From  its  own  fear?    Some  terrible  and  strange 
Peril  is  near.    lisander!  father!  lord! 
Livia! — 

EtUer  LiBANDEa  and  Livia. 

LISANDER. 

O,  my  daughter!  What? 

UVIA. 

Whatf 

JITSTOfA. 

Saw  yon 
A  man  go  forth  from  my  apartment  nowt 
I  scarce  sustain  m]rself ! 

LI8ANDXK. 

A  manhere! 

JUSTINA. 

Have  you  not  seen  himf 

ZJVIA. 

No,  lady. 

JUSTINA. 

I  saw  him. 

USANDKR. 

Tis  impossible ;  the  doon 
Which  led  to  this  apartment  were  aU  lock'd. 

LIVIA  (atide). 
I  dare  say  it  was  Mosoon  whom  she  saw. 
For  he  was  lock'd  up  in  my  room. 

LI8ANDIX. 

It  must 
Have  been  some  image  of  thy  phantasy : 
Such  melancholy  as  thou  feedest,  is 
Skilful  in  forming  such  in  the  vain  air 
Out  of  the  motes  and  atoms  of  the  day. 

LIVIA. 

My  master's  in  the  right 

JUSTINA. 

O,  would  it  were 
Delusion !  But  I  fear  some  greater  iU. 
I  feel  as  if  out  of  my  bleedLig  bosom 
My  heart  were  torn  in  fragments ;  ay, 
Some  mortal  speU  is  wrought  against  my  firame ; 
So  potent  was  the  charm,  that  had  not  God 
Shielded  my  humble  innodence  from  wrong, 
I  should  have  sought  my  sorrow  and  my  shame 
With  willing  steps. — Livia,  quick  bring  my  cloak. 
For  I  must  seek  refuge  from  these  extremes 
Even  in  the  temple  of  the  highest  God 
Which  secretly  the  fiuthful  worship^ 


uvu. 


Hart. 
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TRANSLATION  FROM  MOSCHUS. 
PjIN  tDvpiJ  hi>  ne igbboi  Echo— but  Ihal  child 

Of  Earth  vid  Ait  piued  Jbr  the  Salyr  IpuT^g ; 
The  Satyr  lovod  with  wining  mndnen  wiia 

The    bright  nymph  Lj-da. — and   »   three  weni 
wcaping. 
A«  Pan  loved  Echo.  Echo  loved  the  Sttji; 

The  Satyr.  Lyda — and  Ibtu  lovo  coiBiimed  Iham.— 

To  bear  what  they  inSictad,  jiuiite  doom'd  Iheni . 
Each  laving,  n  wom  bB(ed..^Va  ihfet  love  ml 

Tbtl  wheD  ye  iove,  Iho  like  reium  yo  prove  noL 


A  flnsbiliE  dcDolatioD  there. 

Flainw  before  the  thunder'*  iray; 
Bui  lliy  Knnnia,  Ijmi !  revere 

Hie  g«allo  rbaligid  of  (by  day. 

The  Angel*  draw  iirenf  (li  Ironi  thy  gtm 
Though  no  one  romprehend  th«  maj 

[■  bright  01  on  mnlioa's  day.* 
£iiEFr  MErliTSTDFHiLat. 
iarniscorHa.at 
A>  Ihou,  O  Lord  '.  once  more  an  kind  enough 

tereit  thywlf  in  our  affiiin — 
And  oaki  -  llotv  goes  it  uilh  you  thete  bdoir 
Di  indulgently  at  other  mnee 
loofceal  Dol  my  vi>ii»  in  ill  part. 
Thou  aeeu  me  here  once  more  ainong  Ay  hou 
Though  I  altuvJd  Bcandaliie  lhi>  ramiBny. 

Kill  eieUK  mo  if  I  do  not  talk 
In  the  high  nyle  which  they  think  '■"hiiT«H 
My  paihoe  would  certainly  nuke  you  iaagL  t 
Ifad  yuu  nol  long  lince  given  over  boghing. 
Nothing  know  1  to  lay  of  iuiu  and  woridi: 

irvo  only  how  men  piagae  ihemwlvea  j- 
The  lililo  gnd  o'  the  world  keeps  (be  ame  ■ 
'  ■  wooderfut  a>  on  crealimi'i  day  :— 

Utile  bailer  WDold  he  hve,  hadat  ijuo 
Nol  givon  him  ■  glimpse  of  heaven'i  li^t 
h  ho  calli  reaiBn.  and  employi  it  odj 
ic  more  beaidily  thsn  ai^  beast 
With  reverence  to  your  Lonkhip  lie  it  ipeka 
like  Doe  of  iho«  long-legg'd  grairiMppi 
Who  fhii  and  jump*  aboul.  and  aing*  lur  ova 


Tnt  LaiD  on/j  Ihr  Hon  of  Han 


The  mm  ttinke*  music  at  of  old 

Amid  the  rival  ipherei  of  Ueavani 
On  ilB  predoatined  circle  rull'd 

Wth  thunder  apeed :  the  Angela  oven 
Diaw  ilrength  from  gnling  on  iu  glance. 

Though  none  iu  meaning  faihoro  may: — 
The  world'i  nninthpr'd  coimLenoneo 

li  bright  na  at  creation's  day. 

And  atvifl  and  iwifl.  with  raind  lighlneB. 

The  adorned  Eanti  spins  aitently, 
Allema^g  Elyaiou  brightncaa 

With  deep  and  dreadful  night ;  the  aea 
Fooma  in  htrmd  billows  fiimk  tho  deep 

Up  to  tho  rwk».  ami  rocks  and  ocean. 
Onward,  with  aphrres  vibich  never  deep, 

Are  hurried  in  eternal  motion- 


Fnmi  land  to  aea,  from  tva  to  \jbA  \ 
^od,  raging,  weave  a  rhiun  ut  povitr, 
''Aich  ginls  the  earth,  mi  with  ■  \»vA. 
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old  Bong  i'the  gruM.    There  let  him  lie, 
is  nose  in  every  heap  of  dang. 

THE  LORD. 

no  more  to  say  ?  Do  you  come  here 
)  scold,  and  cavil,  and  complaint 
thing  ever  right  to  jrou  on  earth  f 

mPHISTOPHELES. 

!  I  find  all  there,  as  ever,  had  at  heat 
n  aorry  for  man's  days  of  sorrow ; 
lyself  almost  give  up  the  pleasure 
ing  the  poor  things. 

THE  LORD. 

Knowest  thou  Faoitt 

MSPHISTOPHELES. 

tort 

.   THE  LORD. 

Ay ;  my  servant  Faust  Y 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

In  truth 
IS  you  in  a  fashion  quite  his  own ; 
fool's  meat  and  drink  are  not  of  earth, 
ations  hear  him  on  so  far 
is  half  aware  of  his  own  folly, 
emands  from  Heaven  its  fairest  star, 
a  the  earth  the  highest  joy  it  bears : 
hings  far,  and  all  things  near,  are  vain 
the  deep  emotions  of  his  breast 

THE  LORD. 

he  now  serves  me  in  a  cloud  of  error, 
on  lead  him  forth  to  the  clear  day. 
ees  }oo\l  green,  full  well  the  gardener  knows 
its  and  blooms  will  deck  the  coming  year. 

KEPRISTOPHELES. 

ill  you  bet  ? — now  I  am  sure  of  winning  • 
eerve  you  give  me  full  permission 
him  soflly  on  my  path. 

THE  LORD. 

As  long 
tiall  live  upon  the  earth,  so  long 
ig  unto  thee  forbidden — Man 
T  till  he  has  ceased  to  struggle. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Thanks. 
U  is  all  I  ask ;  for  willingly 
make  acquaintance  with  the  dead. 
1  fresh  cheeks  of  youth  are  food  for  me ; 
a  corpse  knocks,  J  am  not  at  home, 
n  hke  a  cat— I  like  to  play 
with  the  mouse  before  I  eat  it 

THE  LORDl 

irell!  it  is  permitted  thee.     Draw  thou 
it  from  its  springs ;  as  thou  find'st  power, 
im  and  lead  him  on  thy  downward  path; 
md  ashamed  when  failure  teaches  thee 
good  man,  even  in  his  darkest  longings, 
aware  of  the  right  way. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Well  and  good. 
)t  in  much  doubt  about  my  bet; 
I  lose,  then  'tis  your  turn  to  crow : 
^our  triumph  then  with  a  full  breast 
ist  shall  he  devour,  and  that  with  pleasure, 
y  old  paramour,  the  fiunous  Snake. 

THE  LORD. 

nne  here  when  it  suits  you ;  for  I  narer 
och  dislike  for  people  of  your  sort 


And,  among  all  die  Spirits  who  rebell'd, 
The  knave  was  ever  the  leMt  tedious  to  me. 
The  active  spirit  of  man  soon  sleeps,  and  soon 
He  seeks  unbroken  quiet ;  therefore  I 
B[ave  given  him  the  Devil  for  a  companion, 
Who  may  provoke  him  to  some  sort  of  work, 
And  must  create  for  ever. — ^But  ye,  pure 
Children  of  God,  eiyoy  eternal  beauty  j— 
Not  that  which  ever  operates  and  lives 
Clasp  you  within  the  limits  of  its  love ; 
And  seize  with  sweet  and  melancholy  thoughts 
The  floating  phantoms  of  its  loveliness. 

iHeaven  dotes ;  the  ArchangdM  eseiail. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

From  time  to  time  I  visit  the  old  fellow. 
And  I  take  care  to  keep  on  good  terms  with  him. 
Civil  enough  is  this  same  God  Almighty, 
To  talk  so  freely  widi  the  Devfl  himself. 


MAT.DAT  NIGHT. 
ScESit^The  Hartz  Jtfouatotn,  a  detciUUe  Coimtry. 
Faust,  Mephistophelbs. 

mephistopheles. 
WoiTLD  you  not  like  a  broomstick  f  As  for  me, 
I  wish  I  had  a  good  stout  ram  to  ride ; 
For  we  are  still  for  from  the  appointed  place. 

FAUST. 

This  knotted  staff  is  help  enough  for  me. 

Whilst  I  feel  fresh  upon  my  legs.    What  good 

Is  there  in  making  short  a  pleasant  way  T 

To  creep  along  the  labyrinths  of  the  vales, 

And  climb  those  rocks,  where  ever-babbling  springs 

Precipitate  themselves  in  waterfalls. 

Is  the  true  sport  that  seasons  such  a  path. 

Already  Spring  kindles  the  birchen  spray. 

And  the  hoar  pines  already  feel  her  breadi : 

Shall  she  not  work  also  within  our  limbsf 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Nothing  of  such  an  influence  do  I  feel : 

My  body  is  all  wintry,  and  I  wish 

The  flowers  upon  our  path  were  frost  and  snow 

But  see,  how  melancholy  rises  now, 

Dimly  uplifting  her  belated  beam. 

The  blank  unwelcome  round  of  the  red  moon. 

And  gives  so  bad  a  light,  that  every  step 

One  stumbles  'gainst  some  crag.  With  your  permission 

I  '11  call  an  Ignis-fatuus  to  our  aid ; 

I  see  one  yonder  burning  jollily. 

Halloo,  my  friend !  may  I  request  that  you 

Would  fovor  us  with  jrour  bright  company? 

Why  should  you  blaze  away  there  to  no  purpose? 

Pray  be  so  good  as  Ught  us  up  this  way. 

10NI8>FATUU8. 

With  reverence  be  it  spoken,  I  will  try 
To  overcome  the  lightness  of  my  nature : 
Our  course,  you  know,  is  generally  zigzag. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Ha !  ha !  your  worship  thinks  you  have  to  deal 
With  men.    Go  straight  on,  in  the  Devil's  name. 
Or  I  shall  puflf  your  ffickering  life  out 


lOinS-PATUUS. 


I  see  you  are  die  master  of  the  house ; 
I  win  accommodate  myself  to  you. 


WeD, 


BHEiXEirS  POEmCAL 


^CT^a 


]nly  oinnJet,  thai  iiMiighi  ihii  m 


To  Ihe  wide,  ihs  dosn  wuM. 

But  Ke.  bow  iwiA  idvani^e  and  diifl, 
Tn«  behind  irees.  row  by  row, — 

Haw  clin  by  dil>,  roclu  bend  and  lift 
Theit  fnimiDg  Ibreheads  as  we  go. 
The  giuiMnouied  tragi,  ho  I  hu  I 
Hoiv  ihey  anon.  Ukd  how  Ihey  blow  '. 


iting 


hiiny  dr 


li  of  Hravcn  ii  blmm 
8weel  Doltft  of  love,  the  spoaking  loDi 
Of  ihia  bhgbi  day,  Betit  down  lo  aay 
That  PindiH  on  Earlh  ■  known, 
Ile«uad  aniuiK).  bcoeathi  above. 
All  we  hope  and  all  w*  love 
Finda  »  voica  in  Ihi>  hiidie  iinin. 
Which  wakeni  hill  nnd  wood  uul  ?iU, 
And  ribtalBi  far  o'er  field  and  vale, 
And  which  Echo,  hke  Ihe  lale 
Of  old  umei,  rspeali  agam. 


AUa> 


uiT  'iwer. 


layt 


See,  wilh  long  legi  and  beily  wide, 

A  ralnmander  iii  ihs  breka ! 

Every  rooc  is  Ufce  a  anako. 

And  along  iho  loaie  hill-aide. 

With  strange  comortiona  through  the  night 

Curia,  to  ariie  or  to  afirighij 

And,  animated,  i(n>ng.  and  many, 

They  dan  Jbrih  polypua-anlennB, 

To  blimer  wilh  their  jninm  iparne 

The  wanderer.     Through  tbe  danliag  gloom 

Tho  many-oolor-i]  mice,  that  thread 

The  dowy  lutf  beneolh  in.r  tread, 

In  uoopa  each  other'a  moiiotu  cms, 

Through  the  neaih  nnd  through  the  moo ; 

And,  in  legiuna  inlertsiiglcd. 

ThR  lire-IIi«  ILl,  and  su-unn.  and  throng. 

Till  ell  Iho  mounlsin  depthi  are  ipsngled. 


Tellm 


■halln 


I  go  or  Hay  t 


Shall  WD  onn-atdl  Come  aioogt 
Every  thing  snjund  ia  imepi 
Forward,  onward,  far  away  ! 
Treea  and  moaiei  intercept 
The  aiglii,  and  wupa  OQ  everf  nda 
An  pufTd  up  and  multiplied. 


kirt.  and  gain 

rhi.  pinnacle  of 

)iie  may  ohaene 

,  w 

ider  from  ihii 

Uow  Mammon  gt 

«. 

amo 

ng  the  mount., 

And  atningely  through  the  tolid  depth  balow 
A  mplnncholy  light,  like  Ihe  red  dann. 
ShooU  from  the  Iowmi  gorge  of  the  sbr* 
Of  mouninina.  hghiemng  hiihorwani^  then  i 
Pilhm  uf  (make,  here  cloudi  Roat  gently  by . 
Here  the  light  bunu  aofi  ee  the  enkindted  an 
Or  the  illumined  duat  of  golden  Oiiwen; 
And  now  it  glides  like  tender  ralon  ipreadiD 


Through  the  far  valley  with  a 


Andni 


intensive  splendor. 
Ana  near  ui.  tee,  ipor^apnng  out  of  I 
Like  golden  mid  scatier'd  upon  the  da 
The  pionaclu  of  thai  black  wall  of  D 
Thai  hena  ua  in,  are  kindled. 


Rare,  ta  ftilh: 
DoM  nol  Sir  Mammon  gloriously  iUumioala 
His  palace  for  tbu  fealival — it  ii 


heir  hreaih  will 

Thy  body  to 

A  cloud  II 

Hart  ■  how  Hi 

The  owls 

The  columns 


Them 
And  ri 


hena  the  nighL 

empeit  cniihei  thlDugfa  111 

'  out  in  tininge  afliighi  i 

'  the  evetgreen  palace* 

i  ihsltar'd : 

cqk,  and  vtrelrh,  and  gnu 

ire  cruah'd  and  •hatter'd 
I  blast'a  unconquerable  n 
ihet  crnrk  and  crash  the 
nd  inteitangled  fall ; 
the  ruins  of  the  ahakenn 
un  and  howl — 


Ichca  areHnging! 
It  of  a  raging  inud  i 
le  whole  mountwa  tk 


lo  the  broehen  the  witches  go; 
The  mighty  muliitude  here  may  be  aer 
^GUherinS.  wiianl  and  witch,  below. 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 


n  if  nttiiy  aloft  in  the  air ; 
r  stock !  and  hey  over  ttone ! 
ntches  and  incubi,  what  shall  be  done  f 
rbo  dare !  tell  it  who  dare ! 

A  voicx. 
ow-swine,  whose  farrows  were  nine, 
bo  rideth  alone, 

CHORUS. 

er,  to  whom  honor  is  dae, 

ler  Baubo,  honor  to  you. ! 

sow,  with  old  Baubo  upon  her, 

y  of  glory,  and  worthy  of  honor! 

ion  of  witches  is  coming  behind, 

Qg  the  night,  and  outspeeding  the  wind— 

A  VOICE. 

my  comest  thou  f 

A  VOICE. 

Over  Usenstein. 
1  was  awake  in  the  white  moonshine : 
er  at  rest  in  her  downy  nest, 
I  stared  at  me  with  her  broad,  bright  ey^ 

VOICES. 

1  may  now  as  well  take  your  course  on  to  HeU, 
)u  ride  by  so  fiwt  on  the  headlong  blast 

A  VOICE. 

pp'd  poison  upon  me  as  I  past, 
e  the  wound»— 

CH0EU8  OP  WITCHES. 

Come  away !  come  along! 
y  is  wide,  the  way  is  long, 
at  is  that  for  a  Bedlam  throng  7 
itli  the  prong,  and  scratch  with  the  broom, 
ild  in  the  craidle  lies  strangled  at  home, 
9  mother  is  clapping  her  hands. 

8EMI-0B0EU8  OP  WIZAED6  I. 

We  glide  ia 
lails  when  the  women  are  all  away ; 
>m  a  house  once  given  over  to  sin 
1  has  a  thousand  steps  to  stray. 

SEMI-CHORUS  U. 

■and  steps  must  a  woman  take, 

a  man  but  a  single  spring  will  make. 

VOICES  ABOVE. 

nrith  us,  come  with  us,  from  Felunsee. 

VOICES  BELOW. 

vhat  joy  would  we  fly  through  the  upper  sky! 
)  wash'd,  we  are  'nointed,  stark  naked  are  we; 
r  toil  and  our  pain  are  for  ever  in  vain. 

BOTH  CH0RUB8E8. 

ind  is  still,  the  stars  are  fled, 
elancholy  moon  is  dead ; 
Bgic  notM,  like  spark  on  spark, 
,  whistling  through  the  dark. 
Come  away ! 

VOICES  BELOW. 

Stay,  oh  stay ! 

VOICES  ABOVE. 

the  crannies  of  the  rocks 
alls? 

VOICES  BELOW. 

Oh,  let  me  join  your  flocks! 
hundred  yean  have  striven 
ch  your  sldrt  and  mount  to  Heaveiv— 
ill  in  vain.   Oh,  might  I  bo 
iompany  akin  to  me ! 


BOTH  CHORUBSBi. 

Some  on  a  ram  and  some  on  a  prong. 

On  poles  and  on  broomsticks  we  flutter  aloii^ ; 

Forioni  is  the  wight  who  can  rise  not  to4iight. 

A  HALP-WrrCH  BELOW. 

I  have  been  tripping  this  many^ui  hour: 
Are  the  others  already  so  fiur  before  t 
No  quiet  at  home,  and  no  peace  abroad ! 
And  leas  methinks  is  found  by  the  road. 

CHORUS  07  WITCHES. 

Come  onward  away !  aroint  thee,  aroint ! 
A  vritch  to  be  strong  must  anoint— anoint — 
Then  every  trough  will  be  boat  enough ; 
With  a  rag  for  a  sail  we  can  sweep  through  die 
Who  flies  not  to-night,  whe^  means  he  to  fly  t 

BOTH  CH0RUS8E8. 

We  cling  to  the  skirt,  and  we  strike  on  the  graund ; 
Witch-legions  thicken  around  and  around : 
Wiard-swanns  cover  the  heath  all  over. 

[JTity  detemd* 

MEPRISTOPHELES. 

What  dironging,  dashing,  raging,  rustling ; 
What  whispering,  babWng,  hiiBing,  boding; 
What  glimmering,  spurting,  stinking,  burning. 
As  Heaven  and  Earth  were  overturning. 
There  is  a  true  witch  element  about  us ! 
Take  bold  on  me,  or  we  shall  be  divided . — 
Where  are  you  f 

PAUST  (from  a  diaUmce), 
Here! 

MSPHIBTOPHELXi. 

What? 
I  rniiit  exert  my  authority  in  the  house ! 
Place  for  young  Voland — Pray  make  way,  good  people. 
Take  hold  oa  me.  Doctor,  and  with  one  step 
Let  us  escape  from  this  unpleasant  crowd : 
They  are  too  mad  for  people  of  my  sort 
Just  there  shines  a  peculiar  kind  of  light — 
Something  attracts  me  in  those  bushes.    Come 
This  way :  we  shall  slip  down  there  in  a  minnte. 

PAUST. 

Spirit  of  Contradiction  I  Well,  lead  on — 
Twere  a  wise  feat  indeed  to  wander  out 
Into  the  brocken  upon  May-day  night. 
And  then  to  isolate  oneself  in  sochto. 
Disgusted  with  the  humors  of  the  time. 

MEPHI8T0PHELE8. 

See  yonder,  round  a  many-color'd  flame 
A  merry  club  is  huddled  altogether : 
Even  with  such  little  people  as  sit  there. 
One  would  not  be  abne. 

FAUST. 

Would  that  I  were 
Up  yonder  in  the  glow  and  whirling  smoke. 
Where  the  blind  million  rush  impetuously 
To  meet  the  evil  ones ;  there  might  I  solve 
Blany  a  riddle  that  torments  me ! 


Yet 

Many  a  riddle  diere  is  tied  anew 
Inextricably.    Let  the  great  work!  rage ! 
We  will  stay  here  safo  in  the  quiet  dwellings. 
Tis  an  old  custom.    Men  have  ever  built 
Their  own  small  world  in  the  great  worid  of  all 
I  see  yoang  witches  naked  there,  and  old  ooes 
Wisely  tduSnd  with  grsater  decency. 


iB4                               SHELLEY'S  POETICAI.  WOHKa                                  1 

Be  gnidod  now  by  me,  and  you  ihnll  buy 
A  pound  of  pleasure  with  n  dram  of  Irouble. 

GeinaedlothiidaRin'dacrapins.  Corae.IlI  lead  you 
Among  (hem :  and  wlial  there  you  do  and  Bee, 
Ae  •  freah  torapoct  ■twin  ui  two  ihall  be. 
Bow  anjf  you  ""w '  Uiis  ipaee  »  wide  enough— 

GeniJemen  ;  do  noi  hurry  on  •>  fsirt. 

Aud  lo»e  lhi>  chanre  of  a  good  pennywoitii. 

1  have  a  park  foil  of  the  choireet  wane 

or  eveiy  pan.  and  yet  in  all  my  handle 

b  tiolhing  like  what  may  be  found  on  «uth  j 

Nolhiag  (hat  in  a  moment  will  make  rich 

Men  and  the  world  with  line  malicion  tmadlier- 

Jancing  and  drinking,  jabbering,  niukin 
And  cooking,  are  at  work.    Now  Icll  n 
What  1>  there  better  m  the  world  than 

ikiVO. 

i.rri«ud, 

The  chaniclor  of  viiiard  or  of  devil  1 

In  tmft,  1  gmerally  go  about 
In  iirict  incogniioi  arvd  yet  one  likei 
To  wear  oiie'>  otdura  uiwn  gala^kyi. 
I  have  no  riljbou  nl  my  knee ;  bat  hero 
Al  home,  Ihe  cloven  Ibel  ia  honorable. 
Sea  you  Ihal  mail  there  l-ehe  comoi  er 

Mpiognp. 

1  oouldnDt,iri  would,  ma.lt  myaelfi._._ 
Come  now,  we'll  go  aboul  Ihiin  fin  to  fire: 
111  be  Ihe  pimpi  and  you  ihall  be  the  lover. 

[Tb  HUM  OH  WmtM.  vJia  am  niting  reimd 
leap  i/  glimmrring  malt. 
Old  genlleWDinon,  what  do  you  do  oul  here  I 
Vou  ought  a  bo  with  the  young  rialen 
Right  in  Ihe  thirkMl  of  the  revoliy— 


So  mueh  di  I  had  done 

Youth  will  HlnnJ  rureiu(»l  d 
To  the  dark  grave  unhai]or*d. 

People. 

6nt  u  lor  me,  the  good  old  iini(»  I  praiae; 
Then  we  were  all  in  all,  'twan  Bomelhing  wonh 

One'i  while  u  be  in  place  and  wear  a  Mar  j 
Thai  WIS  indeed  the  goMon  ago  on  earth. 

We  too  are  Dptive.  and  we  did  and  do 
What  we  ought  not,  perhapi ;  and  yet  we  now 
Will  wile,  whilil  all  lliingi  are  whirl'd  round  and  round, 
A  apoko  of  Fonuno'"  wheel,  and  keep  our  ground. 

Who  niiw  am  toFle  a  treatise  of  deep  noae 

To  wrile  whoi  none  will  read.  Ihtreforo  will  I 
To  please  the  young  and  thoughllen  people  iiy. 
mtPHlSTQftlELKS  (»Ao  □(  onre  appeari  to  iaue  groBa 


There  u  m  dagger  drunk  n-iih  bl 
Prom  which  roiauming  poiran  may  be  drain'd 
By  innocent  and  hoalihv  li[»;  nojenid. 
The  price  of  an  abanclon'd  moidfin'a  •hamai 

ird  which  euti  the  bond  ii  ramwi  Ime. 
Or  italiH  Ihe  waireT'i  enemy  in  Ihe  bach ; 

Gonip.  you  know  lililu  of  tbeae  udm. 
What  hai  been,  has  been ;  what  ii  done,  h  jaiL 
They  ihupe  themeelvei  into  Ihe  innoiatUB 
'Hiey  hned,  and  innovation  draga  ua  wuh  iL 
The  torrent  of  the  crowd  ewe^jv  over  oi 
Vou  think  to  impel,  and  ate  younelT  impoU'd. 

Who  il  Ihal  yonder  I 


Liliih,  the  Tint  wife  of  Adi 
iware  of  her  fiiir  boir,  for  ebe  eiccla 
I  women  in  Ihe  majric  of  her  locks; 
Ai^d  when  ihe  wintift  thotit  round  a  young  n 


ere  Li  no  rest  lo-ni^bl  Ibr  any  one  •- 
ken  one  dance  eudfl,  another  u  begun  ; 
me.  let  lu  In  il ;  we  shall  have  rare  fon. 
[Faost  rfanw*  a«d  imgi  miUi  a  Girt  nd  M 
■  «>  Old  Wamm. 


It  long  since  proved  to  di 
move  not  on  ordinoiy  fe 
■e  dviungjust  like  men 


far  above  ua  all  in  hii  coueeii: 
Whilst  WB  enjoy,  he  reowm  of  enjoyint 
ly  iilep  which  in  our  dance  we  tr 


If  it  he  le 

h  not  U 

There  are  few  things  thai  k 

you  whirl  round  in  the  circle  now, 
t  round  the  wheel  in  hit  old  mill. 

He  Boyi  Ihnt  yon  go  wrong  in  all  reepecte. 

E«pecially  if  you  congraluklo  him 

Upon  the  Hlisngth  of  Ihe  reHinbhmce. 


\\ali^\  Xji^wVcA  ^\iQ^ra&cnj 


MISCELLANEOUS  PQElCa 


In  this  enlighten'd  age  too,  mice  3rou  have  been 
PRyved  not  to  eiMt! — ^But  this  infernal  brood 
Wni  hear  no  reason  and  endure  no  role. 
Are  we  to  wiae»  and  is  the  pond  ttill  haunted  f 
How  long  have  I  been  sweeping  out  this  rubbish 
Of  supexBtition,  and  the  world  will  not 
Come  dean  with  all  my  pains ! — it  is  a  case 
Unheard  of! 

THX  GIRL. 

Then  leave  off  teasing  us  so. 

BROCTO-PHANTASMIST. 

I  tell  yon,  s|nrits,  to  your  fiices  now, 
That  I  riioidd  not  regret  this  despotism 
Of  spirits,  but  that  mine  can  wield  it  not. 
To-night  I  shall  make  poor  work  of  it ; 
Tet  I  will  take  a  round  with  you,  and  hope 
Before  my  last  step  in  the  living  dance 
To  beat  die  poet  and  the  devil  together. 

MEPHISTOPHXLES. 

At  last  he  will  sit  down  in  some  foul  paddle ! 
That  is  his  way  of  solacing  himself; 
Until  some  leech,  diverted  with  his  gravity, 
Cores  him  of  spirits  and  the  spirit  together. 

[To  Faubt,  who  has  tecedodfrom  Uib  donee. 
Why  do  you  let  that  fidr  girl  pass^fiom  you. 
Who  sung  so  sweetly  to  you  in  the  dance  f 

FAUST. 

A  red  mouse  in  the  middle  of  her  singing 
C^irang  from  her  moudL 

MEPHI8T0PHELKS. 

That  was  all  right,  my  friend  { 
Be  it  enough  that  the  mouse  was  not  gray. 
Bo  not  disturb  your  hour  of  happiness 
With  close  consideration  of  sudi  trifles. 


Then  saw  I- 


FAU8T. 
MEPmSTOPHKLBS. 

What? 


PAtTST. 

Seest  tfaoo  Dot  a  pale 
Fair  girl,  standing  alone,  &r,  far  away? 
She  drags  heiaelf  now  forward  with  slow  steps, 
And  seems  as  if  she  moved  with  shackled  feet : 
I  camiol  overcome  the  thought  that  she 
Is  like  poor  Margaret 

MKPHIBT0PHXLX8. 

Let  it  be — pass  on — 
No  good  can  come  of  it — ^it  is  not  well 
To  meet  it — it  is  an  enchanted  phantom, 
A  lifeless  idol;  with  its  numbing  look. 
It  freezes  up  the  blood  of  man ;  and  diey 
Who  meet  its  ghastly  stare  are  tum'd  to  stone. 
Like  those  who  saw  Medusa. 

FAUST. 

Oh,  too  true! 
Her  eyes  are  like  the  eyes  of  a  fresh  ccrpae 
Which  no  beloved  hand  has  closed,  alas! 
That  is  the  heart  which  Margaret  yielded  to 
Hioae  are  the  lovely  limbs  which  I  ei\ioy*d ! 

MKPHISTOPHKLES. 

It  is  all  magic,  poor  deluded  fool ! 

She  looks  to  eveiy  one  ,like  his  first  love. 

FAUST. 

Oh,  what  delight!  what  woe !  I  cannot  turn 
My  looks  from  her  swoet  piteous  countenance. 
How  strangely  does  a  single  blood-red  line, 

3P 


Not  broader  than  the  sharp  edgo-of  a  knifo. 
Adorn  her  bvely  neck! 

MXPUlSTOPHKLn. 

Ay,  she  can  carry 
Her  head  under  her  arm  upon  occasion ; 
Perseus  has  cut  it  off  for  her.   These  pleasures 
End  in  delusion. — Gain  this  rising  ground. 
It  is  as  airy  here  as  in  a  [  ] 

And  if  I  am  not  mightily  deceived, 
I  see  a  theatre— What  may  this  meant 

ATTENDANT. 

Quite  a  new  piece,  the  last  of  seven,  for  'tis 
The  custom  now  to  represent  that  number. 
*Tia  written  by  a  Dilettante,  and 
The  acton  who  perform  are  Dilettanti ; 
Excuse  me,  gentlemen ;  but  I  must  vanish* 
I  am  a  Dilettante  curtain-lifter. 


FRAGMENTS. 


GINEVRA.* 

Wild,  pale,  and  wonder-stricken,  even  as  one 
Who  staggers  forth  into  the  air  and  sun 
From  the  dark  chamber  of  a  mortal  fever, 
Bewilder'd,  and  incapable,  and  ever 
Fancying  strange  comments  in  her  dixiy  brun 
Of  usual  shapes,  till  the  familiar  train 
Of  objects  arid  of  persons  pass'd  like  things 
Strange  as  a  dreamer's  mad  imaginings, 
Ginevra  from  the  nuptial  altar  went ; 
The  vows  to  which  her  Hpa  had  sworn  assent 
Rung  in  her  brain  still  with  a  jarring  din. 
Deafening  the  lost  inteUigence  within. 

And  so  she  moved  under  the  bridal  veil. 
Which  made  the  paleness  of  her  cheek  more  pals. 
And  deepen'd  the  faint  crimson  of  her  mouth, 
And  darken'd  her  dark  locks  as  moonlight  doth#— 
And  of  the  gold  nnd  jewels  glittering  there 
She  scarce  felt  conscious, — but  the  weary  glare 
Lay  like  a  chaos  of  unwelcome  Ught, 
Veiing  the  sense  with  gorgeous  undelight 
A  moonbeam  in  the  shadow  of  a  cloud 
Was  less  heavenly  fair — ^her  foce  was  bow*d. 
And  as  she  pass'd,  the  diamonds  in  her  hair 
Were  mirror'd  in  the  polish'd  marble  stair 
Which  led  from  the  cathedral  to  the  street; 
And  ever  as  she  went,  her  Ught  foir  feet 
£Irased  these  images. 


The  bride^naidens  who  round  her  thronging 
Some  with  a  sense  of  self^rebuke  and  shame, 
Envjring  the  unenviable ;  and  othefi 
Matong  the  joy  which  should  have  been  anothar'a 
Their  own  by  gentle  sympathy ;  and  some 
Sigh&g  to  thmk  of  an  unhappy  home : 
Some  few  admiring  what  can  ever  lura 
Maidens  to  leave  &e  heaven  serene  and  pure 
Of  parents'  smiles  for  Ufe's  great  cheat;  a  thing 
Bitter  to  taste,  sweet  in  imagining. 

*  This  Itragment  is  part  of  a  poem  which  Mr.  Bbelley  in. 
tended  to  write,  founded  on  a  story  to  be  fbund  in  tbsfbst 
voloma  of  a  book  entitled  **L'OsBervators  FiorentiBO." 


^mmmsm^ 


od  through 
bnrb' 


n  her  whii?  hondi, 

r  axt.  wkh  jangling  Lo 
7  ronm^B-bf  IK 


I  like  one  within  ft  drenm  v/ho  dr?ami 

IB  dreuningp  unlil  sliimbet  seenw 

mocliBry  of  itMlf— when  luddenly 
nMnio  alood  belbre  her.  pnle  u  ihe. 
/ilh  Bgony,  wilh  tonow,  and  vi-iih  pnJe, 
a  lilted  bii  H'sn  eyn  upon  Ihe  bnd(^. 
nd  «id — "  li  Ihii  Ihy  &iih  t"  uid  ihen  u  cuts 
/ho»  ileeiung  ftco  i"  ■niekeo  by  the  mn 
/iih  ligbl  like  a  harsh  Toice,  which  bidi  him  ri» 
nd  look  upon  hn  day  of  life  with  cy« 
fhich  weap  in  "un  thai  ihey  can  drenm  no  more. 
jinem  Bw  her  lover,  and  tbrbure 
'o  ihiiek  or  fsinl.  and  chock'd  the  lufling  blood 
iinhing  upon  her  haul,  and  unsubdued 
teiii — "  Triend.  if  earthly  violance  oi  Al. 
!u>plcion.  doubi.  or  Iha  eytnonic  will 
1[  paranu,  dunce,  or  cuilom.  time  or  change, 
itange, 

\ka  love. — we  love  not: — u  me  grave  which  hidea 

The  vicuin  from  Ihe  lyrani.  and  dividea 

The  rheek  ihal  whileiu  frum  ihe  eyes  ihal  dan 

Imperiom  inquialion  to  the  heiirt 

Tim  ia  anolher'i,  could  dinover  nun, 

We  love  not" — "  What,  do  nol  Ihe  tilcnl  houia 

Bockoa  [hev  ID  Gherardi'<  bridal-bo-l  T 

J>  noi  thai  ling" •  pledge,  he  would  have  nid. 

The  golden  circle  Ifom  hor  finger  look. 
And  nid — "  Acxepi  ihii  loken  of  my  fiilh, 
The  pledge  or  vowi  lo  be  absolved  by  death  ; 
And  1  am  dead,  or  ihall  be  hxiii— my  knoll 
Will  mil  iU  muiic  wilh  thai  merry  bell : 
Does  ii  not  luunil  aa  if  ihey  iweeiiy  said, 
■  We  loll  I  corpae  d»1  of  ihe  nurringe-bed  T 
Tho  Aowen  upon  my  hridnl-chsmber  alrewn 
Will  urve  unladed  Tor  my  bier-ao  t>oon 
Thai  even  the  dying  violol  will  not  dio 
Before  Giiievm."    The  ilrong  phanloiiy 
Had  mndc  her  occenu 


in  her  cheek. 


-  eyOB.  and  spread  an  alinoe|^c 
Round  her.  which  chill'd  tho  bunung  noon  wilhCsai. 
Making  her  but  an  inuge  of  the  thought. 
Which,  like  a  prophet  or  a  ihedow,  biuught 
Newi  of  the  lerrora  of  the  coming  bme. 
like  an  acciiter  branded  with  the  crime 
He  would  have  coet  on  a  beloved  friend, 
Wboaa  dying  eyei  rrpruaoh  cot  lo  Ihe  end 
The  pale  hetrayer — he  then  with  vain  repentance 
Would  ahare.  he  cannot  now  avert,  tho  tenlence— 
Anlonio  tlood  and  woidd  have  ipoksn,  when 
TTie  compound  voice  of  wnmen  and  of  men 
Wai  hpBtd  approaching ;  ho  relired,  while  ahe 
Waa  led  amid  the  admiring  company 
Back  lo  ihe  palace. — and  h^r  maidena  aoon 
Changed  hor  aUire  lor  the  allcmoon, 
And  lefl  her  al  her  own  request  lo  keep 
An  boar  of  quiet  and  real  -. — Uke  one  paleep 


MeoDwhilo  Ihe  day  nnka  &•!.  the  nin  ia  eat. 
Aiid  in  the  lighled  hall  Ihe  guean  are  mel ; 
The  beaunful  looked  lovelier  in  the  hghl 
Of  lave,  aiul  admiration,  and  delight 
Reflected  fnim  a  thouoand  hearu  and  eyea. 
Kindling  a  momentary  Pafadiae. 

:niwd  ia  wfer  than  ihe  ailenl  wood, 
)  love's  own  doubts  diiluib  the  soblude  i 
On  fnopn  hcarla  the  fiery  tain  of  wine 
Falla.  and  the  dew  of  music  more  ditine 
Tempen  Ihe  deep  emoliona  of  Ihe  time 

To  poH  loo  aoon,  bnl  never  ui  lorgel. 
How  many  saw  the  beauly.  power  and  wit 
Of  looli*  and  worda  which  ne'er  enchanted  yet ; 

le'a  fonjiliar  ved  waa  now  withdrawn. 

Aa  Ihe  world  leape  before  an  conhquake'i  dawn. 

id  unpropbolic  of  the  coining  houn, 

le  malin  winds  finm  iho  eiponded  Aowen 

Sculcr  Iheit  hoarded  incense,  and  awvkea 

rarlh,  unlil  the  dewy  sleep  ia  ahaken 

igh  aeoa  and  winds,  cidea  vid  wiidemsaes. 

Ihe  fuiure  atul  Ihe  paai  were  all 
Treasured  i'  the  inatant|— »  Gheiwdt'a  hall 
Lough'd  in  Ihe  mirth  nf  its  Inid'a  feaiival. 
Till  eoma  one  nk'd— "  Where  ia  Ihe  Bride  T'  And  then 

le'wiaid  went, — and  ere  ehs  came  tgaui 

■nee  fell  upon  Ihe  gueita — a  pauao 

peclalion,  aa  when  boauly  DWea 
All  lieana  with  ila  approach,  though  unbeheU  : 
Then  wonder,  and  iheo  lesr  thai  vrooder  qnell'd  i — 
For  whispera  paas'd  from  maath  U  ear  which  drew 
Tbe  color  from  the  heaier'a  clieoki.  and  Hew 
Louder  and  awiller  round  Ihe  company ; 
And  Ihcn  C^hcrardi  onier'd  wilh  an  eye 

Lentatioua  tiuuble,  and  a  cmwd 
Surrounded  him.  and  some  were  weeptog  lend. 

They  fbnnd  Ginevra  dead  I  if  il  he  death. 
To  lie  wiUioiii  motion,  or  pulae,  or  hreaih. 
With  WBicn  checks,  and  limha  cold.  wtiO.  and  white, 

ipon  eyea.  whoee  fii'd  and  gloBsy  light 

'd  at  Ihe  apeculaliou  ibey  bad  own'd. 

w  dead],  when  ihere  is  fell  around 

i-ll  of  clay,  a  pale  and  icy  glare. 

And  silonce,  and  a  aeiiso  that  lifts  the  hair 

Ptom  the  sculp  to  the  ankteo,  oa  il  went 

Corruption  from  Ihe  spirit  posting  Ibith, 

id  giving  all  il  ahrouded  to  ihe  earth. 


larknea :  in  our  Dtghl 


iving  ai 
Aihdi,  and  amoke,  and  di 
Of  thought  n 
Than  Ihe  unborn  dream  of  our  life  beibre 
Their  barka  are  wreck'd  on  in  inhospitable  shore. 
Tho  marriage-feaai  and  ila  solemnity 
Waa  tum'd  (a  fimetal  pomp — iho  company 
With  heavy  hearts  and  loolu.  broke  up:  nor  Ihey 
Who  loved  the  dead  wont  weeping  on  their  waf 
Alone,  but  sorrow  mii'd  with  sad  surprise 
Looeen'd  the  springs  of  pity  in  aii  eyes^ 
On  which  that  form,  whoae  tale  Ihey  weep  in  vain. 
Will  never.  lliDughl  ibey,  kindle  snulaa  agiiik 
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ipe  which,  ha]f«ztinguiah'd  in  their  haste, 
few  and  ftint  o'er  the  abendoo'd  feast, 
as  it  were  wiUiin  the  Tanlted  room 
of  sorrow  hanging,  as  if  gloom 
e'd  out  of  men's  minds  into  the  air. 
w  yet  stood  around  Gherardi  there, 
and  relations  of  the  dead* — and  he, 
sss  man,  accepted  torpidly 
isolation  that  he  wanted  not, — 
the  place  of  grief  within  him  wrong^ 
rhispers  made  the  solemn  silence  seem 
iU--some  wept,  [  ] 

lelted  into  teais  without  a  sob, 
ae  with  hearts  that  might  be  heard  to  throb 
n  the  table,  and  at  intervals 
r'd  to  hear  through  the  deserted  halls 
rridors  the  thrilling  shrieks  which  came 
le  breeze  of  night,  that  shook  the  flame 
7  torch  and  taper  as  it  swept 
at  the  chamber  where  the  women  kept ; — 
Ban  fell  on  the  dear  companion  cold 
sures  now  departed ;  then  was  knoU'd 
U  of  death,  and  soon  the  priests  arrived, 
ding  death  their  penitent  had  shrived, 
d  hke  ravens  from  a  corpse  whereon 
ire  has  just  feasted  to  the  bone. 
BU  the  mourning  women  came. — 

THS  DimOK. 

Old  winter  was  gone 
veakness  back  to  Uie  mountains  hoar, 

And  the  spring  came  down 
tie  planet  that  hovers  upon  the  shore 
the  sea  of  sunlight  encroaches 
Umiti  of  wintry  night ; 
land,  and  the  air,  and  the  sea 
I  not  when  spring  approaches, 
I  not  rejoice  in  thee, 

Ginevra ! 
le  is  still,  she  is  cold 

On  the  bridal  couch, 
ip  to  the  white  death-bed. 
And  one  to  the  bier, 
le  to  the  chamel — and  one,  O  where  f 

The  dark  arrow  fled 

In  the  ixxHi. 
I  sun  through  Heaven  once  more  has  roU'd, 
ts  in  her  heart 
ftve  made  their  nest, 
B  worms  be  alive  in  her  golden  hair ; 
the  spirit  that  guides  the  sun, 
tjned  in  his  flaming  chair, 

She  shall  sleep. 

«        •        «        «        * 

881. 


CHARLES  THE  FIRST. 

A  FRAGBfENT. 

ACT  I. 
SOBIE  I. 
^agemU  to  [cdebrate]  Ike  ttrrmd  qf  At  Qumn, 

A   rUlSUIVANT. 

,  fer  the  Bfaiihal  of  the  BiisqiM! 


riMT  SPKAKn. 

What  thinkest  thou  of  this  quaint  masque,  which  toms 
like  morning  fiom  the  shadow  of  the  night. 
The  night  to  day,  and  London  to  a  place 
Of  peace  and  joy? 

nCOlfD  IPEAXXt. 

And  Hell  to  Heaven. 
Eight  yeuB  are  gone. 

And  they  seem  houn,  since  in  this  popokras  street 
I  trod  on  grass  made  green  by  summer's  rain. 
For  the  red  plague  kept  state  within  that  palace 
Where  now  reigns  vanity — in  nine  yeua  more 
The  roots  will  be  refiresh'd  with  dvil  blood ; 
And  thank  the  mercy  of  insulted  Heaven 
That  sin  and  wrongs  wound,  as  an  orphan's  cry. 
The  patience  of  the  great  Avenger's  ear. 

THnn  spEAKKK  (a  youth). 

Tet,  fiither,  'tis  a  happy  sight  to  see. 

Beautiful,  innocent,  and  unibrbidden 

By  God  or  man;— 'tis  like  the  bright  proiesiton 

Of  skiey  visions  in  a  solemn  dream 

From  which  men  wake  as  from  a  paradise. 

And  draw  new  strength  to  tread  the  thorns  of  lile. 

If  God  be  good,  wherefore  should  this  be  evilf 

And  if  this  be  not  evil,  dost  thou  not  draw 

Unseasonable  poison  from  the  flowers 

Which  Uoom  so  rarely  in  this  barren  world  f 

O,  kill  these  bitter  thoughts,  which  make  the  present 

Dark  as  the  future ! — 


When  avarice  and  tyranny,  vigilant  fear, 
And  open-eyed  conspiracy  lie  sleeping. 
As  on  Hell's  threshold ;  and  all  gentle  dioughts 
Waken  to  worship  him  who  giveth  joys 
With  his  own  gift 


fXCOND 

How  young  art  Ihon  in  this  old  age  of  time ! 

How  green  in  this  gray  world !  Canst  thou  not  flunk 

Of  change  in  that  low  scene,  in  which  tbofi  ait 

Not  a  spectator  but  an  actor  f  [  ] 

The  day  that  dawns  in  fire  wUl  die  in  storms. 

Even  though  the  noon  be  cahn.    My  travel's  done; 

Before  die  whirlwind  wakes,  I  shall  have  found 

My  inn  of  lasting  rest,  but  thou  must  still 

Be  journeying  on  in  this  inclement  air. 


rnsT  inAKZi. 


Is  the  Archbishop. 


That 


SECOND  SnAEXM. 

Rather  say  die  Pope. 
Londoa  will  be  soon  his  Rome :  he  walks 
As  if  he  trod  upon  the  heads  of  men. 
He  looks  elate,  drunken  with  blood  and  gold ; — 
Beside  him  moves  the  Babylonian  woman 
Inviably,  and  with  her  as  with  his  shadow. 
Mitred  adulterer !  he  is  join'd  in  sin. 
Which  turns  Heaven's  milk  of  mercy  to  revenge. 

ANOTHKK  cmzKN  (UfUng  tqt  kU  cyef). 
Good  Lord !  rain  it  down  upon  him^[        ] 
Amid  her  ladies  walks  the  papist  queen. 
As  if  her  nice  feet  soom'd  our  English  eardL 
There 's  old  Bu  Henry  Vane,  the  Earl  of  Pemfaioke, 
Lord  Essex,  and  Lord-Keeper  Coventry, 
And  odiers  who  make  case  dieir  En|^ 
By  ^tQa  pistkdtiitOMi  fA  '^asiBL\tKan, 


SHELLEVS  POETICAL  WOKKS. 


nih  papilla.  Bilifliiu.  ryruits,  nnil  upoiutHi. 
Viiaa  Uwyore  tnuli,  'lis  IJnie  Kit  lioii«l  niuii 
lb  lUip  the  viaoc  iniai  their  iiurpoieii. 

It**  place.  Bive  plsce ! — 
Too  loreh-lieiirB™,  advance  lo  Ihn  grpnt  gale, 
Lod  then  nlUrnd  Aie  Marshal  of  Uie  Ataaqne 
SlD  tba  Royai  prcnenca. 

rirru  BTitSEK  (a  law  Audn/). 

Whal  Uiinhnt  ihou 
If  thi*  quoinl  ahow  of  oun.  my  aged  friand  I 

will  not  Ihink  but  Ihai  our  rountry'*  nounda 
vhjr  jrdl  be  beal'd — The  king  i>  jiui  nnd  gncioua, 
[liough  wicked  mun»*l«  now  parvorl  hia  will : 


And  keep  Iheir  venom,  ki  kmga  otlen  change ; 

CDondla  and  counKllnra  hang  on  oae  anoiliar. 
lidiog  the  lothaome    [  ] 

Jke  Ibe  bne  p*ichivork  of  h  lepec'a  raini. 


Dragg'd  lor  a  day  bota  oellan  and  low  nbia 
And  HJiien  hidiug-holee,  lo  poini  the  ntiifal 
Of  this  pteaenlimeni.  and  bntig  np  the  reu 
Of  painted  pomp  with  mueiyl 


The  auti-moaque.  and  eervei  ai  diKHnla  do 
In  iweetMl  muait    Who  would  lave  SUy  Bi 
If  ihey  aurceeded  nol  lo  Wioier-a  daw ; 
Or  Jay  lUichaoged  by  nigbi ;  or  joy  itteif 
Wllhoiil  ibe  Unich  of  aunvnl 


O.  atill  Ihoae  diaeonon 


JiougbU- — List?  loud  n 


To  the  Manhil  of  tb 


Hon  glorioiu!  See  Ibcas  lhron;tiiig  cbariou 
Rolling  hke  pauiied  rioudi  before  Ibe  wind: 

Ufce  curved  ibella  dyed  by  the  alure  dopllu 
Of  Indian  aeaa  ;  tome  like  the  □ew-bom  moon; 
And  Nine  like  can  in  which  the  Romana  elimb'd 
(Canopied  by  Virioiy'a  eagle  winga  oaiapcead) 
The  Capiloilan— See  how  glor       ' 


The  meiiled  h. 


in  the  1 


lilighl  It: 


Noblea,  and  sooa  of  noblea, 
MonopoliiEa.  and  alewarda  of  Ibia  poor  fjum. 
On  whoie  lean  abeep  ail  the  prophetic  crowa. 
Here  ii  Iha  pomp  ilial  ainpa  the  houeeleaa  orphan. 
Here  ia  the  pnde  thai  breaka  ihe  desolate  heurL 
Tbew  Bte  the  UUa  glurioua  a>  Solomon, 
VVho  toil  no:.  c.eiUicr  do  they  apin,— unlen 
It  bo  the  weba  they  ™tcb  poor  rognee  withal. 

The  niggard  wages  of  the  enrih,  acarce  leavei 
The  tithe  that  will  auppon  theia  till  they  cnnl 
Back  10  ill  cold  hard  ba»m.    Here  it  health 
Foliow'd  by  gtim  diwue,  glory  by  ahame, 
Woile  by  lame  famiDe.  wi>alUi  by  aqualid  wonl, 
And  lijiglond'a  ain  by  Knjjland'a  puniabriieuL 
And.  aa  the  eflccl  punuea  t{ie  cauw  faregnnc. 
Ui,  giving  auljeUniro  10  my  worda,  bohold 
At  once  the  sign  and  the  thing  aignified — 
*  mop  of  cripple*,  boggari,  aafl  loan  ouvcwHOi 
•rted  upon  ilumtiling  ahapa*,  carUid  wilh  ilali|. 


A  ChamtiT  IH  WMtektO, 
Enter  lit  Kina,  Quun,  Litm,  WExrcoaTa,  a 


Thanka.  gentlemen.  I  henrtily  accept 
Thia  token  of  your  HDrvice;  yuur  gay  n 
Wai  performed  gaUonity. 


Aod,^ 

Call  you r  poor  Qneen  your  dobtCH.  "Tourij ua 
RoH  on  me  bke  the  figure*  of  poai  yein. 
Treading  their  Mill  path  back  to  infiincy. 
More  beautiful  and  mild  aa  they  drmn  nearer 
The  <|uiel  cradle.    I  could  hai-e  olimai  wepi 
To  think  I  n-aa  lu  Pari^  whvr«  lhe«  abcnn 

My  young  heart  ahared  with  [  I  Ih*  H 

The  careful  weight  of  thb  great  monarchy. 
Then,  gentlemen,  between  the  lorerciga't  pita 
'-■'  -hat  which  It  regonb,  no  clamor  liJla 


The  fool  ia  here. 

ur  Majesty 

!  aacred  character, 


To  order  thai  thu  inaoli 
iied  :  he  mocks  il: 
ScoSa  at  die  ilake.  and- 


What,  oiy  Archy ; 
moaka  and  loimici  all  he  aeea  and  haan. 
I  with  a  quajnt  and  graceful  lii^ecae — PrilheA 
For  thia  once  do  not  ai  Piynne  would.  v.vn  be 
Primate  of  England. 

He  Uvea  in  hia  own  world ;  and.  like  a  jsnol. 
Hung  in  hia  glided  pmon  ftom  the  window 
Of  a  queen'a  bower  over  the  public  way, 
Blaapbemetwithabird'iniind, — hiaworda,Ukeam 
Which  linow  no  aim  beyond  ilie  archer'*  wit, 
Sbrike  eotnelimea  what  eludea  pliilusophy. 

Go.  aiinih,  and  repent  of  yoor  oflence 
Ten  minntea  in  the  mini   he  h  nnnr  miaiuua 
To  bring  ne 
Ha  weave. 
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LAUD. 


I  take  Tvith  patience,  ai  my  maiter  did. 
All  Booffi  permitted  from  above. 

XINQ. 

My  lord, 
Pray  oveilook  tfaete  papers.    Archy't  -wordM 
Had  wings,  bat  these  have  talons. 

QUESN. 

And  the  lion 
That  wears  them  must  be  tamed.    My  dearest  lord, 
I  see  the  new-bom  courage  in  your  eye 

Arm'd  to  strike  dead  the  spirit  of  the  time. 

***** 

Do  thou  persist :  for,  faint  but  in  resolve. 

And  it  were  better  thou  had  still  remain'd 

The  slave  of  thine  own  slaves,  who  tear  like  cors 

The  fugitive,  and  flee  from  the  pursuer ! 

And  opportunity,  that  empty  wolf. 

Flies  at  his  throat  who  falls.     Subdue  tfiy  actions 

Even  to  the  disposition  of  thy  purpose. 

And  be  that  tempered  as  the  Ebro's  steel : 

And  bankh  weak-eyod  Mercy  to  the  weak. 

Whence  she  will  greet  thee  with  a  gift  of  peace, 

And  not  betray  thee  with  a  traitor's  kiss, 

As  when  she  keeps  the  company  of  rebels. 

Who  think  that  she  is  fear.    This  do,  lest  we 

Should  &II  as  from  a  glorious  pinnacle 

In  a  bright  dream,  and  wake  as  fiom  a  dream 

Out  of  our  worshipp'd  state. 


LAUD. 

*  *    And  if  this  suffice  not. 

Unleash  the  sword  and  fire,  that  in  their  thirst 

They  may  lick  up  that  scum  of  schismatics. 

I  laugh  at  those  weak  rebels  who,  desiring 

What  we  possess,  still  prate  of  Christian  peace, 

As  if  those  dreadful  messengers  of  wrath, 

Which  play  the  part  of  God  'twizt  right  and  wrong, 

Should  be  let  loose  against  innocent  sleep 

Of  templed  cities  and  the  smiling  fields, 

For  some  poor  argument  of  policy 

Which  touches  our  own  profit  or  our  pride. 

Where  indeed  it  were  Christian  charity 

To  turn  the  cheek  even  to  the  smiter's  hand : 

And  when  our  great  Redeemer,  when  our  God 

Is  scom'd  in  his  immediate  miniaten. 

They  talk  of  peace  : 

Such  peace  as  Canaan  found,  let  Scotland  now. 

***** 

QUKEN. 

My  beloved  lord. 

Have  you  not  noted  that  the  fool  of  late 
Has  lost  his  careless  mirth,  and  that  his  words 
Sound  like  the  echoes  of  our  saddest  fears  ? 
What  can  it  mean  7  I  should  be  loth  to  think 
Some  fiu;tious  slave  had  tutor'd  him. 

KIN<3. 

It  partly  is. 
That  our  minds  piece  the  vacant  intervals 
Of  his  wild  words  with  their  own  &shioning ; 
As  in  the  imagery  of  summer  clouds. 
Or  coals  in  the  winter  fire,  idlers  find 
The  perfect  shadows  of  their  teeming  thefughfs : 
And  partly,  that  the  terrors  of  the  time 
Are  sown  by  wandering  Ramor  in  all  spirits ; 


And  in  the  lightest  and  the  least,  may  best 
Be  seen  the  current  of  the  coming  wind. 

QUKKN. 

Your  brain  is  overwrought  with  these  deep  thoughts ; 

Come,  I  will  sing  to  you ;  let  us  go  try 

These  airs  from  Italy, — and  you  shall  see 

A  cradled  miniature  of  jrourself  asleep, 

Stamp'd  on  the  heart  by  nevei^rring  love ; 

Liker  than  any  Vandyke  ever  made, 

A  pattern  to  the  unborn  age  of  thee. 

Over  whose  sweet  beauty  I  have  wept  for  joy 

A  thousand  times,  and  now  should  weep  for  sorrowt 

Did  I  not  think  that  afler  we  were  dead 

Our  fortunes  would  spring  high  in  him,  and  that 

The  cares  we  waste  upon  our  heavy  crown 

Would  make  it  light  and  glorious  as  a  wreatfi 

Of  heaven's  beams  for  his  dear  innocent  brow. 


KINO. 


Dear  Henrietta ! 

*  * 


SCENE  m. 


Hampdin,  Pym,  CitOMWXLL,  and  Ike  younger  Yank. 

HAMPDKN. 

England,  fiu«well !  thou,  who  hast  been  my  cradle, 

Shalt  never  be  my  dungeon  or  my  grave ! 

I  held  what  I  inherited  in  thee, 

As  pawn  for  that  inheritance  of  fireedom 

Which  thou  hast  sold  for  thy  despoiler's  smile : — 

How  can  I  call  thee  England,  or  my  country  f 

Does  the  wind  hold  ? 

VANC 

The  vanes  sit  steady 
Upon  the  Abbey  towers.    The  silver  lightnings 
Of  the  evening  star,  spate  of  the  d^'s  smoke. 
Tell  that  die  north  wixid  reigpe  in  the  upper  air. 
Mark  too  that  flock  of  fleecy-winged  clotuls 
Sailing  athwart  St  Margaret's. 

HAMPDEN. 

Hail,  fleet  herald 
Of  tempest !  that  wild  pilot  who  shall  guide 
Hearts  free  as  his,  to  realms  as  pure  as  thee. 
Beyond  the.  shot  of  tyranny !    And  thou. 
Fair  star,  whose  beam  lies  on  the  wide  Atlantic, 
Athwart  its  aones  of  tempest  and  of  calm. 
Bright  as  the  path  to  a  beloved  home, 
O  light  us  to  the  isles  of  th'  evening  land ! 
like  floating  Edens,  cradled  in  the  glimmer 
Of  sunset,  through  the  distant  mist  of  jpears 
Tinged  by  departing  Hope,  they  gleam.  Lone  regions, 
Where  power's  poor  dupes  and  victims,  yet  have 

never 
Propitiated  the  savage  fear  of  kings 
With  purest  blood  of  noblest  hearts ;  whose  dew 
Is  yet  unstain'd  with  tears  of  those  who  wake 
To  weep  each  day  the  wrongs  on  which  it  dawns  ,* 
Whose  sacred  silent  air  owns  yet  no  echo 
Of  formal  blasphemies ;  nor  impious  riles 
Wrest  man's  firee  worship  from  the  God  who  loves, 
Towards  the  worm  who  envies  us  his  love ; 
Receive  thou  ]roung  [  ]  of  Paradise, 

These  eiiles  from  the  old  and  sinful  world ! 
This  glorious  cUme,  this  firmament  whose  Ughts 
Dart  mitigated  influence  through  die  veil 
Of  pale  blue  atmosphere ;  whose  tears  keep  green 
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M  psvemonl  of  Iha  moiirt  u 

l-feoding  earth; 

IH  vBiJcmHii  horimn,  who» 

iMion'd  by  ihK  circiuDduo 

icredtowen. 

tme.  upon  m.  like  a  dmig 

Isw  dark  n»r,  -  <<«mp  noil 

narrow  vault; 

hi  mighly  QtiLverw  bemmei  ■  cell 

»  oomw  for  Ibe  -ml  ihiiL 

While  the  1 

ihelint  ipoC 

'  Ihii  wida  priBn,  En^lnnd 

'cMlodpoKc  built  on  ihe 

iDounlain-IDii^ 

a  Which  Ihe  »»glc-«piBI.  of 

ihefree. 

Ucb  nnga  though  b<fl» 

a  and  eirth.  md 

ihBrioim 

r  tin*,  and  gUB  upon  Ihf  light  of  Imlh. 

MuatobUBdoverihel 

IWoDiioldM.udinr'KX 

tw  repoUwJ. 

FRAGMENTS 
FROM  AN  PNFINiaHED  DRAMA. 
Hb  cune  like  ■  dream  in  the  ciawn  or  life, 

Ut>  Oai  like  a  shadow  before  iu  noon  : 

He  ii  gone,  and  my  peace  it  lum'd  lo  strife. 

And  I  wnndor  and  none  like  Iho  weary  mocg 

O  iweot  Echo  mXe, 

And  for  ray  raks 

Make  anawf  r  the  while  my  hBirt  nhalt  break  '. 

Bdi  the  heart  bna  a  muuc  which  Echo'i  lipo. 

Thoogh  lender  and  [nic.  yai  con  orawer  not; 
And  die  ihodow  that  movei  in  ibe  aoul'i  Mlipai 

Can  return  not  the  kiat  by  hia  now  lbrg<3l  ■ 
Sweet  lipa^  he  who  hath 


Call  the  darknen 


And  if  tny  grief  should  iiiil  be  dearer  lo 
Tbon  all  Iho  pleaauro  in  the  world  bcaidi 
Why  would  you  lighten  il  t — 


loSbronly 

Tha 

which  I  seek,  •am 

le  hnman  lympalhy 

Oh  !  my  friend, 

My 

liiler,  my  beloved 

What  do  1  say  I 

My 

irain  is  dizzy,  and 

tcarce  know  whether 

I  Bjieiik  to  thee  oi  her. 

Peace,  perturbed  heart! 

lam 

to  thee  inly  <a  Ih 

The 

psBing  wind  whic 

h  heals  the  brow  at  noon. 

And 

may  strike  cold  in 

lo  thP  breast  at  night. 

Yel 

canio.  linger  wh. 

e  il  saolhea  the  mon. 

Or  long  .oothe  could  it 

inger     Bui  you  said 

Yor 

also  loved 

Lnv« 

)  Oh,  I  love.    MelMnk> 

Tb; 

word  of  lov-  i.  fii  fcr  all  Ihe  world. 

that  for  gonlle  he 

Wo 

Id  speak  of  genii 

r  thoughts  than  the  world 

Jbl 

■e  loved. 

Andlha 

u  lovMl  not)  if  «. 

■ng 

Iff  thoti  art,  t ho 

canst  nflbrd  w  weeip. 

Ofa  '.  would  fliat  I  could  rlaim  etemplioii 
Cram  all  the  biHeraeaa  of  that  *weei  name ! 
I  loved,  I  love,  and  when  I  love  no  more, 
Let  joy<  ood  grief  perish,  and  leave  deaiair 
To  nng  the  knell  of  youth.     He  siood  beside  mi 

embodied  viajon  of  the  brighten  dream, 
Which  like  a  dawn  heralds  the  diy  of  life  ; 
The  shadow  of  hia  pmcnce  made  my  world 
A  pandiae.     All  fnmiluir  Ibingi  ho  touch'd. 
All  mmmon  words  he  spoke,  becmma  to  me 
like  Ibrais  nnd  sounds  of  a  diviner  world- 
He  was  Bi  is  the  son  in  his  fiarc«  youdi. 
A*  Iflrrible  and  lovely  ns  n  umpeil; 
H«  oame.  and  went,  and  leA  me  what  I  an. 
Alas!    Why  must  I  think  how  oil  we  nn 
Have  aate  together  near  Ibt  river  spring 
tjndar  the  green  pavilion  which  the  willow 
Spreads  on  the  floor  of  the  unbroken  Ibuaiaiii. 
Strewn  by  the  nunlings  that  linger  there, 
0«er  Uial  ialci  paved  with  flowers  and  moa. 
While  the  musk-nee  leave*,  like  flakes  of  crin 

Shower'd  on  ut,  and  the  dove  monm'd  in  the  [i 


hrt>BIh  is  Uke  soil  muric,  your  words  are 
The  echoes  of  a  voice  which  on  my  heart 
IS  like  a  melody  of  early  days. 

He  was  so  awful,  yet 
So  beaulifiil  ia  mystery  and  terror. 
Calming  me  as  the  lovelinea  of  heaven 
*  M  the  unquiet  sea. — ar)d  yet  nol  aot 
e  seem'd  stormy,  and  would  oflen  seeni 


Fart 


was  not  of  them,  nor  they  of  hira. 
as  Ihey  hid  his  splendor  from  the  earth, 
lo  snid  he  was  a  man  of  blood  and  peril. 
1  Bieep'd  ill  biUcr  inlamy  lo  the  tips, 
■e  need  was  there  I  should  be  innocent. 
ru  need  Ihal  I  should  bo  moal  true  end  kind. 
I  much  Qiore  need  that  there  should  be  found  oi 
share  reiiuini>,  and  srom  and  soliiude. 
I  all  die  ilia  that  wail  on  those  who  do 
!  10^  of  ruin  in  the  world  of  life, 
fled,  and  I  have  folbw'd  him. 


PRINCE  ATHANASE, 
A  FRAGMENT. 


TuEHi  was  a  youth,  who,  as  with  toil  one 
Had  grown  quite  weak  and  gray  before  bi 
my  could  Ihe  restless  grie^  unravel 


Which  hum'd  within  him,  withi 
And  goading  him.  like  fiends,  fr 
Nil  hie  Ihe  load  of  any  secret  c 


^rii^g  up  hi*  prims. 
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BiflSed  with  blast  of  hope-coanuiuiig  thame; 
Nor  evil  joys  which  fiie^the  Tolgar  breast, 
And  quench  in  speedy  snx>ke  its  feeble  flame, 

Had  left  within  his  soul  their  dark  unrest: 
Nor  what  religion  fables  of  the  grave 
Fear'd  he^— Philosophy's  accepted  guest 

For  noDe  than  he  a  purer  heart  could  have, 

Or  that  loved  good  mora  for  itself  alone; 

Of  naug^  in  heaven  or  earth  was  he  the  slave. 

What  sorrow  deep,  unshadowy,  and  unknown, 
Sent  him,  a  hopeless  wanderer,  through  mankind ' 
U  with  a  human  sadness  he  did  groan, 

He  had  a  gentle  yet  aspiring  mind ; 
Just,  innocent,  with  varied  learning  fed ; 
And  such  a  glorious  consolation  find 

In  others'  joy,  when  all  their  own  is  dead : 
He  loved,  and  labor'd  for  his  kind  in  giie( 
And  yet,  unlike  all  others,  it  is  said, 

That  from  such  toil  he  never  found  relief: 
Although  a  child  of  fortune  and  of  power, 
Of  an  ancestral  name  the  orphan  chiet 

His  soul  had  wedded  wisdom,  and  her  dower 
Is  love  and  justice,  clothed  in  which,  he  sate 
Apart  fipom  men,  as  in  a  lonely  tower, 


Pitying  the  tumult  of  their  dark 

Tet  even  in  youth  did  he  not  e*er  abuse 

The  strength  of  wealth  or  thought,  to  consecrate 

Those  fidse  opinions  which  the  luush  rich  use 
To  blind  the  world  they  femish  for  their  pride ; 
Nor  did  he  hokl  from  any  man  his  dues. 


But  like  a  steward  in  honest  dealings  tried. 
With  those  who  toil'd  and  wept,  the  poor  and 
His  riches  and  his  cares  he  did  divide. 


Fearless  he  was,  and  scorning  all 

What  he  dared  do  or  think,  though  men  might  start. 

He  apoke  with  mild  yet  unaverted  eyes ; 

Liberal  he  was  of  soul,  and  frank  of  heart, 
And  to  his  many  friends— all  loved  him  well — 
Whate'er  he  knew  or  felt,  he  would  impart. 

If  words  he  found  those  inmost  thoughti  to  tell ; 
If  not,  he  smiled  or  wept ;  and  his  weak  foes 
He  neither  spum'd  nor  hated :  diough  with  fell 

And  mortal  hate  their  thousand  voices  rose. 
They  past  like  aimless  arrows  from  his  ear— 
Nor  did  his  heart  or  mind  its  portal  close 

To  those  or  them,  or  any  whom  life's  sphere 
May  comprehend  within  its  wide  array. 
What  sadness  made  that  vernal  spirit  sere  f 

He  knew  not    Though  his  life,  day  after  day, 
Was  feiling  like  an  unreplenish'd  stream, 
IlKMigfa  in  his  eyes  a  doiid  and  burthen  lay. 


Through  which  his  soul,  like  Vesper's  serene  beaai 
Piercing  the  chasms  of  ever>rising  clouds. 
Shone,  sofUy  burning ;  diough  his  lips  did  seem 

Like  reeds  which  quiver  in  impetuous  floods ; 
And  through  his  sleeps  and  o'er  each  waking  hour. 
Thoughts  after  thoughts,  unresting  multitudes. 

Were  driven  within  him,  by  some  secret  power. 
Which  bade  them  blaze,  and  live,  and  roll  a&r. 
Like  lights  and  sounds,  from  haunted  tower  to  tower 


O'er  castled  mountains  home,  when  tempest's 
Is  levied  by  the  nighiKxmtending  winds. 
And  the  pale  dalesmen  watch  with  eager  ear 


Though  such  were  in  his  spirit,  as  the  fiends 
Which  wake  and  feed  on  ever-living  woe, — 
What  was  this  grie^  which  ne'er  in  other  minds 

A  mirror  found,— ^he  knew  not — ^none  could  knoar; 
But  on  whoe'er  might  question  him,  he  tum'd 
The  light  of  hii  frank  eyes,  as  if  to  show 

He  kxjew  not  of  the  grief  within  that  bom'd. 
But  ask'd  forbearance  with  a  mournful  look; 
Or  spoke  in  words  from  which  none  ever  lean'd 

The  cause  of  his  disquietude ;  or  shook 
With  spesms  of  silent  passion ;  or  tnro'd  pale : 
So  that  his  friends  soon  rarely  undertook 

To  stir  his  secret  pain  without  avh<l  }— 

For  all  who  knew  and  loved  him  then,  perceived 

That  there  was  drawn  an  adamantine  veil 

Between  his  heart  and  mind,— both  unrelieved 
Wrought  in  his  brain  and  bosom  separate  strife. 
Some  said  that  he  was  mad,  qthers  believed 

That  memories  of  an  antenatal  life 

Biade  this,  where  now  he  dwelt,  a  penal  hell ; 

And  others  said  that  such  mysterious  grief 

From  God's  displeasure,  like  a  darkness,  fell 
On  souli  like  hb,  which  own'd  no  higher  law 
Than  love ;  love  calm,  stedfiist,  invincible 

By  mortal  fear  or  supernatural  awe ; 

And  others, — **  T  is  the  shadow  of  a  dream 

Which  the  veil'd  eye  of  memory  never  saw, 

**  But  through  the  soul's  abyss,  like  some  dark  stream 
Through  shatter'd  mines  and  caverns  underground 
Rolls,  shaking  its  foundations ;  and  no  beam 

"  Of  joy  may  rise,  but  it  is  quench'd  and  drown'd 
In  the  dim  whirlpools  of  this  dream  obscure. 
Soon  its  eihausteid  waters  will  have  found 

**  A  lair  of  ftst  beneath  thy  spirit  pure, 
O  Athanese ! — in  one  90  good  and  great. 
Evil  or  tumult  cannot  long  endure." 

So  spake  they:  idly  of  another's  state 
Babbling  vain  words  and  fond  philoaophy; 
This  was  their  consolation ;  such  debate 


wm 
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bm  held  with  one  anoiber ;  m 
lk«  one  who  libon  with  a  hiu 
ipoliDe  <hu  tilt ;  bii  jf  ita  ihpn 


ad  DOM  bal  thoM  who  Iav«d  hun  ben  could  know 

hal  which  hs  krxaw  not,  bow  it  giU'd  and  Ui 
b  vnuf  mitid.  Ihin  cooverM  vaio  and  cold ; 
K  Ilka  an  n^lan  nighl-ioare.  gnsf  did  aii 

^m  hia  baing ;  a  Duikii  nliich  luld  by  Ibid 
MM'd  QUI  tha  Ufa  of  UTe,  a  clinging  Hend 
FUch  eUnch'd  him  if  he  anrT'd  wilh  deadlier  hold  j 
•d  ■)  Ui  gtief  renuin'd — Irl  il  remain — unUtld. 


ip,  a  WMiy  wighl; 

■  hwpiiablo  htOt 

sin  gliitering  in  (ha  lif  U 


^KiHCi  Alhan&K  had  ons  bclovHl  Inend, 
.n  old.  old  man.  wiih  hair  of  Diver  while, 
nd  lija  where  heavenly  flnile*  would  hang  and  blend 

With  hii  wiae  wordn ;  and  eyea  whoae  amwy  ligbl 
Shone  like  the  reflei  of  a  Uiouuiid  mtndi. 
Uo  wu  the  1*11  whom  nipenlilian'i  blight 

Had  ipored  in  Greece— Ihe  blight  Ihal  civnia  and 


or  the  wood  (tro,  and  n 
Aeu]  hiu  won  \aa^e  am] 

¥el  calm  and  [ 


Such  waa  Zonotw  -.  and  hb  daylight  liiid* 
An  Bmaninlii  glittering  on  ihe  path  of  frnM, 
When  autumn  nighia  have  nipt  all  weakar  ki^ 

Thui  had  hia  age.  dark.  cold,  and  tempeal-taal. 
Shune  truth  npoD  Zonoiu ;  and  he  BU'd 
Fnmi  lounUina  pure,  nigh  ovetsioiRi  and  toK 

Tlie  apitil  of  Prince  AUianiuw,  a  cMd. 
■""  ih  BouUnsiaining  aongi  of  anclCTiI  lore 
il  philoaophic  wiadom,  deu  arid  mild 


Andi 


veel  and  tiibilo  talk  Ihey  etorm 
ipi]  and  rnssier  shared ;  until. 
E  the  undiniiniabable  a  torn. 


A  fertile  iaiand  In  the  I 
One  mariner  who  hai  ■ 

Many  t  drear  mnnlh  in 


"  Tlie  mind  beCDmi 


le  who  Boda 


gt,  and  mcpi  Jobalet 
It  which  il  contcmpJatoa," 


Still  1he)>  ivere  frje 


wind)  that  choae  them,  loan  ouian 
',  and  did  teach  with  natiTe  ahl) 

to  thai  eiperiencad  niBn: 


5  unremcmbct'd  lean 
Were  dry  in  Ijusn  for  tlieir  honor'd  chief. 
Who  fell  en  Byunl.  [nerced  by  Moiletn  apcara : — 

And  ai  the  lady  look'd  with  loithrul  grief 
Irom  her  high  lotlice  o'er  thn  rugged  path, 
(VTiore  ihe  once  aaw  thai  hotwraan  toil,  with  brief 

And  blighting  hope,  H-ho  Ttilh  the  nowi  of  dealh 
Struck  body  and  hiuI  ax  n-ith  a  monni  blight. 
She  aaw  beneath  the  chetlnuta.  Tar  beneilh, 


h  pmin  beyonri  the  tea  une  aledfaat  bu 

)t  oil  thn  conalelliitionB  of  the  iky 

'd  wrecked.  They  did  but  •» 

o!  the  wintry  clouds  are  all  gone  by. 
bright  ArctiiruK  through  yon  pinta  i«  g1( 

Belled  Onon  hangi — warm  light  ii  Bowing 


CI    -'  overflowi  in  noiea  of  liquid  gladiMH. 

\Cii\m(  1^  i<a.1  \^  V^W.  Unw  nui^  a  ataim 
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ii^d  brains,  oppreH'd  with  grief  and  madneH, 

U'd  by  thee,  delightful  nightingale ! 

le  toft  waves,  munnuring  a  gentle  ndneM, 

le  ftr  Bghingi  of  yon  i»ny  dale 

)cal  by  some  wind,  we  feel  not  bere^-— 

lone  what  nothing  may  avail 

iten— a  strange  load !" — No  human  ear 
lis  lament ;  but  o'er  the  visage  wan 
oase,  a  ruffling  atmosphere 

emotion,  a  swift  shadow  ran, 
od  upon  some  forest-bosom'd  lake, 
nd  dark. — And  that  divine  old  man 

lis  mystic  friend's  whole  being  shake, 
here  iti  inmost  depths  were  gloomiest — 
h  a  calm  and  measured  voice  he  spake, 

h  a  soft  and  equal  pressure,  prest 

id  lean  hand : — **  Dost  thou  remember  yet 

le  curved  moon,  then  lingering  in  the  west, 

I  in  yon  waves  her  mighty  horns  to  wet, 
those  beams  we  walked,  half  resting  on  the 

sea? 
;  one  year — sure  thou  dost  not  forget — 

Plato's  words  of  light  in  thee  and  me 
like  moonlight  in  the  moonless  east, 
had  just  then  read — thy  memory 

iful  now — the  story  of  the  feast ; 

Bthon  and  Diotima  seem'd 

iath  and  [  ]  released. 


FRAGMENT  Ul. 

It  the  season  when  the  Earth  upaprings 

imber,  as  a  sphered  angel's  child, 

ing  its  eyes  with  green  and  golden  wings, 

ip  before  its  mother  bright  and  mild, 
le  soft  voice  the  air  expectant  seems— 
before  the  sun,  which  shone  and  smiled 

t  rise  thus  jojTOus  from  its  dreams, 
th  and  radiant  Earth.    The  hoary  grove 
^en — and  flowers  burst  forth  like  starry 
beams; — 

■  in  the  warm  sun  did  start  and  move, 
•buds  burst  under  the  waves  serene : — 
ny  a  one,  though  none  be  near  to  love, 

len  the  shade  of  his  own  soul,  half  seen 
lirror — or  the  spring's  young  mmions, 
iged  leaves  amid  the  copses  green ; — 

ny  a  spirit  then  puts  on  the  pinions 
%  and  outstrips  the  lagging  blast, 
own  steps — and  over  wide  dominiona 

in  his  dreannlrawn  chariot,  &r  and  &st, 
'/  iban  Mtorrm — the  \nde  world  thrinka  befa>w 
ater  mod  drnpoadency  are  past 
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Twas  at  diis  season  that  Prince  Athanase 

Past  the  white  Alpe— those  eagle-baffling  mountaiiia 

Slept  in  their  shroods  of  snow ; — beside  the  vrayi 

The  waterftUs  were  voiceless— >fiir  their  fannt^iw 
Were  changed  to  mines  of  sunleas  crystal  now, 
Or  by  the  curdling  winds — ^like  brazen  wings 

Which  dang'd  alone  the  moontain's  maible  brow, 
Warp'd  into  adamantine  fretwork,  hmig 
And  fill'd  with  fiozen  light  the  chasm  below. 


nULGMINT  XV. 

Thou  art  the  wine  whoae  drunketmeas  is  all 
We  can  desire,  O  Love !  and  happy  muls. 
Ere  from  thy  vine  the  leaves  of  autumn  fidl. 

Catch  thee,  and  feed  fiom  their  o'erflowmg  bowls 
Thousands  who  thirst  for  thy  ambrosial  dew ; — 
Thou  art  the  radiance  which  where  ocean  loUa 

Invests  it ;  and  when  heavens  are  blue 
Thou  finest  them ;  and  when  the  earth  is  fiur. 
The  shadow  of  fixy  moving  wings  imbue 

Its  deserts  and  iti  mountains,  till  they  wear 
Beauty  like  some  bright  robe ;— thou  ever  soarest 
Among  the  towers  of  men,  and  as  soft  air 

In  spring,  which  moves  the  unawaken'd  forest, 
Clothing  with  leavea  its  branches  bare  and  bleakr 
Thou  floatest  among  men ;  and  aye  implorest 


That  which  from  thee  they  should  im] 

Alone  kneel  to  thee,  ofiering  up  the  hearta 

The  strong  have  broken— yet  where  shall  any  seek 

A  garment  whom  diou  clothest  notf 
Marhw,  1817. 


MAZENGHI.* 

Oh  !  fbster-nune  of  man's  abandon'd  glory, 
Since  Athens,  its  great  mother,  sunk  in  splendor ; 
Thou  shadowest  forth  that  mighty  shape  in  story. 
As  ocean  iti  wreck'd  fanes,  severe  yet  tender : 
The  light-invested  angel  Poesy 
Was  drawn  from  the  dim  world  to  welcome  thee. 

And  thou  in  painting  didst  transcribe  all  taught 

By  lofliest  meditations ;  marble  knew 

The  sculptor's  fearless  soul — and  as  he  wrought. 

The  grace  of  his  own  power  and  freedom  grew. 

And  more  than  all,  heroic,  just,  sublime 

Thou  wert  among  the  falsio-— was  this  thy  crime  7 

Tes ;  and  on  Pisa's  marble  walls  the  twine 
Of  direst  weeds  hangs  garlanded — the  snake 
Inhabits  its  wreck'd  palaces ; — in  thine 
A  beast  of  subtler  venom  now  doth  make 
Its  lair,  and  siti  amid  their  glories  overthrown. 
And  thus  thy  victim's  &te  is  as  thine  own. 


*  This  firagsBsnt  reUn  to  an  event,  told  in  8ismoodi*s 
Histoirs  des  RApahli^oes  Italieones,  which  occurred  da- 
ring the  wii  wteik  TVowGMft  tak»Q\i  vQM^»M^'%VH^%sii.x%> 
dnced  it  to  a  ^vqvVum.  TIa  QvetA^1^KQu»  ^x^^Mkwasaft 
I  to  the  couquetVum  t\\^ . 
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Hie  ineolHI  Aowan  ■»  ever  frail  mnd  rai«. 
And  lav«  ind  Irealum  blneoni  bat  lo  mibar; 
And  so«l  (mj  ill  like  vine*  enUagled  ■». 
Bd  IhBl  tbeir  gnpei  may  oU  be  pluck'd  logelherj- 
Dinde  the  vintDgfi  ere  ibau  'Irink,  iben  imlu 
Thy  bean  rejoire  fur  deoJ  Maa«ighi'i  laka. 

No  nconl  of  hi>  crime  trmiini  in  (larf, 
Bui  if  Ihe  Diumlng  biigbi  at  evraiag  ibaae, 
ll  wu  HHae  high  and  iioly  deed,  by  glory 
Ponued  iitlo  IbigeUiiliieaa,  which  won 
Ftom  Ihe  blind  ttvud  he  iiudo  lecun  and  free 
lla  palriM'i  iDMd,  toil,  death,  and  inlamy. 

For  whsn  by  aound  of  Iranipel  wai  declared 
A  jince  upon  bii  Itfb,  and  there  win  nl 
A  penalty  of  blood  on  all  who  ahsred 
JBo  much  oT  wDier  with  him  lu  might  wet 
Hii  lipa,  which  spcsech  divided  not — he  went 
Alsne,  ai  you  may  guen, 


Amid  tba  mountaiu.  like  a  bunied  b«ut. 
He  bid  hinwrlf.  and  hunger,  cold,  and  [oil. 
MuDlh  *f\er  month  endurvd  ;  it  wsi  a  foaal 
Whene'er  he  found  Iho>e  gliibei  of  deepjed  gold 
Which  in  the  woodi  the  iiniwberry-lree  doth  bear, 
Suipended  in  their  emerald  nlmaepbare. 

And  in  die  loofleH  bun  of  vui  moriHMg, 
D««erted  by  the  fever-iincken  serf. 
All  overgrown  with  reeda  and  long  rank  gmwin. 
And  hillock!  heap'd  of  monnwoven  turC 
And  where  the  huge  and  (peckM  aloe  made 
Rooted  in  ilonei,  a  brood  and  pointed  ihade. 

He  faoDHd  biiDHlE  There  ia  a  point  of  ibwid 
Near  Vada'i  lower  and  Uwn ;  and  on  one  side 
The  IreacherouB  msnh  dividwi  it  from  Ihe  land. 


THE  WOODMAN  AND  THE  NIGHTINGALE. 

A  WOODMAN  whow  Fough  heart  was  out  of  lune 
(I  think  luch  hearts  yel  never  came  to  good) 
Hated  lo  bear,  under  tbe  alara  or  moon. 

One  nightin^te  in  on  inletfiuoui  wood 
Satiate  the  hungry  dark  with  melody  ; — 
And  ai  a  vale  ia  water'd  by  a  Bood, 

Or  aa  Ihe  moonUght  lilli  the  open  >ky 
Struggling  with  dnrknen — bjj  o  tubcroas 
People!  tome  Indien  dell  with  icenla  wbicb  lie 

Like  clouda  above  the  flower  fmm  which  Ihey  kjk, 
The  ainging  of  iliat  bajipy  nigbtiugale 
In  t)ii>  tweet  foreil,  from  the  golden  cloae 


Hetrd  bet  vrilhin  their  alumben,  Ihe  abyai 
Of  liearen  withalliUplaDeli:  the  duU  eu 
IT  tbe  night'CrBdled  eaith  ;  the  \on(i\inc<a 


d  beam  and  clood  Ntd  mn. 


t  abvtch'd  ID  ita  ni^ed  cava, 
lull'd  on  ila  mnay  bough. 
<r  iDOih  (nA  from  the  grave. 


Of  one  aerene  and  unappmached  alar, 
Aa  if  il  were  a  lamp  of  earthly  light. 
lIUFoaaciaua,  ai  aome  human  loven  are. 

Itself  how  low.  bow  high  beyond  all  b«^t 

Tbeheaven  where  il  would  perah! — and  ever 

That  wonbipp'd  in  ilie  temple  of  the  night 

(wed  inlo  delight,  and  by  Ihe  charm 


ening  cloae  from  killing  the  latl  Imui, 
The  aoul  of  whom  by  nature's  genile  law 

lach  a  wood-nymph,  and  kept  ever  gn 
The  pDvemeat  and  Uie  roof  of  Ihe  witd  cof 
Chequering  the  aunlighl  of  the  blue  .erene 

jntrged  leave.,  and  from  the  fomt  top 
ig  die  winde  lo  ilecp— or  weeping  oft 
bowen  of  aerial  waier^ropa 

leir  mother"!  boeom,  aweet  and  aoft. 


They  apread  [hemselvea  in 

Of  lan-bke  leaver  and  ovi 

Hang  hke  moiii  clQoda>- 

kiaa. 

Make  a  green 


Like  I 


ig  thei 


neiropolia. 


ided  by  Ihe  oc 

rwroughi  with  branch-like  traceiie* 
h  there  ia  religion- 
Pertuaaian  of  unkindled  m 

Odora  end  gleai 
Of  the  blind  ni 

Slin; 
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TO  THE  MOON. 

Amt  ihaa  pale  for  wearinea 
Of  dimbixig  heaven,  and  gaxing  on  the  eardw 

Wandering  companionlew 
Among  the  atan  that  have  a  diflbrent  bizthr— 
Lnd  ever  changing,  like  a  joylen  eye 
liat  finds  no  olgect  worth  its  comtancyf 


SONG  FOR  TASSa 

I  ix>VKD — alas !  our  life  is  love ; 

Bat  when  we  cease  lo  breathe  and  movoy 

I  do  suppose  love  ceases  too. 

I  thought,  but  not  as  now  I  do. 

Keen  thoughts  and  bright  of  linked  lore. 

Of  all  that  men  had  thought  before, 

And  all  that  nature  shows,  and  more. 

And  still  I  love,  and  still  I  think. 
Bat  strangely,  for  my  heart  can  drink 
The  dregs  of  such  despair,  and  live. 
And  love ;  [  ] 

And  if  I  think,  my  thoughts  come  ftst, 
I  mix  the  present  with  the  past. 
And  each  seems  uglier  than  the  last 


Sometimes  I  see  before  me  flee 

A  silver  spirit's  form,  like  thee, 

O  Leonora,  and  I  sit 

[  ]  still  watching  it. 

Till  by  the  grated  casement's  ledge 

It  fades,  with  such  a  sig^,  as  sedge 

Breathes  o'er  the  breesy  streamlet's  edgSb 


EPTTAPa 

Tflxn  are  two  fiiends  whose  lives  were  ondivifle^ 
So  let  their  memory  be,  now  they  have  glided 
Under  the  grave ;  let  not  their  bones  be  parted. 
For  their  two  hearts  in  life  were  single^ieuted. 


THE  WANING  MOON. 

And  like  a  dying  lady,  lean  and  pale, 
Who  totters  forth,  wrapt  in  a  gaosy  veil, 
Ont  of  her  chamber,  led  by  the  insane 
And  feeble  wanderings  of  her  foding  bnm. 
The  moon  arose  up  in  the  murky  eaidi, 
A  white  and  shapeless  mass. 
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jnrmoit  of  S^ofin  Witnttt, 


Thk  short  career  of  John  Kkats  was  marked  by 
the  development  of  powers  which  have  been  rarely 
exhibited  in  one  at  so  immaturcd  an  a^.  He  had 
bat  just  completed  his  twenty-fourth  year  when 
he  was  snatched  away  from  the  world,  and  an  end 
pot  lor  ever  to  a  genius  of  a  lofty  and  novel  order. 
Certain  party  critics,  who  made  it  their  object  to 
lacerate  the  feelings,  and  endeavor  to  put  down  by 
TJtaperation  and  misplaced  ridicule  every  effort 
which  emanated  not  from  their  own  servile  de- 
pendants or  followers,  furiously  attacked  the  wri- 
tings of  Keats  on  their  appearance.  Their  promise 
of  greater  excellence  was  unquestionable,  their 
beauties  were  obvious, — ^but  so  also  were  defects, 
which  might  easily  be  made  available  for  an  attack 
opcm  the  author ;  and  which  certain  writers  ofthe 
Quarterly  Review  instantly  seized  upon  to  gratify 
party  malice, — ^not  against  the  author  so  much  as 
against  his  friends.  The  unmerited  abuse  poured 
upon  Keats  by  this  periodical  work  is  supposed  to 
have  hastened  his  end,  which  was  slowly  i^ 
proaching  when  the  criticism  before-mentioned 
appeared. 

This  original  and  singular  example  of  poetical 
genius  was  of  humble  descent,  and  was  bom  in 
Moorficlds,  London,  October  29, 1796,  at  a  Uvery- 
stables  which  had  belonged  to  his  grandftther. 
He  received  a  classical  education  at  Enfield,  under 
a  Mr.  Clarke,  and  was  apprenticed  to  Mr.  Ham- 
mond, a  surgeon  at  EkUnonton.  The  son  of  his 
schoolmaster  Clarke  encouraged  the  first  germs  of 
the  poetical  ^ulty  which  he  early  observed  in  the 
young  poet,  and  introduced  him  to  Mr.  Leigh 
Hunt,  who  is  reported  to  have  been  the  means  of 
his  introduction  to  the  public.  Keats  was  an  indi- 
vidual of  extreme  sensitiveness,  so  that  he  would 
betray  emotion  even  to  tears  on  hearing  a  noble 
action  recited,  or  at  the  mention  of  a  glowing 
thought  or  one  of  deep  pathos :  yet  both  his  moral 
and  personal  courage  were  above  all  suspicion. 
His  health  was  always  dehcate,  for  he  had  been 
a  seven  months*  child;  and  it  appears  that  the 
sjrmptoms  of  premature  decay,  or  rather  of  fitigile 
vitality,  were  long  indicated  by  his  organization, 
before  consumption  decidedly  displayed  itsel£ 

The  juvenile  productions  of  Keats  were  pnb- 

^shed  in  1817,  the  author  being  at  that  time  in 

his  twenty-first  year.  His  fiivorite  sojourn  af^wars 

to  have  been  Hampstead,  the  k)calitief  of  which 
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village  were  the  scenes  of  his  earliest  abstractiaiis» 
and  the  prompters  of  many  of  his  best  poetical 
productions :  most  of  his  personal  friends,  too,  re- 
sided in  the  neighborhood.  His  first ,  published 
volume,  though  the  greater  part  of  it  was  not 
above  mediocrity,  contained  passages  and  lines  of 
rare  beauty.  His  political  sentiments  differing 
fi^m  those  of  the  Quarterly  Review,  being  manly 
and  independent,  were  sins  never  to  be  forgiven ; 
and  as  in  that  party  work  literary  judgment  was 
always  dealt  out  according  to  political  congeniali- 
ty of  feeling,  with  the  known  servility  of  its  wri- 
ters, an  author  like  Keats  had  no  chance  of  being 
judged  foirly.  He  was  friendless  and  unknowut 
and  could  not  even  attract  notice  to  a  just  com- 
plaint if  he  appealed  to  the  public,  from  his  being 
yet  obscure  as  an  author.  This  Gifford,  the  editor 
of  the  Quarterly,  well  knew,  and  poured  his  nuu 
lignity  upon  his  unoffending  victim  in  proportion 
as  he  was  conscious  of  the  want  of  power  in  the 
object  of  his  attack  to  resist  it  A  scion  of  nobility 
might  have  scribbled  nonsense  and  been  certain 
of  applause ;  but  a  singular  genius  springing  up 
by  its  own  vitality  in  an  obscure  corner,  was  by 
all  means  to  be  crushed. — Gifibrd  had  been  a  cob- 
bler, and  the  son  of  the  Uvery-stable-keeper  was 
not  worthy  of  his  critical  toleration !  Thus  it  al- 
ways  is  with  those  narrow-minded  persons  who 
rise  by  the  force  of  accident  from  vulgar  obscu- 
rity :  they  cannot  tolerate  a  brother,  much  less  su- 
perior power  or  genius  in  that  brother.  On  the 
pubUcation  of  Keats*s  next  work,  **  Endymion," 
Gifford  attacked  it  with  all  the  bitterness  of  which 
his  pen  was  capable,  and  did  noi  hesitate,  before 
he  saw  the  work,  to  announce  his  intention  of 
doing  so  to  the  publisher.  Keats  had  endeavored, 
as  much  as  was  consistent  with  independent  feel- 
ing, to  conciliate  the  critics  at  large,  as  may  be 
observed  in  his  prefiice  to  that  poem.  He  merited 
to  be  treated  with  indulgence,  not  wounded  by  the 
envenomed  shafts  of  political  animosity  for  literary 
errors.  His  book  abounded  in  passages  of  true 
poetry,  which  were  of  course  passed  over ;  and  it 
is  difficult  to  decide  whether  the  cowardice  or  the 
cruelty  ofthe  attack  upon  it,  most  deserve  eleora- 
tion.  Of  great  sensitiveness,  as  already  observed, 
and  his  frame  already  touched  by  a  mortal  dis- 
temper, he  foh  his  hopes  withered,  and  his  at- 
tempts to  obtain  honorable  public  notice  in  his 
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«  acintily  lUotled  daja  fnutraled.    Hi^  wu 
*ar  lo  *«  lUB  honoroble  bine ;  lliis  prcfi-d  upon 
I  ipuit  uid  bftHtCDod  hii  end.  u  hoA  been  fttrcii- 
nutioed.   The  Ihitd  snd  last  of  Lib  work*  wu 
1  lilUe  Tolunie  (his  best  work)  containiiig  "t^ 
i»."  -InbcllB,"  "The  Evf  oT  Sl  Agne»,"  «nd 
Hyperion."— That  ha  wm  not  a  finished  writer, 
lul  be  conceded  ;  thnt,  like  Karner  in  Germim;. 
gave  rieh  prainJBD  mllipc  than  inB.tiirrd  Ihiil. 
ly  be  gnrntod )   but  the;   miM  indeed  be  ill 
dgm  of  geniiu  who  u-e  nol  delighted  ?rith  what 
leil,  uid  do  nol  see  thnt,  hud  lie  Uccd,  he  might 
.ye  worn  a  wreath  of  renown  which  tin 
it  ciwil;  hBTe  withered.  Hia  WHS  inriord 
Hard  fate,"  as  Byron  obaervei  of  him  in  tlie 
^enth  canto  of  **  Don  Juan." 
For  sercral  years  bcfarc  his  death,  Keats  had 
Jl  that  Ihe  diKOBG  which  preyed  upon  liim  wbb 
lortal. — thai  the  a^nts  of  decay-  were  at  work 
"xm  a   body  too   iuipcHeclly  organized,  or  loo 
iblj  constructed  to  audain  long  Ihe  lire  of  eiiat- 
.ce.     lie  hod  negleeled  his  own  health  to  attend 
-  brother  on  his  dcBth-bed,  when  Jt  would  haro 
en  lar  more  prudent  thai  he  had  rccoilcctod  it 
It  DcceBsaiy  he  should  take  care  of  himaelf. 
_  uder  the  bereavement  of  this  brother  he  was 
combating  hiB  keen  feelings,  when  the  Zoilos  of 
the  Quarterly  so  ferociously  attacked  him.     The 
cxciteoienl  of  npirjt  was  too  much  lor  hia  Irame  to 
tuAaiDi  and  a  blow  from  aDOlhei-  quarter,  coming 
about  the  umc  time,  ahook  him  so  much,  thai  he 
toM  a  ftiend  with  tears  "  his  heart  wis  breaking." 
—Ho  WBB  now  persuaded  to  try  the  ehmntc 
Ilaly,  the  refuge  of  tlinsc  who  have  no  mere 
hope  Ibr  in  tlicir  own ;  but  which  is  commonly 
layed  until  the  removal  only  leads  the  Iraveller  to 
the  tomb.     I'hither  he  went  to  die.     He  was  ac- 
companied by  Mr.  Severn,  on  artist  of  considerable 
talent,  well  known  since  in  Rome.    Mr,  Severn 
was  a  valuable  and  nllachcd   friend  of  llie  poet ; 
and  they  went  first  to  Naples,  and  thence  journey- 
ed to  Rome, — where  Keats  closed  hi«  eyes  on  the 
world  on  Ihe  24lh  of  February,  1621.    Ho  wished 
ardently  for  death  before  il  came.    TTie  ii^inga  of 
vilalily  were  left  nearly  dry  lonjr  batbrej  hia  lin- 
gering as  he  did  aelonished  his  medical  attendants, 
Ilis  sufferings  were  groat,  but  he  wns  all  resigns, 
tion.    He  said,  not  long  betbre  he  died,  that  he 
"  felt  the  flowers  growing  over  liim." 

On  the  eiaminatioD  of  his  body,  potl  tnorlem. 
by  his  phyBicians,  they  found  that  life  rarely  so 
long  tenanted  a  body  shattered  as  his  was ;  his 
lungs  were  well-nigh  atuiihilalcd. — His  remains 
were  deposited  in  the  cemetery  of  tlie  Prolealanta 
at  Rome,  at  the  foot  of  [he  pyramid  of  Cains  Cei 
tiuB.  near  the  Porlo  Ssn  Paolo,  where  a  whit 
marble  tombstone,  bearing  the  fbilowing  Inscrip- 
tion,  mrmounted  by  a  lyre  in  baito  relietw,  has 
'w»n  erected  to  ilia  memory  ; — 
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The  physiognomy  of  tlie  young  poet  indirated 
his  character.  Bensibilily  was  ]n'e<lomiiiut,  bul 
there  was  no  deficiency  of  po^'cr.  His  fnlures 
were  well-defined,  and  delicately  eosccpUUe  of 
etery  impreasion.  His  eyes  were  large  and  dark, 
hut  his  cheeks  were  auiik,  and  hia  feoe  pale  when 
he  was  IronquiL  I[ie  hair  was  of  a  brown  color, 
and  curled  naturally.  Ilia  head  was  amall.  and 
set  upon  brood  high  shoulders,  and  a  body  dispro- 
portionalelj  hirge  to  liis  lower  limbs,  which,  how. 


HU  s 


IS  low: 


his  hands,  sayi  a  tricnd  (Mr.  L.  Hunt  J.  were 
Eadod.  hiving  pronijneul  veins — which  he  would 
look  upon,  and  pronounce  to  belong  to  one  who 
had  seen  finy  years.  Hia  temper  was  of  the  gen- 
Uest  description,  and  lie  Iclt  dce|dy  all  favors  eon. 
Ibrred  upon  him?  in  &ct,  he  waa  one  of  those 
maricsd  and  rare  characters  which  genina  stamps 
from  their  birth  in  Iter  own  mould;  oiu)  wbooc 
early  conaigmnent  to  Ihe  tomb  baa,  it  is  moat 
probable,  deprived  the  world  of  works  calcuialed 
delight,  if  nol  to  nstonisli  mankind — of  produf- 
ins  to  wliidi  every  eougL-nial  sjiirit  and  kind 
quality  of  the  iiuman  heart  would  have  done 
id  confesBcd  the  power.  It  is  to  be  I4. 
mentcd  tiiat  such  promise  should  have  been  so 
prematurely  blighted. 

Scallcrod  tlirough  tlie  writings  of  KealB  will 
be  (bund  passages  wliich  come  home  lo  every 
bosom  alive  lo  each  nobler  and  kindlier  feeling  of 
the  human  heart,  l^cre  is  much  in  Ihcm  to  be 
corrected,  much  lo  be  altered  for  the  better;  hot 
there  are  sparkling  gems  of  lie  fir«  lustre  every- 
where lo  be  Ibnnd.  It  is  rtrangc,  that  in  civiliird 
Bocielies  writings  should  be  judged  of,  not  by  Iheir 
merits,  but  bv  the  fedion  lo  which  their  aoliior 
belongs,  though  their  produdions  may  be  idely 
confined  lo  xubjecta  the  most  remote  from  contra 
veray.  In  England,  a  parly-maji  must  yield  up 
every  tiling  lo  the  opiitiolis  and  dogmatism  of  his 
caste.  He  must  reject  Irutha,  pervert  reason,  mis. 
represent  all  tilings  coming  from  an  opponent  of 
another  creed  in  religion  or  politics.  Sueh  a  state 
of  virulent  and  lamentable  narrow-mindedncsB,  ii 
the  most  certain  llial  can  exist  for  bhglitirig  the, 
tender  blossoms  of  genius,  and  btaiting  the  inno- 
cent and  virtuous  hope*  of  tb«  yoang  aspiranl  aT- 
\>jii\ionei>.^Mne.  VnndiiiianATii  that  ■  young 
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md  mrdent  mind  avow  principles  bottile  to  those 
who  set  up  for  its  enemies-— if  he  be  but  the  firiend 
of  a  friend  openly  opposed  to  them,  it  is  enough ; 
and  the  worst  is,  that  the  hostility  displayed  is 
neither  limited  by  truth  and  candor,  sound  prind- 
pies  of  criticism,  humanity,  or  honorable  feeling : 
it  fights  with  all  weapons,  in  the  dark  or  in  the 
light,  by  craft,  or  in  any  mode  to  obtain  its  bitter 


objects    The  critics  who  hastened  the  end  of  garden.    It  is  and  will  ever  be  regretted  by  the 


Keats,  had  his  works  been  aet  before  them  as  being 
those  of  an  unknown  writer,  would  have  acknow- 
ledged their  talent,  and  applauded  where  it  was 
doe,  for  their  attacks  upon  him  were  not  made 
finom  lack  of  judgment,  but  from  wilful  hostility. 
One  knows  not  how  to  characterize  such  demonia- 


cal uisincerity.  Keats  bebnged  to  a  school  of 
politics  which  they  from  their  ambush  ■n«tH'*ma- 
tized : — hence,  and  hence  alone,  their  malice  to- 
wards him. 

Keats  was,  as  wl  poet,  like  a  rich  fhut-tree  which 
the  gardener  has  not  pruned  of  its  huniriance : 
time,  had  it  been  aUotted  ^m  by  Heaven,  would 
have  seen  it  as  trim  and  rich  as  any  brother  of  the 


readers  of  his  works,  that  he  lingered  no  bnger 
among  living  men,  to  bring  to  perfection  what  he 
meditated,  to  contribute  to  British  literature  a 
greater  name,  and  to  delight  the  lovers  of  true 
poetry  with  the  rich  melody  of  his  musicaUy  em- 
bodied thoughts. 
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Sntrarmion ; 


A  POETIC  ROMANCE. 


INSCRIBED  TO  THE  MEMORY  OP  THOMAS  CHATTERTON. 


The  Btretcbed  metra  of  an  Antiqa4  Song. 


PREFACE. 


Knowinq  within  mj^lf  the  manner  in  which  daia 
Poem  has  been  produced,  it  ia  not  without  m  feeling 
of  regret  that  I  make  it  public. 

What  manner  I  mean*  will  be  quite  clear  to  the 
reader,  who  muat  non  perceive  great  inexperience, 
immaturity,  and  every  error  denoting  a  feverish  at- 
tempt, rather  than  a  deed  accom|diahed.  The  two 
fint  books,  and  indeed  the  two  last,  I  feel  sensible 
are  not  of  such  completion  as  to  warrant  their  passing 
the  press ;  nor  should  they,  if  I  thought  a  year'a  cas- 
tigation  would  do  them  any  good ; — it  will  not :  the 
foundations  are  too  sandy.  It  is  just  that  this  youngster 
should  die  away :  a  sad  thought  for  me,  if  I  had  not 
some  hope  that  while  it  is  dwindling  I  may  be  plot- 
ting, and  fitting  rojrself  for  verses  fit  to  live. 

This  may  be  speaking  too  presumptuoualy,  and 
may  deserve  a  punishment :  but  no  fooling  man  will 
be  forward  to  inflict  it :  he  will  leave  me  alone,  with 
the  conviction  that  there  ia  not  a  fiercer  hell  than  the 
failure  in  a  great  otrject  This  is  not  written  with 
the  least  atom  of  purpose  to  forestall  criticisma  of 
course,  but  from  the  desire  I  have  to  conciliate  men 
who  are  competent  to  look,  and  who  do  look  with  a 
jealous  eye,  to  the  honor  of  English  literature. 

The  imagination  of  a  boy  is  healthy,  and  the  m^ 
tore  imagination  of  a  man  ia  healthy ;  bnt  there  ia  a 
apace  of  lifo  between,  in  which  the  soul  is  in  a  for> 
ment,  the  character  undecided,  the  way  of  lifo  un- 
certain, the  ambition  thick-aigfated :  thence  proceed 
mawkishnesB,  and  all  the  thouwnd  bitten  which 
those  men  I  speak  of,  must  necessarily  taste  in  going 
over  the  following  pagea. 

I  hope  I  have  not  in  too  late  a  day  touched  tibe 
beautiful  mythology  of  Greece,  and  didkd  ita  bright* 
neas:  for  I  wish  to  try  once  iiioie»  befora  I  bid  it 
forewell. 


TjnoNMouTH,  April  10, 1818. 


ENDYMION. 


BOOEL 

A  THINO  of  beauty  is  a  joy  for  ever : 

Its  lovelineas  increaaea ;  it  will  never 

Pass  into  nothingness ;  but  still  will  keep 

A  bower  quiet  for  us,  and  a  sleep 

Full  of  sweet  dreams,  and  health,  and  quiet  breathing 

Therefore,  on  every  morrow,  are  we  wreathing 

A  flowery  band  to  bind  us  to  the  earth. 

Spite  of  despondence,  of  th'  inhuman  dearth 

Of  noblie  natures,  of  the  gloomy  days, 

Of  all  the  unhealthy  and  o'er^larken'd  waya 

Made  for  our  searching :  yea,  in  spite  of  all, 

Some  shape  of  beau^  moves  away  the  pall 

From  our  dark  spirits.    Such  the  sun,  the  moon, 

Trees  old  and  young,  sprouting  a  shady  boon 

For  simple  sheep ;  and  such  are  daflfodils 

With  the  green  world  they  live  in ;  and  clear  rilla 

That  for  themselves  a  cooling  covert  make 

'Gainat  the  hot  season ;  the  mid-forest  brake, 

Rich  with  a  sprinkling  of  fiur  musk-rose  bloomB: 

And  such  too  is  the  grandeur  of  the  dooms 

We  have  imagined  for  the  mighty  dead ; 

All  lovely  tales  that  we  have  heard  or  read : 

An  endless  fountain  of  immortal  drink. 

Pouring  unto  us  fium  the  heaven'a  brink. 

Nor  do  we  merely  feel  these  essences 
For  one  short  hour;  no,  even  as  the  trees 
That  whisper  round  a  temple  become  soon 
Dear  as  the  temple's  self,  so  does  the  moon. 
The  passion  poesy,  glories  infinite. 
Haunt  us  till  they  become  a  cheering  light 
Unto  our  souls,  md  bound  to  us  so  fiist. 
That,  whether  there  be  shine,  or  gloom  o'ercaat, 
They  alwaya  must  be  with  us,  or  we  die. 
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ThemGm.  'lu  wiih  Tull  hapjunea  Ihal  I 
Wili  mce  Ihe  111117  oT  tJidymion. 
Tba  veiy  muinc  iif  Uie  name  hu  gone 
InUi  my  being,  an)  each  pleuonl  accne 
b  (iQwing  fmii  before  me  u  the  irHtn 
Of  our  awn  valleyi;  »  1  will  btpa 

Kbw  while  Ihe  e«ly  Imdden  are  jiui  new, 
AikI  tun  in  maio  of  (he  youngeit  line 
Abnoi  old  fonwi ;  Miiile  ihe  nillow  Inili 
In  dvlieaie  amber;  nnd  ihe  dairy  puli 
Brinn  honiu  increuv  of  milk.     And,  ■>  [he  yeu 
Gmw*  liuh  in  juicy  >Lalki,  I'll  Hiuothly  ileor 
Itj  liiUe  bcMi.  for  nwoy  quiet  houn. 
With  »ireoi»  Ih«l  deepen  frwhly  inio  bowen. 
Muiy  nod  many  a  vem  I  hope  to  wnto. 
Belbre  the  doiiiee.  vanneil  riinm'd  and  whila, 
Hkls  in  deep  herbage ;  and  ere  f  «t  iha  bMi 
Hum  about  slobet  of  clovac  and  iWMI  peaa. 
I  niut  bo  DHir  the  midille  of  my  alary. 
0  may  no  winiiy  B«uan,  hare  nod  boary. 
Sac  11  half  liiuili'd :  but  let  Autumn  bold, 
Wilh  uiiivenal  lings  of  >uber  galil. 
Bb  all  about  rne  nhen  1  mnkc  an  end. 

My  herald  thought  into  a  ivildpme«: 
Tbeic  let  iti  trumpst  blow,  nnd  quickly  dnaa 
My  uncettoiD  path  niih  i;reen,  that  I  may  ipeed 
Etnly  oDward.  ibomugh  floweri  and  weeil. 


Upon  the  aida  of  LalnuM  wu  oolspmid 
A  mighty  foreat ;  for  ihe  uwiat  esnb  fed 
So  plenteoualy  all  weed-hiddea  mala 
Into  o'ertianging  boughi,  and  preciaua  (hiila. 
And  il  hod  gloomy  ahadea.  aequoiler'd  deep. 
Where  no  man  H-oni ;  nnd  if  Irom  ifaepheid'a  keep 
A  lamb  itmy*d  for  adonTi  ihoae  innioal  glena. 
Never  asain  law  he  the  liappy  pciw 
Whiihet  hii  bieihren,  bleating  mth  csinieiu. 
Cher  Ilio  hilb  at  every  nightfall  wenL 
Among  Ihe  ahcpherda  'i  nas  believed  over. 
That  not  one  flesry  lamb  nluch  thua  did  aever 
Ftvm  Ihe  whila  llock,  l>ui  paaa'd  univorried 
By  any  wolf,  or  panl  with  prying  bond, 
Until  it  came  to  sutoc  uiiroaied  plaina 
Where  fed  the  berda  of  Pan :  ay.  great  hii  gaina 
Wlw  thua  uiie  lamb  did  lose.  Pathj  Ihere  were  nun; , 
Winding  Ihtnugh  palmy  Jem.  and  nuhea  leiuiy, 
And  ivy  banka;  all  leaduig  pleaianily 
To  a  wide  lawn,  whence  one  eoutd  only  «ee 
8lein>  rhronging  all  around  between  the  awell 
Of  lurf  and  alanting  branchee :  who  eoald  leU 
The  frcahneai  of  the  BpacD  of  heaven  above, 
Edged  round  with  dark  Iree-topel  through  wtiicb  B 

Would  al\en  boat  iia  ningi.  and  oflen  too 

A  tilde  cloud  would  move  acnn  the  blue,  1 


And  Bd  ihB  dawned  light  in  pomp  reccive- 
for  (waa  Ihe  mom:  Apolki'i  iip?vard  Are 
jWsrfe  every  wali'm  cloud  a  »i\\Bty  nvre 


Of  brighmeai  ao  unaullied.  that  therein 
A  melancholy  apiril  well  might  vnn 
Oblivioti,  and  melt  out  ha  eaacncs  Qua 
Into  Ilie  windi :  iwn«ceDlod  ^laimne 
Gate  tempemle  aweeti  to  thai  well-HnriDg  DB 
The  lark  waa  loal  in  him ;  oU  tprioga  had  ran 
To  nam  Iheir  chillieai  bnbUa  in  (he  gnm . 
Man'a  voice  waa  on  ibe  BnuntaiiB:  and  the  i» 

u  and  wooden  pulaed  lenibld. 

trite  and  ita  glonee  old. 


Of  IK 

To  feel  tbia  ni 


Now  while  Ihe  nleal  workinga  of  the  dawn 
Were  hiMHt.  inio  that  aelf^enie  lawn 
All  Middonly.  wtih  Joyful  criei,  there  aped 
A  irtwp  of  tiiils  children  garlanded ; 
Who.  gathering  round  the  altar,  teen'd  10  [ij 
£amea|]y  round  aa  wiiliuig  to  e«|iy 
Some  folk  of  bohday :  nor  had  ^y  wailed 

h  a  lainl  broBlta  of  tnnaic,  which  ev'n  than 
Flll'd  onl  ita  voice,  aad  died  away  agaui. 

Ita  niry  aweilinga.  wilh  a  gemie  wave. 

To  hghi-liung  leavea,  in  amoathon  echon  breakii 

Through  Hipae-clod  i-olleya, — ere  their  death,  0 

Tha  aurgy  mi 


And  now,  aa  deep  into  Ihc  wood  ai  we 
Might  mark  a  lyni'i  eye,  there  gtinuner'd  lighl 
Fair  fecea  and  a  rush  of  ganoenla  white. 
Plainer  and  plainer  ihowing.  till  at  lait 
Inio  the  wideal  alley  they  all  pail. 
Making  directly  for  the  woodland  allar. 
0  kindly  muae !  Icl  not  my  weak  Uague  liiller 
lo  telling  of  thia  goodly  company. 
Of  Ihcir  old  piniy,  and  of  ilieir  glee  ; 

n  my  head,  arid  prcsenily  unmew 
My  aoul ;  that  t  may  Jore.  in  way&rin^ 

mmer  where  old  Chaucer  uacd  to  aing. 

iding  Ihe  way.  young  domaels  danced  along. 
Beating  the  burden  of  a  ahephoid'a  aong; 
Each  having  a  white  HniJier  uver-brimm'd 
Wilh  Apiil'a  lender  younglingi;  nen.  well  trima'd, 
iwd  of  ihepherda  with  aa  (unbuRiI  look* 
ay  be  read  of  in  Arcadian  book* ; 
Such  aa  aal  lialening  niund  Apolla'a  pipe. 
When  the  great  deily,  for  earth  loo  lipe, 
*  "  hia  divinity  o'erflow-ing  die 

nude,  Ihrough  the  vale*  of  Theaaaly : 
Some  idly  trail'd  their  ihecp-buokt  on  the  gnnind. 
And  aome  kept  up  a  ahrilly  mellow  uund 
Wilh  ebon-lipped  fluiea ,  cloee  aDer  ihi«e. 
oming  from  beneath  Ihe  ftreat  treea, 
A  veneraHe  prieal  full  aoberly, 
Begirt  with  rninistering  looki :  alway  faia  eye 
Sledfoit  upon  the  malted  turf  he  kept, 
And  ailcr  him  hi*  aacred  voalmenta  awepL 
From  hia  tight  hand  them  aivung  a  va*e.  milk-whiia. 
Of  mingled  wine,  out^paikling  genetoua  light ; 
'  id  in  hia  lefl  he  held  a  baaket  Aill 

all  tweel  herbs  Ihal  searching  eye  could  cull ; 
ild  th>i7ip,  and  va1ley-lili»  Khiler  alill 
lan  Leila'ii  love,  and  creaaaa  from  tlin  rill. 
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Hi>  aged  head,  crown'd  with  beechen  wreath, 

Seem'd  like  a  poll  of  ivy  in  the  teeth 

Of  winter  hoar.    Then  came  another  crowd 

Of  ihepherds,  lifting  in  duo  time  aloud 

Their  share  of  the  ditty.    After  them  appear'd, 

Up-fi>llow'd  by  a  multitude  that  rear'd 

Their  voices  to  the  cloudv,  a  fair  wrought  car 

Easily  rolling  so  as  Bcarce  to  mar 

The  freedom  of  three  steeds  of  dapple  brown : 

Who  stood  therein  did  seem  of  great  renown 

Among  the  throng.    His  youth  was  fully  blown, 

Showing  like  Ganymede  to  manhood  grown ; 

And,  for  those  simple  times,  his  garments  were 

A  chieHain  king's :  beneath  his  breast,  half  bare, 

Was  hung  a  silver  bugle,  and  between 

His  nervy  knees  there  lay  a  boar-spear  keen. 

A  smile  was  on  his  countenance ;  he  seem'd, 

To  common  lookers-on,  hke  one  who  dream'd 

Of  idleness  in  groves  Elysian : 

But  there  were  some  who  feelingly  could  scan 

A  lurking  trouble  in  his  nether  Up,    ^ 

And  see  that  oftentimes  the  reins  would  slip 

Through  his  forgotten  hands:  then  would  they  ugh, 

And  think  of  yellow  leaves,  of  owlets'  cry, 

Of  logs  piled  solemnly. — Ah,  well-a-day. 

Why  should  our  young  Endymion  pine  away ! 

Soon  the  assembly,  in  a  circle  ranged, 
Stood  silent  round  the  shrine:  each  look  was  changed 
To  sudden  veneration :  women  meek 
Beckon'd  their  sons  to  silence ;  while  each  chedL 
Of  virgin  bloom  paled  gently  for  slight  fear. 
Endymion  too,  without  a  forest  peer. 
Stood,  wan,  and  pale,  and  with  an  awed  &ce. 
Among  his  brothers  of  the  mountain  chase. 
In  midst  of  all,  the  venerable  priest 
Eyed  them  with  joy  from  greatest  to  the  least. 
And,  after  lifhng  up  his  aged  hands. 
Thus  spake  he :  "  Men  of  Latmos !  shepherd  banda ! 
Whose  care  it  is  to  guard  a  thousand  flocks : 
Whether  descended  from  beneath  the  sockB 
That  overtop  your  mountains ;  whether  come 
From  valleys  where  the  pipe  is  never  dumb ; 
Or  from  your  swelling  downs,  where  sweet  air  stin 
Blue  harebells  lightly,  and  where  prickly  furze 
Buds  lavish  gold ;  or  ye,  whose  precious  charge 
JNibble  their  fill  at  ocean's  very  marge. 
Whose  mellow  reeds  are  touch'd  with  sotrndfl  forlorn 
By  the  dim  echoes  of  old  Triton's  horn : 
Mothers  and  wives !  who  day  by  day  prepare 
The  scrip,  with  needments,  for  the  moimtain  air ; 
And  all  ye  gende  girls  who  foster  up 
Udderless  lambs,  and  in  a  little  cup 
Will  put  choice  honey  for  a  fiivor'd  youth : 
Tea,  every  one  attend !  for  in  good  truth 
Our  vows  are  wanting  to  our  great  god  Ful 
Are  not  our  lowing  heifers  sleeker  than 
]NightHii%x)llen  mushrooms  7   Are  not  our  wide  jdaina 
Speckled  with  countless  fleeces  ?  Have  not  rains  ' 
Green'd  over  April's  lap  7  No  howling  sad 
Sickens  our  foarful  ewes ;  and  we  have  had 
Great  bounty  from  Endymion  our  lord. 
The  earth  is  glad :  the  merry  lark  has  ponr'd 
His  early  s(»ig  against  yon  breezy  sky. 
That  spreads  so  clear  o'er  our  fodemnityJ 
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Thus  ending,  on  the  shrine  he  heaiyd  a  tpira 
Of  teeming  sweets,  enkindling  ncred  fire ; 


Anon  he  stain'd  the  thick  and  spongy  sod 
With  wine,  in  honor  of  the  shepherd-god. 
Now  while  the  earth  was  drinking  it,  and  while 
Bay  leaves  were  crackling  in  the  fragrant  pile. 
And  gummy  frankincense  was  sparkling  bright 
'Neath  smothering  parsley,  and  a  hazy  light 
Spread  grayly  ea8t\%*ard,  thus  a  chorus  sang : 


**  O  thou,  whose  mighty  palace  roof  doth  hang 
From  jagged  trunks,  and  ovenhadoweth 
Eternal  whispers,  glooms,  the  birth,  Ufe,  death 
Of  unseen  flowers  in  heavy  peacefulnea ; 
Who  lovest  to  see  the  hamadryads  dress 
Their  ruffled  locks  where  meeting  hazels  darken ; 
And  through  whole  solemn  hours  dost  sit,  and  heariten 
The  dreary  melody  of  bedded  reeds — 
In  desolate  places,  where  dank  moisture  breeds 
The  pipy  hemlock  to  strange  overgrowth. 
Bethinking  thee,  how  melancholy  loth 
Thou  wast  to  lose  fair  Syrinx— do  thou  now. 
By  thy  love's  milky  brow ! 
By  all  the  trembling  mazes  that  she  ran, 
Hear  us,  great  P&n ! 


**  O  thou,  for  whose  soul-soothing  quiet,  turtlea 
Passion  their  voices  oooingly  'mong  myrdes, 
What  time  thou  wanderest  at  eventide 
Through  sunny  meadows,  that  outskirt  Uie  side 
Of  thine  enmossed  realms :  O  thou,  to  whom 
Broad-leaved  fig-trees  even  now  foredoom 
Their  ripen'd  fruitage ;  yellow-girted  bees 
Their  golden  honeycombs ;  our  village  leas 
Their  fairest  bloasom'd  beans  and  poppied  com ; 
The  chuckling  linnet  its  five  young  unborn. 
To  sing  for  thee ;  low  creeping  strawberries 
Their  summer  coolness;  pent  up  butterflies 
Their  freckled  wings;  3rea,  the  fresh  budding  3rear 
All  its  completions — be  quickly  near. 
By  every  wind  that  nods  the  mountain  pine, 
O  forester  divine ! 


"  Thou,  to  whom  every  fiiun  and  satyr  flies 
For  willing  service;  whether  to  surprise 
The  squatted  hare  while  in  halfnileeping  fit ; 
Or  upward  ragged  precipices  flit 
To  save  poor  lambkins  from  the  eagle's  maw ; 
Or  by  mysterious  endcement  draw 
Bewilder'd  shepherds  to  their  path  again ; 
Or  to  tread  breathless  round  the  frothy  main, 
And  gather  up  all  foncifullest  shells 
For  thee  to  tumble  into  Naiads'  cells. 
And,  being  hidden,  laugh  at  their  out-peeping ; 
Or  to  delight  thee  vnlh  fantastic  leapung. 
The  while  they  pelt  each  other  on  the  cr^wn 
With  silvery  oak-apples,  and  fir-cones  brown — 
By  all  the  echoes  that  about  thee  ring, 
Hear  us,  O  satyr  king ! 


**  O  Hearkener  to  the  loud-clapping  shean. 
While  ever  and  anon  to  his  shorn  peera 
A  ram  goes  bleating :  Winder  of  the  horn. 
When  snouted  wild-boan  routing  tender  com 
Anger  oar  huntsman :  Breather  round  our  forms, 
To  keep  off  mildews,  and  all  weather  harrai : 
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Rimnfo  mintftnuit  of  iindMcribHj  luiuidiit 

Draad  opcnc  of  the  myiilDnDW  dwn 
IjMillag  la  uniiemal  koawleiige — hmi, 
Umi  ■on  of  Oiyupe. 
'I'hD  nuny  hu  iira  come  lo  pay  t]i«ii  vom 


"  Ba  Mil]  Uifl  iRitniagimMti  lodge 
For  Kililmy  lliiBbiug«i  such  u  iodge 
l^cejiiion  lo  Ihn  vrry  tnurn  of  K«itdii, 
'I'hen  Irave  ihe  ualuid  Imiu :  In  nill  Iha  Icavm, 
TbU  ipmuluig  ia  An  dull  and  cloddnt  ujih. 
Ui««  ii  a  louch  eihnml — a  nvw  birtJi: 
Be  uJI  a  aymliid  ur  inummilr  i 
A  GmHravnl  nlkKlnd  tn  «  vM ; 
Ad  ttlaiDina  lilling  iba  agace  between  : 
An  untoown — bul  no  iwim  i  wb  humWy  ktmii 
Wiifa  Dpiifl  band*  our  towheaitii.  lowlgf  lieDdit^. 


Even  while  Ihej  bniughl  Ihe  burden  to 
A  iihool  fhjm  the  wliale  muliilude  arow, 
Thai  lingcr'd  in  Ihe  air  hke  dying  roll* 
Ol'  ohrapi  ihuiidor.  nhen  Ionian  •hoali 
or  dolphiw  bob  ihiur  »••■  ihruugh  Ihe  b 
Mfluiliaw.  on  ihady  IkvcIh.  mmsy  Una, 
Ynitog  nHnjnniiw  oimbly  began  i 
T.ilbe        -       -■ 


Tbennopyla 

Bul  in  old  marble*  ever  beouiifiil. 

High  gf  niior«,  luifonnrliiuB  did  iboy  cull 

Timp'i.  iwi-ei  finl-fruiU— they  danred  lo 

And  then  in  quisi  drcte*  did  Ihey  pren 

The  hillock  lurC  and  caught  ilie  lalicr  end 

Of  inaie  ■irango  hiiloty,  poieut  lo  aond 

A  young  mind  frtMn  iu  bodily  Unemenl. 

Or  Ihey  might  walch  Ihe  qiwii-pi  ichor*,  inleol 

On  pillMit  uile ;  iBlyiog  tho  md  death 

01*  llyariiilhna,  when  ilio  iruel  brentli 

Of  Zephyr  ilow  him, — Zephyr  pcnilanl, 

Who  aovt,  ore  Pho^bui  ntounD  the  finniUQinil, 

Fondloi  the  llower  amid  ihe  loIilRng  rain. 

TTio  arehow  loo,  upon  a  wider  plain, 

Beside  Ihe  feathery  whisdng  of  the  ahafl, 

And  Iho  dull  twanging  bowairiog.  and  the  isft 

Bmnch  down  iwfpping  from  n  lall  aib  lop, 

CiH'd  up  a  ihouaand  thoughB  ID  envelop 

Thnan  wlin  would  wnlch.  Perhapa,  the  Iremhling  knei 

And  fninlic  gape  of  lonely  Niohe. 

Poor,  lonely  Niobe !  when  her  lovely  yoiing 

Wore  dead  and  gone,  and  her  enivwing  longne 

Liiy  a  but  thing  upim  her  paly  lip, 

And  voty,  very  defldlinena  did  nip 

I  ler  moihorly  cheeka.    Aiouicd  from  Ihia  aad  mood 


L'plifLing  hi*  airong  bow  inl 
Many  mighl  Oder  brighler  i 
Afinr  the  Argonqula,  in  blJD 


•1  halloo' 


Vnlil,  from  the  horuon'a  vanllad  aide. 
There  (hot  a  ^Iden  ipleuilDr  far  and  wide. 
SpangUiig  Ihwe  miUion  poulingi  of  tbe  briw       i 
With  quivering  oae;  'iwta  even  on  awfol  ■«■»  ' 
Fran  the  eialiauon  of  ApoUo'a  bow;  i 

A  tiDivcnty  beacon  in  Iheir  dreuy  wot. 
Who  thua  were  ripe  lor  high  conieinplaiug.         i 
Mighl  turn  ilieir  Bie|i«  lonwdi  [he  mbw  m^ 
Whore  aat  Eoilymion  and  the  a^ed  pnea  •• 

'MiHig  ahephf-rdi  gone  m  eld.  whow  loob  innMri 
The  ailvery  lutiing  of  iheir  manal  Uar.  i 

Ttiore  iliey  diacoiusnj  upon  ihe  fragile  hat  A 

Thai  keeps  ua  liom  our  bamn  ethereal : 
And  what  our  duiie*  there :  lo  nightly  nil 
Vnper,  the  beaniy-cml  of  Miminer  Baibar; 
Tn  nimniDn  all  itie  downiiM  ckniila  u^mW 
For  Ihe  ■on'a  purple  courli  i  in  emulale  I 

In  nuniaienng  the  pntent  rale  of  late  V 

Wiih  apeed  of  fire-mird  eihaluKuu; 
To  trni  her  pallid  cheek  iviih  blooni,  ir)io  cm      ' 
Sweat  pue^  by  mooiilighl :  beaidei  tliBHi,  I 

A  world  of  olher  ungiicw'd  vOiena.  1 

Anun  lliay  wander'd.  by  divino  cwivene, 
Into  tllyoiunj  vying  lo  reheimp 
tach  one  hi*  own  anlidpaied  bhu. 
One  fell  hearUoeriain  that  he  iiiutd  not  miaa         '' 
llu  iimck.gone  love,  among  bur  blomm'd  boofl^ 
Where  every  aephynigh  poou,  wjd  endow*         ] 

ipa  with  mUHc  fcr  tho  weleiinnng.  ' 

Anolhar  B-mh'd,  "mid  Ihsl  elemal  apitng. 
To  meei  liia  raay  child,  wiih  fniihory  mila. 
Sweeping.  eyMoniOBlly,  throngh  alioood  nin: 
Who.  (uddeiily.  thonld  eioop  ihnn^gh  Ihe  aimolh  «■ 
And  with  Iha  holniien  leavea  hi*  Inmfda  boli 

ever  afler.  Ihnnigh  rhon  mgioiv  be 
Ri*  maeaengBr,  liia  liiile  Mercury.  '  a 


tr  the  wid 


Iho  chancre*  in  Iheii  earthly  walk ; 
Coniparing.  ji>>'fuMy,  Ibeir  ^cnletnia  Onrea 
Of  happineaa,  to  when  upon  Ihe  mnor*. 
Bnnighled,  close  they  hiiddlwl  from  the  eold. 
•--■ -hBrodtho,rfinii.h'd  Bcripi    This  all  oul-lnh 

find  inuginntiona,— 4Bving  him 
Whoaa  eyelida  cunain'd  ap  Iheir  jewela  dim, 
Endymion  :  yet  hourly  had  he  nriyen 
~    "lelherankering  venom,  Ihat  had  riyon 
Ilia  feinting  reoollecliona.    Now  indeed 

■n»e«  hud  iwoou'd  otT:  he  did  not  heed 
The  audden  ailenre,  or  tbe  whnpen  low. 
Or  Ihe  old  eyea  dnaulvil^;  al  hia  woe, 

liona  coHb.  orclow  of  trembhng  palm. 

idon's  High,  ihol  grief  inelf  emb^ma : 

.  Ihe  aelr-mme  Hied  iranre  he  kepi. 
Like  one  who  on  Ihe  earth  hod  never  aiepl. 
ye,  even  u  deiid*Bll  u  a  nurUe  man, 
nnen  in  that  old  tale  Anbiao. 

Who  nhlipen  him  m  pontingly  am!  cloie  I 
eona.  hb  iwcel  aiaier :  oF  all  Ihose, 
Hia  friondn.  Ihe  doorevL    If  uahing  Hgn  idle  nad^ 
And  brealhod  a  aiiter'*  svrow  lo  pemade 
A  yielding  up,  s  cmdUng  on  her  i«re. 
Her  eloquence  did  hieaihe  amy  Ilw  com  -. 
d  him,  like  aooie  midnighl  ipril  nuns 
UG 
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"JOTbappf  changOT  in  ampbatic  drMini, 
JUoog  a  path  between  two  little  streanw, — 
Oiarding  his  forehead,  with  her  round  elbow, 
Wnm  low-grown  branches,  and  hia  footsteps  slow 
Wnm  stumbling  over  stumps  and  hillocks  small ; 
ITntil  they  came  to  where  these  streamlets  fidl, 
^WiOk  mingled  bubblings  and  a  gentle  rush, 
jiaio  a  river,  clear,  brimful,  and  flush 
iVidi  crystal  mocking  of  the  trees  and  sky. 
A  little  sliallop  floating  there  hard  by, 
l^Dinted  its  beak  over  the  fringed  bank ; 
And  aoon  it  lightly  dipt,  and  rose,  and  sank. 
And  dipt  again,  with  the  young  couple's  weig^t^ — 
PlBona  guiding,  through  the  water  straight, 
TVwards  a  bowery  island  opposite ; 
Which  gaining  presently,  she  steered  light 
Into  a  ^ady,  fresh,  and  ripply  cove, 
'Where  nested  was  an  arbor,  overwove 
1^  many  a  summer's  silent  fingering ; 
^tV>  whose  cool  bosom  she  was  used  to  bring 
fiar  playmates,  with  their  needle  broidery, 
And  minstrel  memories  of  times  gone  by. 


So  Ae  was  gently  glad  to  see  him  laid 
Under  her  fiivorite  bower's  quiet  shade. 
On  her  own  couch,  new  made  of  flower  leaves, 
Dried  carefully  on  the  cooler  side  of  sheaves 
When  last  the  sun  his  autumn  tresses  shook. 
And  the  tann'd  harvesten  rich  armfuls  took. 
Soon  was  he  quieted  to  slumbrous  rest : 
Bat,  ere  it  crept  upon  him,  he  had  prest 
Peona's  busy  hand  against  his  lips. 
And  still,  a-sleeping,  held  her  finger-tips 
In  tender  pressure.    And  as  a  willow  keeps 
A  patient  watch  over  the  stream  that  creeps 
Windingly  by  it,  so  the  quiet  maid 
Held  her  in  peace :  so  that  a  whispering  blade 
Of  grass,  a  virailful  gnat,  a  bee  bustling 
Down  in  the  blue-bells,  or  a  wren  Ught  rustling 
Among  sere  leaves  and  twigs,  might  all  be  heard. 


O  magic  sleep !  O  comfortable  bird. 
That  brcN)dest  o'er  the  troubled  sea  of  the  mind 
Till  it  is  hush'd  and  smooth  !  O  unconfined 
Restraint !  imprison'd  liberty !  great  key 
To  golden  palaces,  strange  minstrelsy. 
Fountains  grotesque,  new  trees,  bespangled  caves. 
Echoing  grottoes,  full  of  tumbling  waves 
And  moonlight ;  aye,  to  all  the  mazy  world 
Of  silvery  enchantment ! — who,  upfurl'd 
Beneath  thy  drowsy  wing  a  triple  hour. 
But  renovates  and  lives  7 — ^Thus,  in  the  bower, 
Endymion  was  calm'd  to  lifo  again. 
Opening  his  eyelids  with  a  healthier  brain. 
He  said :  "  I  feel  this  thine  endearing  love 
All  through  my  bosom :  thou  art  as  a  dove 
Trembling  its  closed  eyes  and  sleeked  wings 
About  me ;  and  the  pearliest  dew  not  brings 
Such  morning  incense  from  the  fields  of  May, 
As  do  those  brighter  drops  that  twinkling  stray 
From  those  kind  eyes, — the  very  home  and  haunt 
Of  sisterly  afiection.    Can  I  want 
Aught  else,  aught  nearer  heaven,  than  such  tetn  ? 
Yet  dry  them  up,  in  bidding  hence  all  fears 
That,  any  longer,  I  will  pass  ray  days 
Akme  and  sad.     No,  I  will  once  more 
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My  voice  upon  the  mountain-heights;  once  more 
Make  my  horn  parley  from  their  foreheads  hoar : 
Again  my  trooping  hounds  their  tongues  shall  loll 
Around  ^e  breathed  boar :  again  I  '11  poll 
The  fair-grown  yew-tree,  for  a  chosen  bow : 
And,  when  the  pleasant  sun  is  getting  low. 
Again  I  '11  linger  in  a  sloping  mead 
To  hear  the  speckled  thrushes,  and  see  feed 
Our  idle  sheepi     So  be  thou  cheered,  sweet  .* 
And,  if  thy  lute  is  here,  sofUy  entreat 
My  soul  to  keep  in  its  resolved  course." 

Hereat  Peona,  in  their  silver  source. 
Shut  her  pure  sorrow-drops  with  glad  exclaim. 
And  took  a  lute,  fron\  which  there  pulsing  came 
A  lively  prelude,  fashioning  the  way 
In  which  her  voice  should  wander.    T  was  a  lay 
More  subtle  cadenced,  more  forest  wild 
Than  Dryope's  lone  lulling  of  her  child ; 
And  nothing  since  has  floated  in  the  air 
So  mournful  strange.    Surely  some  influence  rare 
Went,  spiritual,  through  the  damsel's  hand ; 
For  still,  with  Delphic  emphasis,  she  spann'd 
The  quick  invisible  strings,  even  though  she  saw 
Elndymion's  spirit  melt  away  and  thaw 
Before  the  deep  intoxication. 
But  soon  she  came,  with  sudden  burst,  upon 
Her  self-possession — swung  the  lute  aside,. 
And  earnestly  said  :  "  Brother,  'tis  vain  to  hide 
That  thou  dost  know  of  things  mysterious. 
Immortal,  starry ;  such  alone  could  thus 
Weigh  down  thy  nature.    Hast  thou  sinn'd  in  aught 
Oflensive  to  the  heavenly  powen  7  Caught 
A  Paphian  dove  upon  a  message  sent  7 
Thy  deathful  bow  against  some  deer-herd  bent. 
Sacred  to  Dian  7  Haply,  thou  hast  seen 
Her  naked  limbs  among  the  alders  green ; 
And  that,  alas !  is  death.     No,  I  can  trace 
Something  more  high  perplexing  in  thy  face ! " 

Endymion  look'd  at  her,  and  press'd  her  hand, 
And  said,  **  Art  thou  so  pale,  who  wast  so  bland 
And  merry  in  our  meadows  7  How  is  this  7 
Tell  me  thine  ailment :  tell  me  all  amiss ! — 
Ah !  thou  hast  been  unhappy  at  the  change 
Wrought  suddenly  in  me.  What  indeed  more  strange  ? 
Or  more  complete  to  overwhelm  surmise  7 
Ambition  is  no  sluggard :  'tis  no  prize, 
That  toiling  years  would  put  within  my  grasp, 
That  I  have  sigh'd  for :  with  so  deadly  gasp 
No  man  e'er  panted  for  a  mortal  love. 
So  all  have  set  my  heavier  grief  above 
These  things  which  happen.  Rightly  have  they  done : 
I,  who  still  saw  the  horizontal  sun 
Heave  his  broad  shoulder  o'er  the  edge  of  the  world. 
Out-facing  Lucifer,  and  then  had  hurl'd 
My  spear  alofV  as  signal  for  the  chase — 
I,  who,  for  very  sport  of  heart,  would  race 
With  my  own  steed  from  Araby ;  pluck  down 
A  vulture  from  his  towery  perching ;  frown 
A  lionf  into  growling,  loth  retire— 
To  lose,  at  once,  all  my  toil-breeding  fire. 
And  sink  thus  low !  but  I  will  ease  my  breast 
Of  secret  grief)  here  in  this  bowery  nest. 

**  This  river  does  not  see  the  naked  sky, 
Till  it  h^ns  to  progress  silverly 
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And  in  ihai  nDok.  Ibe  veiy  pride  of  June, 
Owl  I  b«en  utpd  to  pov  my  wcnry  evu; 
Hh  niher  lor  ibe  nun  unwilling  leavM 

And  I  rauld  witn«  hii  moii  kingly  honr, 
When  ha  dmh  lighten  up  Ihc  goldi'ii  reins. 
And  jmre*  leiiurely  down  irnlwr  plains 
Bb  BnorUiig  foot.     Nov  when  hii  rluriM  Ini 
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Hul  bill  one  night  Iind  wmughl  Uui  Ouwery  ipell; 

And,  nlUng  down  time  by,  began  lo  niUM 

WhU  il  Riighl  nienn.    Pechipa.  Ihoughl  I.  Marpbam, 

Or.  il  may  be,  ere  niauon  Nighl  upinoli 

Har  ebon  um,  yoiuig  Mercury,  by  itcalih. 

Had  dipt  hii  rod  in  il :  lucb  gsrlund  weilth 

Came  no!  by  eommon  gruwih.     Thm  on  I  ihought, 

Unlil  mj  head  vtar  diny  und  dialnught. 

MonsDVer,  through  like  dunging  popjda  aloLe 

A  breeae,  nml  lofUy  lulling  lo  niy  «a1,- 

And  abaptng  viaions  all  aboui  my  «glil 

or  oolon.  wingi,  and  bunlt  ar  ipangty  lighlj 

The  which  became  mure  (Iranie,  and  atnnge,  an 


Til*  enehtt 
Tol  il  wBi 


re  guira  in  a  lumulluau! 
ill  ulrap.  Ah.  cnn  1  lell 
[lent  dint  aflerwanla 
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■r  imgue,  nlihough  il 
Wilh  mellow  DMrance,  like  a 
Could  figure  out  in 
All  I  beheld  and  fell,     Mdlhuughl  I  lay 
Walching  Ihe  zenith,  Hl.ere  Ihe  milky  way 
Among  tho  nlDn  jji  virgin  iplendor  poun; 

or  henven  appear'd  to  open  Tor  my  ftighl. 

I  became  loth  nnd  fenrfol  to  ol.ght 

From  lueh  high  toaring  by  n  downward  glance : 

So  kept  Rie  iledrui  in  thai  airy  trance. 

Spreading  imaginary  piniont  wide. 

When,  prewnlly,  tlie  alan  began  to  glide. 

And  faint  away,  beG>re  my  eager  view : 

And  diDpl  my  niion  lo  the  horiton'a  verge ; 
And  lo  I  from  opening  clondi,  I  law  amurgB 
The  lovehed  moon,  (hat  ever  aitver'd  o'er 
A  ihell  tor  Neptune's  gnblel  i  sho  did  now 
Bo  ponianntely  brighi,  my  daziled  soul 
Commingling  wilh  her  argent  tphsres  did  roll 
Through  clear  nnd  cloudy,  even  when  ahs  weni 
At  last  into  a  dark  nnd  t-apoty  lent — 
""         it,  melhoiighl.  Ihe  lidle»cyed  Dain 


To 


tt-  plauel. 


!  again. 


more  I  raind 
My  sight  right  upward  ■.  but  it  was  quiie  dazed 
By  a  brighi  somothing,  sailing  down  space. 
Making  me  quickly  veil  my  eyes  and  Tace  - 
Again  1  loak'd,  and,  O  ye  deiliee, 
Who  Tnun  Olympus  walch  our  desIinieB! 
Whence  ilial  completed  form  of  aU  complctcneal 
Whence  came  ihat  high  perftcfion  of  all  tweeltMM  t 


Speak,  stubborn  earth,  and  tell  me  wbar« 

Flasl  tboq  a  lynibol  of  her  golden  hail ' 

Nor  oat-Aoves  drooping  in  the  weeiani  i 

Noi — ihy  sofl  liand,  fair  suipr!  lei  me  sbi 

Such  rallying  brlbra  thee — yvt  ihe  had. 

Indeed,  locks  bnghl  enough  In  make  me  i 

And  Ihey  were  nmply  gi>rdian'd  up  artd  I 

Leaving,  in  n^ed  comebnea,  unshaded, 

tier  pearl  mund  ears,  w^ute  neck,  anil  orbed  hra«r 

The  which  were  blended  in,  1  know  tioi  !»■, 

With  tnch  a  paradise  of  lips  and  eyea. 

Bluab-iinled  eheflka.  hoIT  smiles,  and  (amuM  oftii, 

Thai,  when  I  Ihink  thereon,  my  spirit  ehoft 

And  pbys  about  ils  6uioy.  lill  Ihe  atmgi 

or  human  neighborhood  envenom  all. 

UntD  what  anful  power  ahall  I  call  I 

1^  what  high  lane  t— Ah !  see  her  liav*>teg  fbu. 

More  Uuely  vein'd.  nniv  ault,  naie  whilaly  <w«tt 

Than  ihoae  iiT  •eS'.bom  Vcn 


Hers 


BrTinlna 


hell.     The  w 


ig  pavilioa; 

ipang;led  with  a  QullioQ 
or  little  eyea,  aa  Ihough  ihou  wea  lo  abfld, 

ihflii  bluebell  bed. 

— "  Endynuo(i,'how  alranfe' 
Dream  wilhin  drewn!" — -She  iwh  an  airy  ranp. 
And  then,  lowaids  me.  Like  a  very  maid. 
Came  blushmg.  waning,  willing,  and  afraid. 
And  preta'd  me  by  the  hand:  Ah!  'iwai  loo  mueh 
Melboughl  I  fainted  at  Ihe  chamed  touch. 
held  roy  recolleciion.  even  as  one 
I  dives  Ihree  faihoms  where  the  wateti  nm 
Gurgling  in  beds  of  coml :  lor  anon. 
I  fait  upcnounied  in  ihnl  ngion 
Where  falling  atan  dart  Iheir  arti1t«]r  fonh.  _ 

And  eaglei  struggle  wilh  the  baBetiag  north         ^^ 
That  balances  the  has 


imused  him,  and  I  iigh'd 
To  fiuni  once  mare  by  looking  on  my  blia— 
dialiBCted  ;  modly  did  I  kin 

'  ig  arms  which  held  me.  and  did  gim 


Myej 


eathi 


if  hfo  from  the  gold  Ibonl 

Of  kind  and  pojoionale  looks ;  lo  count,  and  rvu 

""     momenn.  by  some  greedy  help  Ihal  aeem'd 

cond  aelf;  ihat  each  might, be  redeem'd 

plunder'd  of  its  load  of  bleoednen. 

Ah,  desperate  mortal  I  1  ev'n  dared  lo  pma 

igainsl  my  crowned  lip. 
And,  at  that  moment,  fell  my  body  dip 

Our  feet  were  mli  in  llowan.     There  waa  ilora 
Of  newest  Joys  upon  that  alp,     SooKliniEa 

!U.  and  blmoming  liisea. 
Loiler'd  around  us ;  ihen  of  honey  colls, 
ilicate  Oom  all  while-flower  belb; 
c,  above  Ihe  edges  of  our  nest, 
fiife  peep'd, — an  Oroad  as  1  guCA'd. 
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e  shadow!  of  his  pinions  dark, 
them  from  me  7   But  no,  like  a  spark 
Is  must  die,  although  its  little  beam 
pon  a  diamond,  my  sweet  dream 
^thing — into  stupid  sleep, 
was,  until  a  gende  creep, 
moving  caught  my  waking  ears, 
started :  Ah !  my  sighs,  my  tears, 
led  hands ; — for  lo !  the  poppies  hung 
•led  on  their  stalks,  the  ouzel  sung 
iitty,  and  the  sullen  day 
ien  herald  Hesperus  away, 
en  looks :  the  solitary  breeze 
and  slept,  and  its  wild  self  did  tease 
ward  melancholy ;  and  I  thought, 
Peona !  that  sometimes  it  brought 
-thee-wells,  and  sigh-shrilled  adieus ! — 
rander'd — all  the  pleasant  hues 
1  and  earth  had  faded :  deepest  shades 
pest  dungeons ;  heaths  and  sunny  glades 
of  pestilent  light ;  our  taintless  riUs 
oty,  and  o'er-spread  with  uptum'd  gills 
fish  ;  the  vermeil  rose  had  blown 
il  scarlet,  and  its  thorns  out-grown 
)d  aloe.     If  an  innocent  bird 
'  heedless  footsteps  stirr'd,  and  stirr'd 
>ume3r8, 1  beheld  in  it 
m1  demon,  missioned  to  knit 
vith  under  darkness ;  to  entice 
•lings  down  some  monstrous  [nvcipice : 
I  eager  foUow'd,  and  did  curse 
pointment    Time,  that  aged  nune, 
9  to  patience.   Now,  thank  gentle  heaven! 
igs,  with  all  their  comfbrtings.  are  given 
wn«unken  hours,  and  with  thee, 
er,  help  to  stem  the  ebbing  sea 
life." 


Thus  ended  he,  and  both 
:  for  the  maid  was  very  loth 
r ;  feeling  well  that  breathed  words 

be  lost,  unheard,  and  vain  as  swords 
le  enchased  crocodile,  or  Teaps 
>pperB  against  the  sun.     She  weeps, 
leri ;  struggles  to  devise  some  blame ; 

such  iei  look  as  would  say.  Shame 
<or  fceakness  !  but,  for  all  her  strife, 

as  soon  have  crush'd  away  the  life 
rk  dove.     At  length,  to  break  the  pause, 
vith  trembling  chance :  "  Is  this  the  cause  f 
Yet  it  is  strange,  and  sad,  alas ! 
who  through  this  middle  earth  should  poH 
a  sojourning  demi-god,  and  leave 
upon  the  harp^tring.  should  achieve 

bard  than  simple  maidenhood, 
one,  and  fearfully, — ^how  the  blood 
>ung  cheek ;  and  how  he  used  to  stray 
not  where ;  and  how  he  would  say,  wty^ 
1  'twas  love :  and  yet  'twas  love ; 
d  it  be  but  love  7   How  m  ring-dove 
iprig  9f  yew-tree  in  his  padi ; 
be  died  :  and  then,  that  love  doth  icadie, 
s  heart,  as  northern  blasts  do  roses; 
the  ballad  of  his  sad  life  closes 
I,  and  an  alas ! — Endjrmion ! 
in  the  trumpet's  moudi, — anon 


Among  die  winds  at  large— that  all  may  hearken ! 

Although,  before  the  crystal  heavens  darken, 

I  watch  and  dote  upon  the  silver  lakes 

Pictured  in  western  cloudiness,  that  takes 

The  semblance  of  gold  rocks  and  bright  gold  sands, 

Islands,  and  creeks,  and  amber-fretted  strands 

With  horses  prancing  o'er  them,  palaces 

And  towen  of  amethyst, — would  I  so  tease 

My  pleasant  days,  because  I  could  not  mount 

Into  those  regions  7  The  Morphean  fount 

Of  that  fine  element  that  visions,  dreams. 

And  fitful  whims  of  sleep  are  made  of,  streams 

Into  its  airy  channels  widi  so  subtle, 

So  thin  a  breathing,  that  the  spider's  shuttle, 

Circled  a  million  times  within  the  space 

Of  a  swallow's  nest-door,  could  delay  a  trace, 

A  tinting  of  its  quality :  how  light 

Must  dreams  themselves  be;  seeing  they're  more 

sUght 
Than  the  mere  nothing  that  engenden  them ! 
Then  wherefore  suUy  the  intrusted  gem 
Of  high  and  noble  life  with  thoughts  so  sick  ? 
Why  pierce  high-fhxnted  honor  to  the  quick 
For  nothing  but  m  dream  ?"  Hereat  the  youth 
Look'd  up :  a  conflicting  of  shame  and  ruth 
Was  in  his  plaited  brow :  yet,  his  eyelids 
Widen'd  a  little,  as  when  Zephyr  bids 
A  little  breeze  to  creep  between  die  fims 
Of  careless  butterflies :  amid  his  pains  ■ 
He  seem'd  to  taste  a  drop  of  manna-dew. 
Full  palatable ;  and  a  color  grew 
Upon  his  cheek,  while  thus  he  lifofiil  spake. 

, "  Poena !  ever  have  I  long'd  to  slake 
My  thirst  for  the  world's  praises :  nothing  base. 
No  merely  slumberous  phantasm,  could  unlace 
The  stubborn  canvas  for  my  voyage  prepared— 
Though  now  'tis  tatter'd ;  leaving  my  berk  bared 
And  sullenly  drifting :  yet  my  higher  hope 
Is  of  too  wide,  too  rainbow-large  a  scope, 
To  fret  at  mjrriads  of  earthly  wrecks. 
Wherein  Uea  happiness  7   In  that  which  becks 
Our  ready  minds  to  feUowship  divine, 
A  fellowship  with  essence ;  till  we  shine, 
Full  alchemized,  and  free  of  space.    Behold 
The  clear  religion  of  heaven !  Fold 
A  rose-leaf  round  diy  finger's  tapemess. 
And  soothe  thy  lips:  hist!  when  the  airy  stress 
Of  music's  kiss  impregnates  the  free  winds. 
And  with  a  sympathetic  touch  unbinds 
Eolian  magic  from  their  ludd  wombs : 
Then  old  songs  waken  from  enclouded  tombs ; 
Old  ditties  sigh  above  their  father's  grave ; 
Ghosts  of  melodioiis  prophecyings  rave 
Round  every  spot  where  trod  Apollo's  foot ; 
Bronze  daikms  awake,  and  fiuntly  bruit, 
Where  long  ago  m  giant  battle  was ; 
And,  fiom  the  turf^  a  lullaby  doth  pas^ 
In  every  place  where  infiint  Orpheus  slept 
Feel  we  these  things !— that  moment  have  we  stept 
Into  m  sort  of  oneness,  and  our  state 
Is  like  m  fkwting  spirit's.    But  there  are 
Richer  entanglements,  enthralments  fiir 
More  selfdestroying,  leading,  by  degrees. 
To  the  chief  intensity :  the  crown  of  these 
Is  made  of  love  and  friendship,  and  sits  high 
Upon  the  fiwehead  of  humanity. 
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AH  in  nurv  pnadnaiu  uid  bulky  wDilh 
b  triendibip.  whonn:  thpre  fver  inuM  Ibnli 
A  ttemdf  ipLi-Dilari  bill  al  the  U)>-iop, 
There  hsngi  by  iiiii«n  lilffl.  an  orbvil  drop 
Of  Lgbl.  and  thai  ia  Iovb  i  ita  inl1iinii<a 
Thnm-n  in  oui  ayoi.  gmdon  ■  nnvpl  mth. 
Al  wbich  we  ruun  oik!  fral  i  [ill  in  ttio  ond, 
Meliing  inw  ill  nutiuico.  wc  birtiil, 
Mingle,  ami  n  bscoine  a  pnrt  of  il. — 
Nor  KJlb  •ughl  oW  Pun  oiii  mul*  inurloiii 
So  wingcdly  :  wben  wo  combini?  Ihorrwiih. 
Ijln'i  wU"  iB  nouri«h'"l  by  lU  pifju-r  pilh, 


And  w 


.  prlioo 


liijg  r.»d. 


dolirioui  it  ilie  ii 
Tital  HMD,  wbi  mlghl  ho 
Of  all  Ibe  congnfUcd  world,  to  jiui 
And  winnnw  trom  llie  roming  ilpp  of  lime 
All  ehaff  uf  cuiloin,  wipe  DWny  all  •lime 
I«n  by  mcin^lugi  and  human  Hrprnlry, 


Hno 


Id  lei 


Whilil  Ihey 

And,  truly.  1  would  miboc  be  nruok  dumb, 
Thiin  BpHik  ■gainu  thin  ardent  ImlaMDen  ^ 
Fdi  1  have  ever  ihougbt  that  il  migbt  bloa 
The  wurld  with  brnertu  unktianrinii:ly  i 
As  dncB  the  aighlingiile.  up-pen-brd  hiah. 
And  cloiater'd  among  root  and  hunrljeii  leave* — 
She  til 


tt  upiod  \ight  boldfl  bacJ 
Jitfi  ea  Dtay  love,  althouf^b  ' 
The  mere  conuoiugling  of  p 
PnxliiPo  more  than  our  sean 


tier  durk-gray  bood. 
uainniLle  breath. 


To  meltini  pulp,  Ihal  liih  noohl  have  bright  mail, 
"nie  eailh  III  dower  oT  ritor,  wood,  and  vale, 

The  msadDwa  nioneli.  runnels  pebhl<s8lunea. 


I  apreaded  lail,  a  vulture  could  no!  gUde 

Past  ihuQ,  but  he  ruusi  brush  oa  ervry  >ide- 

lUoul'Ter'd  stepB  lead  inlo  ihii  rool  rcU, 

I  (he  slabbed  Dargio  of  ■  nell, 
tVbow  paliFnl  level  peep*  iti  rrydal  eye 

upward,  through  the  buihei,  lo  llie  ilty. 

ive  I  brou|;ht  Ihee  llowcn.  on  ihcii  ilalla  M 

ve«tiil  priinHi«»,  hut  dork  velvei 
Edges  ihem  rminil,  nnd  they  luiie  (widen  piii; 
~      ■  there  1  got  Ihem,  Tiuni  the  gmpa  and  aKu 

nnffty  alone,  IhaL  BomeliineB  «4i  my  «^ 

\  oil  above  was  faitil  niib  midday  imtL 
And  there  in  airifr  no  burning  Ibongbu  to  hraj, 
I'd  bubUe  up  Iha  tvgter  ihmugh  a  reed; 

'nrhing  bark  to  boyhood :  make  me  ehii* 

iDulled  feothon.  tottrhwood.  alder  chtpi. 
With  leavca  Murk  in  ihein ;  and  ibe  NepMnt  ta  _ 
or  iheir  pelly  ocean.     ODener.  hsavily.  1 

When  lovalom  houn  had  left  me  lav  a  cbiU        1 
I  sal  coniemplatiRe  the  liKum  wild 

'er-bead  plundi  melUng  the  mirror  duough. 
Upon  a  day.  while  this  I  walth'd,  by  flew 
'  cloudy  Cupid,  with  hi«  bow  and  quiver! 

The  happy  chanoe :  so  happy.  I  woi  lain 

To  follow  il  upon  the  open  plain. 

And.  Iherefore,  waa  joal  going :  when.  bohoU  I 

nder.  tiiir  at  any  I  have  luld — 
The  some  bright  bee  I  tailed  in  ray  aleep. 
Smiling  in  tlie  clear  welL     My  h«i1  did  leap 
Thmngh  lbs  cool  depth.— It  moved  la  if  n  Hi*— 
I  ninricd  up.  wlion  lo!  roljoahfully. 

dio[s,  and  dewy  budi^  and  leaves,  and  iawcn 
Wrapjang  oil  oti|nca  fnun  my  lanMbar'd  mgxt,  ' 
Balhing  my  ipiril  in  B  new  delight  ■ 

■ueh  H  brealhliw  honey-l^ol  of  blia  ' 


Of  d 


If  humiin  wul*  did  never  kin  aud  greet! 

"  Now.  if  Ihii  earthly  love  haa  power  to  mik 
Men's  being  monal,  imtnortol ;  to  Ebake 
Ambilion  from  their  memoriee.  nnd  briiu 
Their  meaiure  of  content ;  what  meroal  whim, 
Seomi  nil  Ihii  poor  endeavor  ofter  fame. 
To  one,  who  keepa  within  hia  itcdfait  aim 
A  lave  imniortal.  an  iminanal  too. 
liOdi  not  to  wilder'd ;  ibr  theee  Itiinga  are  trae. 

Thai  buzz  about  our  ilumben,  like  brain-SiBB, 
Leaving  lu  fent-y-aick.     No,  ruN  1  'm  auie, 
My  reailess  ipirii  never  could  endure 
To  brood  lo  long  upon  one  luxury. 
Union  it  did.  Ifaough  fearfuBy,  cnpy 
A  hope  beyond  die  ahadaw  of  a  dreani. 

When  I  hnvo  lold  ihet  how  my  waking  ei^I 
Haa  made  me  iKrnipla  whether  that  aune  night 
Wo«  pusi'd  in  dreaming.     Ilcorkm,  iweel  I'eon 
Beyond  the  matron-lempJe  of  Ijitono, 
Which  we  ihonid  tee  but  for  Ihcio  darkening  boughi. 
Liea  a  deep  hollow,  from  whoae  ragged  brom 
Buahm  and  treei  do  Ichq  nil  lOHnd  athwnn. 
And  meet  ao  itearly.  that  wilh  wing*  oulnught. 


ith.  lor  the  fair  form  hod  gone  ogain, 
irc  ia  oil  a  viaitonl;  but  pain 
cruelly  to  uo.  like  the  gnawing  aloth. 
I  deer'a  tender  haunchea :  late,  and  loth, 
ared  ttwoy  by  alow-reluming  plesaute. 
utkening,  how  dark  Lhe  droadfttl  leiaare 
laty  daya.  mode  deeper  eitjuisito 
'     iwledge  of  Ulialumbtoua  nii^li 
e,  be!    " 


Like-iorrow  n 
Than  when  I  wnnder'd  from  the  loppy-hill : 
(hole  Bgo  of  lingering  raonieuia  crepi 
Sluggishly  by.  ere  more  contonUneiil  awepl 
deadly  yellow  vpleeru 
Ihia  dur  enchantment  aeeti; 
irlnred  with  renewed  life. 


Whon  last  the  i 


Qgavei 


Wilh  lhe  conquering  aanof  apiing,  and  leAtheal 
Warm  and  serene,  bul  yet  with  moaien'd  eyea 
In  pity  of  lhe  ahaiter'd  infant  badi.— 
ITial  dme  Ihoo  didai  edom,  with  amber  atnds. 
My  hunting^sp.  becauae  I  laugh'd  and  arailad. 
Chatted  wilh  Ihec,  ntid  man    ■" "-  ' 


Alllo 


Straying  abonl.  yi 
or  hclpleaa  discoi 
From  place  lo  pla 


jp'd  up  in 


-barling  my  lu 
Dtid  falloti  iiig  Bl  I 
.    _       .  igh  Dome  young  ir 

And.  pluiiiug  aniimg  bedded  peblilo.  i 
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0 


In  the  middle  of  a  brook, — whose  tUver  ramble 

Down  twenty  little  falls,  through  reedi  and  bramble, 

Tracing  along,  it  brought  me  to  a  cave, 

Whence  it  ran  Imgfatly  forth,  and  white  did  lave 

The  nether  aides  of  mossy  stones  and  rock^ — 

'Mong  which  it  gurgled  bUthe  adieus,  to  mock 

Ita  own  sweet  grief  at  parting.    Overhead, 

Hung  a  lush  screen  of  drooping  weeds,  and  spread 

Thick,  as  to  curtain  up  some  wood-nymph's  home. 

'  Ah !  impious  mortal,  whither  do  I  roam  f ' 

Said  I,  low-voiced :  '  Ah,  whither!  Tis  the  grot 

Of  Proserpine,  when  Hell,  obscure  and  hot, 

Doth  her  resign:  and  where  her  tender  hands 

She  dabbles,  on  the  cool  and  sluicy  sands : 

Or  'tis  the  cell  of  Echo,  where  she  sits, 

And  babbles  thorough  silence,  till  her  wits 

Are  gone  in  tender  madness,  and  anon. 

Faints  into  sleep,  with  many  a  dying  totie 

Of  sadness.    O  that  she  would  take  my  vowi^ 

And  breathe  them  sighingly  among  the  boughs^ 

To  sue  her  gentle  ears  for  whose  fiur  head. 

Daily,  I  pluck  sweet  flowerets  from  their  bed. 

And  weave  them  dyingly — send  honey-whispen 

Round  every  leaf,  that  all  those  gentle  lispen 

May  sigh  my  love  unto  her  pitying ! 

O  charitable  echo !  hear,  and  sing 

This  ditty  to  her ! — tell  her' — so  1  stay'd 

My  foolish  tongue,  and  listening,  half  afraid, 

Stood  stupefied  with  my  own  empty  folly. 

And  blushing  for  the  fieaks  of  melancholy. 

Salt  tears  were  coming,  when  1  heard  my  name 

Most  fondly  lipp'd,  and  then  these  accents  came : 

*  Elndymion !  the  cave  is  secreier 

Than  the  isle  of  Delos.    Echo  hence  shall  stir 

No  sighs  but  sigh-warm  kisses,  or  light  noise 

Of  thy  combing  hand,  the  while  it  travelling  cloys 

And  trembles  through  my  labyrinthine  hair.' 

At  that  oppreas'd,  1  hurried  in. — Ah!  where 

Are  those  swift  moments  ?  Whither  are  they  fled  ? 

1 11  smile  no  more,  Peona ;  nor  will  wed 

Sorrow,  the  way  to  death ;  but  patiently 

Bear  up  against  it :  so  farewell,  sad  sigh ; 

And  come  instead  demurest  meditation. 

To  occupy  me  wholly,  and  to  fashion 

My  pilgrimage  for  the  world's  dusky  brink. 

No  more  will  I  count  over,  link  by  link. 

My  chain  of  grief:  no  longer  strive  to  find 

A  half-forgetfulness  in  mountain  wind 

Blustering  about  my  ears :  ay,  thou  shalt  see. 

Dearest  of  sisters,  what  my  life  shall  be ; 

What  a  calm  round  of  hours  shall  make  my  days. 

There  is  a  paly  flame  of  hope  that  plays 

Where'er  I  look :  but  yet,  1  'U  say  'tis  naught— 

And  here  I  bid  it  die.    Have  not  I  caught, 

Ahready,  a  more  healthy  countenance  f 

By  this  the  sun  is  setting ;  we  may  chance 

Meet  some  of  our  near-dwellen  with  my  car. 


I " 


This  said,  he  rose,  &int<«iniling  like  a  star 
Through  autumn  miste,  and  took  Peona's  hand : 
They  slept  into  the  boat,  and  laonch'd  fitxn  land. 


BOOK  n. 

O  SOVEREIGN  power  of  love !  O  grief!  O  balm ! 

All  records,  saving  thine,  come  cool,  and  calm, 

And  shadowy,  through  the  mist  of  passed  years : 

For  others,  good  or  bad,  hatred  and  tears 

Have  become  indolent ;  but  touching  thine. 

One  sigh  doth  echo,  one  poor  sob  doth  pine. 

One  kiss  brings  honey-dew  from  buried  da]^ 

The  woes  of  Troy,  towers  smothering  o'er  their  biaie, 

Stifl^holden  shields,  fiir-piercing  spears,  keen  blades. 

Struggling,  and  blood,  and  shrieks — all  dimly  fodes 

Into  some  backward  comer  of  the  brain ; 

Yet,  in  our  very  souls,  we  feel  amain 

The  close  of  Troilus  and  Cressid  sweet 

Hence,  pageant  history!  hence,  gUded  cheat! 

Swart  planet  in  the  universe  of  deeds ! 

Wide  sea,  that  one  continuous  murmur  breeds 

Along  the  pebbled  shore  of  memory ! 

Many  old  rotten-timber'd  boats  there  be 

Upon  thy  vaporous  bosom,  magnified 

To  goodly  vessels ;  many  a  sail  of  pride, 

And  golden-keel'd,  is  left  unlaunch'd  and  dry. 

But  wherefore  this?  What  care,  though  owl  did  fly 

About  the  great ,Athenian  admiral's  mast? 

What  care,  though  striding  Alexander  pest 

The  Indus  with  his  Macedonian  numbers  ? 

Though  old  Ulysses  tortured  from  his  slumbers 

The  glutted  Cyclops,  what  care  ? — JuUet  leaning 

Amid  her  window-floweis, — sighing, — weaning 

Tenderly  her  fancy  from  its  maiden  snow. 

Doth  more  avail  than  these:  the  silver  flow 

Of  Hero's  tears,  the  swoon  of  Imogen, 

Fair  Pastorella  in  the  bandit's  den. 

Are  things  to  brood  on  with  more  ardency 

Than  the  death-day  of  empires.    Fearfully 

Must  such  conviction  come  upon  his  head. 

Who,  thus  far,  discontent,  has  dared  to  treed. 

Without  one  muse's  smile,  or  kind  behest, 

The  path  of  love  and  poesy.    But  test. 

In  chafing  restlessness,  is  yet  more  drear 

Than  to  be  crush'd,  in  striving  to  uprear 

Love's  standard  on  the  batdementi  of  song. 

So  once  more  days  and  nights  aid  me  along, 

like  legion'd  loldien. 

Brain«ck  shepherd'prince ! 
What  promise  hast  thou  foithful  guarded  since 
The  day  of  sacrifice  ?  Or,  have  new  sorrows 
Come  with  the  constant  dawn  upon  thy  morrows? 
Alas !  'tis  his  old  grief.   For  many  days. 
Has  he  been  wandering  in  tmcertain  ways : 
Through  wilderness,  and  woods  of  mossed  oaks ; 
Counting  his  v?oe-wom  minutes,  by  the  strokes 
Of  the  lone  wood-cutter ;  and  listening  still. 
Hour  after  hour,  to  each  lush-leaved  rill. 
Now  he  is  sitting  by  a  shady  spring. 
And  elbow-deep  with  feverous  fingering 
Stems  the  upbiusting  cold :  a  wild  rose-tree 
Pavilions  him  in  bkx>m,  and  he  doth  see 
A  bud  which  snares  his  fency:  lo!  bat  now 
He  plucks  it,  dips  its  stalk  in  the  water :  how 
It  swells,  it  buds,  it  floweis  beneadi  his  sight 
And,  in  die  middle,  there  is  softly  pigfat 

541 


KEATS-S  POETICAL  WORKS. 


A  golden  tauiwrfly ;  upon  wh«e  wingi 

There  miui  he  lanAj  chvacier'd  flnnge  Ihingi, 

For  ■"'nil  wide  eye  be  wonden,  uid  imi\e»  od 

LighUy  Out  little  benld  Sen  aloft, 
Foltow'd  iiir  gild  tUndynuoii'i  ckuped  handi; 
Oiiivud  ii  dien    Fivni  Isogunr'i  luilea  huida 
llv  bmb«  are  loowd,  arul  eHger,  on  he  hicA 
DsBled  10  mce  it  in  tbe  sunny  ■kiw. 

It  WDIU' 


Am!  I'ke  i 


'Hiniugh  Ihe  greea  oirning  quiet  in  the  fun. 
O'er  amaf  ■  heolh.  Ihrnigh  iniiny  a  wooillimd  don, 
TUnmgh  boned  pelha.  where  ileepy  twiligbl  dreimi 


Saving,  perhape.  wme  inow-lihe  csdeoce* 
Meltmg  10  mieoee.  when  upon  Ihe  breeu 
Snmn  holy  harK  let  Ibrlh  an  anthem  iweel. 
Tn  cherr  iliflf  to  Pelpbi.    Soil  hia  feel 
Went  aivin  beneRth  (he  moriy-ninged  guide. 
ItntU  il  leoch'd  a  fplasbing  loiiiilBin'i  tide 
That,  near  a  cavern's  moulh.  for  ever  pnBr'd 
Unio  the  temperate  air;  IheD  high  il  ■Mi'd. 
And,  downward.  inddeDly  twgan  ID  dip. 
Ai  if,  Rthinl  wiih  «  much  toil,  'twould  sip 
The  cryusl  tpoui-head :  go  il  did,  with  Umch 
Moat  delicate,  u  though  aTiaid  to  iniutch 
Even  with  mesly  gold  ihe  wsleia  clear. 
But,  al  that  very  louch,  to  dnappear 
So  fury^^uich,  wu  itrange.'  Beu'ilderod. 
ElhlymjOTi  aoughi  arouod,  am!  ibook  each  b«d 

Himaelf  aloug  the  grass.    V^hnl  getttJe  toi^gue, 
What  whiaperer  diiituib'd  bia  gloomy  reiill 
It  HOB  s  nymph  uprisen  (o  the  hrensl 
In  Ihe  fbuniiin's  pebbly  margin,  and  the  slood 
'Mong  lilifa,  like  the  youngesi  of  ihs  brood. 
To  him  her  dripping  hand  she  softly  kisl, 
And  aliiioiuly  begun  lo  plait  and  twist 
Her  ringteis  tuund  her  fingoia,  saying :  "  Youth ! 
Too  long,  Bias,  hast  Ihon  iterved  on  Ihe  mlh. 
The  bitiemen  of  love :  loo  long  indeed. 
Seeing  thou  art  so  gentle.    Could  1  weed 
Thy  soul  of  care,  by  Heavciu,  I  would  ofler 
All  the  bright  riches  of  my  ciyslol  coSei 
To  Araphiirilo;  all  my  cleareyed  fish. 
Geldon,  or  ruinbow^ided,  or  purplish, 
Vejiailioii'lailM,  or  tinned  with  silvery  gaiun  ■ 
Yea.  or  my  veined  pebble-floor,  that  draws 
A  virgin  bghl  lo  the  deep  ■■,  my  gioldxaDdi 
l^wny  hihI  gold,  oozed  slowly  from  fiu  lands 
By  my  diUgenI  springs ;  my  level  lilies,  shells, 
My  cbanuing  rod,  my  polcnl  river  spells < 
Yes,  every  thuig,  even  In  the  pearly  cup 
Meander  gave  me, — for  I  bubbled  up 
To  fainling  creatures  in  o  desert  wild. 
But  woe  is  me.  I  ani  but  as  a  chdd 
To  gladden  Ihee;  and  all  1  dare  lo  say. 
Is,  ihal  I  piiy  Ihee:  Ihat  on  iliis  day 
1  've  been  Ihy  guide ;  that  thou  mtut  wander  &r 
In  olher  regions,  past  Ihe  scan^  bar 


To  morlBl  steps,  before  Ihon  ranat  be  la'cn 
From  every  wasnng  sigh,  from  every  pain. 
Into  the  gentle  boaom  of  ihy  love. 

It  is  Ihm.  one  knows  in  Mearen  above: 
1  poor  Naiad.  I  gueta  not.    Fuowell '. 
e  a  dllly  fur  my  hollow  cefL" 


Ilereal.  she  vamsh'd  lion  Endymien'a  gue,      1 
H'hu  liiooded  o'er  the  wnter  in  anin» :  1 

Tbe  dashing  fount  pour'd  on.  and  where  its  pait   j 
Idy.  half  suleep,  in  grass  and  niahn  cool.  [ 

Quick  walerSiea  and  gnats  werE  spoiling  sdll. 
And  lisb  were  dimpling,  as  if  good  nor  ill  1 

Had  fallen  otil  thai  hour.    The  waoderw.  I 

Holding  his  forehead,  lo  keep  OIT  ihe  burr  i 

Of  smothering  foncies.  paliently  sal  doim ; 
And.  v\'hi!e  benealh  the  evening's 
Glow 
Thus  brealliud  hi 

a  lanried  lily  <if  dolighl. 

ig  lod  and  IraveUing,  lo  mias 
The  kernel  of  his  hopes,  how  more  lliaii  vile! 

ID  there  '■  refresfamenl  evsa  in  lotl : 

ily  dolh  he  set  sboul. 
Ihe  smolleet  pebbla-head  of  donbi 
That  he  will  t&ae  on  incklmg  hnoeycamhi . 
AloA.  be  linds  Ihem  dry ;  and  then  he  Ibank, 
And  onwaid  to  another  ciiy  speeds. 
Bui  this  is  human  lifo :  Ihe  war.  Ihe  deida, 
The  diiMppointment.  the  aniiety. 
Imsginotion's  struggles,  for  uid  nigh. 
All  human  ;  bearing  in  ihenHelvea  ihia  good. 
Thai  they  are  siill  lihe  nir.  ihe  subtle  lo^. 
To  make  tis  feel  eiistence,  uid  lo  thmT 

death  is.    Where  lofl  is  men  gmr. 

Naught  earthly  worlh  my  compnwug ;  so  stand 

"pon  a  misty,  jutting  head  of  [and — 

one!  No.  no;  and  by  the  (Orphean  late. 

hen  mad  Eurydice  is  listening  lo 't, 

1  rather  aland  upon  this  miaty  peak. 

With  not  a  Ihing  to  sigh  for.  or  to  seek. 

Ill  Ihe  soft  ihsdow  of  my  thiic»<een  love. 
lluui  be — I  cate  noi  whnL  O  meeliflst  da%-e 
Of  Heaven!  O  Cynthia,  ten-limea  bright  an]  bir! 

line  throne,  now  Riling  alt  tbe  air. 
Glance  but  one  Utile  beam  of  lemper'd  light 
my  bosom,  thai  the  dreadful  mighl 
lyranny  of  love  be  somewhat  scared  ! 
Vol  do  not  so.  sweet  queen ;  one  lormenl  spared. 
Would  give  a  pang  id  jealuua  misery. 
Worse  than  iho  lormem's  self:  but  mlhet  tie 
Largo  wings  upon  my  shgulders.  and  point  oul 
My  love's  lar  dwelling,    Tlmugh  Ihe  playful  iml 
Of  Cupids  shun  thee,  too  divine  an  thou.- 
~      'keen  in  beauty,  for  Ihy  silver  prow 

o  have  dipp'd  in  love's  most  gentle  atreUh 
propitiouB.  nor  severely  deem 
My  nmdneta  impious ;  for.  by  all  Ihe  son 
Thai  tend  thy  ladding.  I  do  think  Iho  ban 
That  kepi  my  spiiit  in  ore  burst — Ihat  I 
*      oiling  wilh  Ihee  Ihiough  the  diny  sky ! 
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eautiful  thoa  art !  The  world  how  deep ! 
-emulous-dazsUngly  the  wheels  aweep 
1  their  axle !   Then  these  gleaming  reina, 
the !   When  this  thy  chariot  attains 
goal,  haply  some  bower  veils 
twilight  eyes  7  Those  eyes ! — my  spirit  fail*— 
oddess,  help !  or  the  wide-gaping  air 
ilf  me — help ! " — ^At  this,  with  madden*d  stare, 
[led  hands,  and  trembling  lips,  he  stood ; 
Id  Deucalion  mountain'd  o'er  the  flood, 
d  Orion  hungry  for  the  mom. 
ut  from  the  deep  cavern  there  was  home 
e,  he  had  been  froze  to  senseless  stone ; 
^h  of  his,  nor  plaint,  nor  possion'd  moan 
ore  been  heard.    Thus  swell'd  it  forth :  **  De- 
scend, 
mountaineer !  descend  where  alleys  bend 
e  sparry  hollows  of  the  world  ! 
It  thou  seen  bolts  of  the  thunder  hurl'd 
n  thy  threshold  ;  day  by  day  hast  been 
)  lower  than  the  chilly  sheen 
pinnacles,  and  dipp'dst  thine  arms 
e  deadening  ether  that  still  charms 
marble  being :  now,  as  deep  profound 
se  are  high,  descend !  He  ne'er  is  crown*d 
mmortality,  who  feara  to  follow 
'  airy  voices  lead :  so  through  the  hollow, 
lent  mysteries  of  earth,  descend  !*' 

Iieard  but  the  last  words,  nor  could  contend 

oment  in  reflection :  for  he  fled 

e  fearful  deep,  to  hide  his  head 

he  clear  moon,  the  trees,  and  coming  madness. 

'as  far  too  strange,  and  wonderful  for  sadness; 

ining,  by  degrees,  his  appetite 

e  into  the  deepest.     Dark,  nor  light, 

»gion ;  nor  bright,  nor  sombre  wholly, 

ingled  up ;  a  gleaming  melancholy ; 

cy  empire  and  its  diadems ; 

int  eternal  eventide  of  gems. 

illions  sparlded  on  a  vein  of  gold, 

whose  track  the  prince  quick  footsteps  told, 

ill  iti  lines  abmpt  and  angular : 

3oting  sometimes,  like  a  meteor-star, 

^h  a  vast  autre  ;  then  the  metal  woof,       ^ 

^ulcan's  rainbow,  with  some  monstrous  roof 

t  hugely  :  now,  far  in  the  deep  abyss, 

3s  an  angry  lightning,  and  dodi  hiss 

into  belief:  anon  it  leads 

;h  winding  passages,  where  sameness  breeds 

;  conceptions  of  some  sudden  change ; 

er  to  silver  grots,  or  giant  range 

phire  columns,  or  fantastic  bridge 

rt  a  flood  of  crystal.     On  a  ridge 

areth  he,  that  o'er  the  vast  beneath 

s  like  an  ocean-clifT,  and  whence  he  seeth 

dred  waterfalls,  whose  voices  come 

the  murmuring  surge.     Chilly  and  numb 

9om  grew,  when  first  he,  far  away, 

id  an  orbed  diamond,  set  to  fray 

irkness  from  his  throne :  'twas  like  the  sun 

n  o'er  chaos :  and  with  such  a  stun 

the  amazement,  that,  absorb'd  in  it, 

V  not  fiercer  wonders — past  the  wit 

'  spirit  to  tell,  but  one  fk  those 

vhen  this  planet's  sphering  time  doth  cloie, 


Will  be  its  high  remembrancers :  who  they  7 

The  mighty  ones  who  have  made  eternal  day 

For  Greece  and  England.     While  astonishment 

With  deepdrawn  sighs  was  quieting,  he  went 

Into  a  marble  gallery,  passing  through 

A  mimic  temple,  so  complete  and  true 

In  sacred  custom,  that  he  well-nigh  fear'd 

To  search  it  inwards ;  whence  ikr  off  appeared. 

Through  a  long  pillar'd  vista,  a  foir  shrine. 

And,  just  beyond,  on  light  tiptoe  divine, 

A  quiver'd  Dian.     Stepping  awfully. 

The  youth  approach'd ;  oft  turning  his  veil*d  eye 

Down  sidelong  aisles,  and  into  niches  old : 

And,  when  more  near  against  the  marUe  cold 

He  had  touch'd  his  forehead,  he  began  to  thread 

All  courts  and  passages,  where  silence  dead. 

Roused  by  his  whispering  footsteps,  murmur'd  faint : 

And  long  he  traversed  to  and  fro,  to  acquaint 

Himself  with  every  mystery,  and  awe ; 

Till,  we^,  he  sat  down  before  the  maw 

Of  a  wide  outlet,  fathomless  and  dim. 

To  wild  uncertainty  and  shadows  grim. 

There,  when  new  wonders  ceased  to  float  before, 

And  thoughts  of  self  came  on,  how  crude  and  sore 

The  joumey  homeward  to  habitual  self! 

A  mad-pursuing  of  the  fbg-bom  elf^ 

Whose  flitting  lantern,  through  rude  nettle-brier. 

Cheats  us  into  a  swamp,  into  a  fire. 

Into  the  bosom  of  a  hated  thing. 


What  misery  most  diowningly  doth  sing 
In  lone  Endymion's  ear,  now  he  has  caught 
The  goal  of  consciousness  ?  Ah,  His  the  thought. 
The  deadly  feel  of  solitude :  for,  lo ! 
He  cannot  see  the  heavens,  nor  the  flow 
Of  riven,  nor  hill-flowers  running  wild 
In  pink  and  purple  chequer,  nor  up-piled. 
The  cloudy  rack  slow  joumeying  in  the  west. 
Like  herded  elephants ;  nor  felt,  nor  prest 
Cool  grass,  nor  tasted  the  fresh  slumberous  air ; 
But  Cir  from  such  companionship  to  wear 
An  unknown  time,  surcharged  with  grief,  away, 
Was  now  his  lot    And  must  he  patient  stay. 
Tracing  fiintastic  figures  with  his  spear  ? 
"  No ! "  exclaimed  he,  •*  Why  should  I  tarry  here  ? " 
No !  loudly  echoed  times  innumerable. 
At  which  he  straightway  started,  and  *gan  tell 
His  paces  back  into  the  temple's  chief; 
Warming  and  glowing  strong  in  the  belief 
Of  help  from  Dian :  so  that  when  again 
He  caught  her  airy  form,  thus  did  he  plain. 
Moving  more  near  the  while.   ^'O  Haunter  chaste 
Of  river  sides,  and  woods,  and  heathy  waste. 
Where  with  thy  silver  bow  and  arrows  keen 
Art  thou  now  forested  7  O  woodland  Queen, 
What  smoothest  air  thy  smoother  forehead  wooes  7 
Where  dost  thou  listen  to  the  wide  halloos 
Of  thy  disparted  nymphs  7  Through  what  dark  tree 
Glimmers  thy  crescent  7  Wheresoe'er  it  be, 
T  is  in  the  breath  of  heaven :  thou  dost  taste 
Freedom  as  none  can  taste  it,  nor  dost  waste 
Thy  loveliness  in  dismal  elements ; 
But,  findmg  in  our  green  earth  sweet  contents. 
There  livest  blisBfnlly.    Ah,  if  to  thee 
It  ieeb  Elynan,  how  rich  to  me, 
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An  rilled  EDurMl,  Hiurult  iu  pleuunl  lumo! 
Wilhin  my  brcul  Ibor*  Uv«  a  chotdng  flame- 
O  Itl  m^  muL  ii  anioiig  ihB  zeplkyr-bouglu  i 
A  homowsni  fever  pardiw  up  ray  WngUB— 
O  let  mc  tiakv  il  si  Iho  ninning  iliringi! 
l.'UBi  my  ™r  11  noiiy  nothing  ringi — 

ilm*  ail 

ih  Ihe  hm 
Don  [hoii  now  taVB  thy  feai  and  ■ 
O  ihink  hnw  untwl  lo  me  the  fr« 
Dual  thou  n»w  picuf  thy  thm  w 
O  ihink  how  tbii  iJty  polilv  wmik 
If  in  ion  ■larahcr  thou  <lan  brir  i 
O  Ihink  how  I 


-ushing.  awnken'ii 


it  mpuiiHu  deap  I " 


Tliin  ending  luadly.  tta  hi  woulil  o'gileap 
Bit  dediny,  lien  hp  nool :  but  when 
Obnuuln  uIbiiCo  mine  heavily  agnin. 
Fwling  sbuiil  roi  ib  old  couch  of  ipice 
Aud  airy  cndln,  liiwly  hnvc'd  hi>  Sum, 
Dea^HDiiing,  o'n  Itio  mnrhlo  tlmit'a  cold  IhriH. 
Bui  'livuDolIoDgi  Ibr,  sweoler  Ihan  the  riO 
Ti>  itfl  old  chHBTiel,  or  a  iwuilen  (ide 
To  murgui  mtlnwi,  wore  the  leavm  ho  spied, 
And  fluuen,  and  wrmlhi.  tind  msdy  myrtle  mwiu 
Up  peeping  through  the  (lib :  rvrmhnifnl  drowni 
luelf,  und  tlrivoi  it*  oniu  dpligha  lo  hide — 
Nai  in  one  tpol  alone  i  Ihe  tlonil  pride 
In  a  long  whupeiing  birth  enehoDled  grew 
Betiire  hu  (tioiiMjM ;  u  when  hcored  anew 
Old  ocnin  lolli  a  longlhon'd  wave  lo  the  ihora. 
Domi  whtao  gKon  batk  Ihe  nhonlited  SMn,  >U  hotl. 
Bum  gmdnal,  wilh  a  wayward  tndolenn. 


a  bower,  when  little  ipoce  he  sioDd ; 
For  Bfl  the  nmei  jierjm  inEo  u  wihmI, 
So  uw  ho  panting  li^  sad  linianb  it  mm 
Thmogh  winding  olicye;  and  lo.  •rondennaa! 
Upon  »ft  verdure  nw,  one  here,  one  ihers. 
Cupidi  k  iIiunbeHng  m  their  pimoni  fiur. 


After  a  thomnnd  nuaei  oienrone. 
At  lanf.  wilh  Hidden  Mep.  he  cude  upon 
bamber.  tnyrtle-waird-  embowpr'd  higfi. 
of  light  ioreiue.  tender  ainnreby. 
more  of  benaiiful  and  ilrange  bende: 
an  n  lilken  caucfa  of  tvmy  pnde. 
lidet  of  all.  there  lay  a  8leo[flng  youlh 
Of  fondett  beauly ;  fonder,  in  fair  laolh. 
Than  sighi  muld  fnihom.  or  conlenimenl  nad 
And  mvorlida  gold-tinietl  Uke  the  pearh. 
Or  ripe  Oclober'f  ^ed  murigoldv. 

iboul  him  in  a  Ihonmid  felib — 
^g  up  on  ApollraniBn 


Of  III 


older,  1 


eoung  n 


Incii 


!  Blill  ir 


knM  Oom  knee,  nor  onklea  pointing  Sfjbt ; 
Bill  rsrher,  giiing  Ibom  lo  the  fdrd  (igfai 
OfKdnudf.     Sideway  hii  &ce  repoaed 
On  one  while  anii,  and  tenderly  uncloied. 
By  tenderM  pre«ufe,  a  Guni  dninaak  DWDIh 
To  rinmbery  poui,'  jiat  aa  ihe  morning  Mnb 
Dinpari*  a  dewJipp'd  ro».     Above  hii  he«I, 
Kour  lily  elalki  did  their  while  honors  we* 
To  moke  a  coronal ;  and  nuud  him  grew 
All  tendrili  green,  of  every  bloom  anl  boK 
Together  iniNltnned  and  ttanell'd  (iwb  j 
The  vine  Df  ^oaiyfpRWI;  tbe  ivy  medi. 
Shading  iu  Eihiop  heniea  i        ' 


One  momoni  wilh  hi>  lionds  nmong  Ihe  iweeu : 
Onward  he  goee — lie  tlepe — bis  boeom  beali 

Of  whieh  the  Ibmlia  were  bom,     Thii  iiill  alarm, 

Thi»  tietpf  muaic,  forced  him  walk  tiptoe : 

For  il  came  more  auflly  tliim  ibe  eiul  could  blow 


coper, , 


Or  than  the  weit,  made  jeitloni  by  (be  amilea 
Of  ihroned  Apollo,  could  brenlbe  back  the  lyre 

O  did  he  ever  live,  Ihnl  lonely  man. 
Who  loved— and  mUKicilcw  n<ii!    'Tia  Iho  peu 
Of  love,  that  faiml  joyi  give  moat  unreil; 
Thai  Ihinga  of  delicarG  and  tendemt  worth 
Are  nvallow'd  all,  and  made  a  leared  dearlh, 
By  one  conauming  flatne :  ir  doth  irnmerae 
And  eullbcale  truo  blosiingi  in  a  cone. 
Half-happy,  by  comiiariiion  of  bliia. 


And  down  wmo  ewatt  abysm  be  had  gone, 
Had  not  a  heaventy  guide  benignant  led 
Tb  wbere  thick  mjrtle  bnochea,  'gainst  hit  hen 


jHer,  trailing  airily ; 
Wilh  olhers  of  Ihe  ■iaterbuod.    Hand  by, 
Slood  aeivne  Cnpida  wwehing  mlenlly. 
One.  kneeling  to  a  lyre,  ranched  the  luinga. 
Muffling  m  death  Iho  pothoa  with  his  wingii 
And,  ever  and  onou,  u[iniK  u  look 

umber ;  while  anoiher  look 
difltilbng  odorous  dew. 


In  til 


1  shook  il 
nigh  Ih 


[ihi<hi 


id  yet  many  moic. 


:  (heee  enchnnlincnu.  a 
The  lirceihlea  LaUnian  wo 
Until  impadenl  in  emhorraHmcril. 

Ihrigbl  posa'd,  and  lighlly  tmiding  neoi 
it  game  feather'd  lyrinl.  who  Hraigjilwuy, 
g.  thus  whiiper"!)  -.  -  Though  ffDio  upper  d 
Thou  art  a  waikdcror.  and  Ihy  presence  hero 
Might  seem  unholy,  be  of  happy  cheer: 
For  'lis  Ihe  nicoji  touch  of  human  honor, 
When  same  cdiereal  and  high-fnvoring  donor 

Aa  now  'tin  done  lo  ihee,  Endyorion.     Henm 
Wu  I  in  nowise  startled.    So  racline 
Upoo  ibeae  living  flawsia.    Bare  is  wine, 
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iivith  ipazUei— never,  I  aver, 
\nadne  ww  a  vintager, 

I  a  purple :  taite  these  juicy  pean, 
le  by  aad  VertmnnuB,  when  hie  ftari 
liigh  about  Pomona :  here  ii  cream, 
ling  to  richnea  from  a  anowy  gleam ; 
dt  than  that  nune  Amalthea  ddmm'd 
B  boy  Jupiter :  and  here,  undimm'd 

r  touch,  a  bunch  of  blooming  pluma 
to  melt  between  an  in&nfe  gume : 
ere  is  manna  pick'd  from  Syrian  trees, 
light,  by  the  three  Hesperides. 
m,  and  meanwhile  I  will  let  thee  know 
these  things  around  us."    He  did  so, 
rooding  o'er  the  cadence  of  his  lyre ; 
lus :  *'  I  need  not  any  hearing  tire 
ling  how  the  sea>bom  goddess  pined 
nwrtal  youth,  and  how  she  strove  to  bind 

II  in  all  unto  her  doting  self.' 

jvould  not  be  so  prison'd  ?  but,  fond  elf, 
IS  content  to  let  her  amorous  plea 
through  his  careless  arms ;  content  to  see 
Mixed  heaven  dying  at  his  feet ; 
It,  O  fool  I  to  make  a  cold  retreat, 
on  the  pleasant  grass  such  love,  lovelorn, 
>rrowing ;  when  every  tear  was  bom 
rene  passion;  when  her  lips  and  eyes 
closed  in  sullen  moisture,  and  quick  sigfaa 
vex'd  and  pettish  through  her  nostrils  smalL 
no  exclaim— yet,  justly  mightst  thou  call 
I  upon  his  head.— I  was  half  glad, 
y  poor  mistress  went  distract  and  mad, 
the  boar  tusk'd  him :  so  away  she  flew 
ve's  high  throne,  and  by  her  plainings  drew 
rtal  teaiHlrops  down  the  thunderer's  beard; 
son,  it  was  decreed  he  should  be  rear'd 
Bummer-time  to  life.    Lo !  this  is  he, 
tame  Adonis,  safe  in  the  privacy 
s  still  region  all  his  winter-sleep, 
eep ;  for  when  our  love-sick  queen  did  weep 
bis  waned  cone,  the  tremulous  shower 
i  up  the  wound,  and,  with  a  balmy  power, 
:ined  death  to  a  lengthen*d  drowsiness : 
vhich  she  fills  with  visions,  and  doth  dress 
this  quiet  luziuy ;  and  hath  set 
ung  immortals,  without  any  let. 
Itch  his  slumber  through.  T  is  well-nigh  pass'd, 
to  a  moment's  filling  up,  and  fest 
suds  with  summer  breezes,  to  pant  througfa 
int  long  kiss,  warm  firstling,  to  renew 
wer'd  sports  in  Cytherea's  isle, 
how  those  winged  listeners  all  this  while 
anxious :  see !  behold !  **— This  clamant  woid 
through  the  careful  silence ;  for  they  heard 
tling  noise  of  leaves,  and  out  there  flottor*d 
OS  and  doves :  Adonis  something  muttor'd, 
vhile  one  hand,  that  erst  upon  Us  thigh 
ormant,  moved  convulsed  and  gradually 
his  forehead.    Then  there  was  a  hum 
dden  voices,  echoing,  **  Come !  come ! 
!  awake !  Clear  summer  has  forth  walk'd 
the  clo¥er4ward,  and  she  has  talk'd 
oothingly  to  every  nested  finch : 
Cupids!  or  well  give  the  bluebell  pineh 
ur  dimpled  arms.  Once  more  sweet  life  beginf* 
is,  fiom  every  side  they  hurried  in, 

3T 


Rubbing  their  sleepy  eyes  with  laiy  wrists, 

And  doubling  overhead  their  little  fists 

In  backward  yawns.    But  all  were  soon  alive : 

For  aa  delidons  wine  doth,  sparkling,  dive 

In  nectar'd  clouds  and  curls  through  water  feir. 

So  from  the  arbor  roof  down  swell*d  an  ahr 

Odorous  and  enlivening ;  making  aU 

To  kngfa,  and  play,  azid  sing,  and  loudly  call 

For  their  sweet  queen  J  when  lo!  the  wreathed  green 

Disparted,  and  &r  .upward  could  be  seen 

Blue  heaven,  and  a  sflver  car,  aii4)onie. 

Whose  alent  wheels,  fresh  wet  fixmi  clouds  of  mom. 

Spun  off  a  drinling  dew, — which  felling  chfll 

oil  soft  Adonis'  sboulden,  made  him  still 

Nestle  and  turn  uneasily  about 

Soon  were  the  white  doves  plain,  with  necks  siretdi'd 

out. 
And  silken  traces  ligfaten'd  in  descent ; 
And  soon,  returning  fhim  love's  banishmert. 
Queen  Venus  leaning  downward  opMi-arm'd : 
Her  shadow  fell  upon  his  breast,  and  charm'd 
A  tumult  to  his  h^urt,  and  a  new  life 
Into  his  eyes.    Ah,  miseraUe  strife. 
But  for  her  comforting !  unhappy  sight. 
But  meeting  her  blue  orbs !  Who,  who  can  write 
Of  these  first  minutes  ?  The  nnchariest  muse 
To  embracemeniB  warm  as  theirs  makes  coy  excuse. 

O  it  has  ruffled  every  spirit  there. 
Saving  Love's  self,  who  stands  superb  to  diaia 
The  general  gladness :  awfully  he  stands ; 
A  sovereign  quell  is  in  his  waving  bands ; 
No  sight  can  bear  the  lightning  of  his  bow ; 
Hk  quiver  is  mysterious,  none  can  know 
What  themselves  think  of  it ;  from  fbrth  his  eyes 
There  darts  strange  light  of  varied  hues  and  dyes : 
A  scowl  is  sometimes  on  his  brow,  but  who 
Look  fhll  upon  it  feel  anon  the  blue 
Of  his  feir  ejres  run  liquid  through  their  soub. 
Endymion  f«!els  it,  and  no  more  controls 
The  bnraing  prayer  within  him;  so,  bent  low. 
He  had  begun  a  plaining  of  lus  woe. 
But  Venus,  bending  forward,  said :  **  My  child. 
Favor  this  gentle  youth ;  his  days  are  wild 
With  love— he— but  ahis !  too  well  I  see 
Thou  know'st  die  deepness  of  his  miseiy. 
Ah,  smile  not  so,  my  son :  I  teU  diee  true. 
That  when  through  heavy  hours  I  used  to  me 
The  endless  sleep  of  thb  n^w-bom  Aden*, 
This  stranger  ajre  I  pitied.    For  upon 
A  dreary  morning  once  I  fled  away 
Into  the  breesy  clouds,  to  weep  and  prey 
For  this  my  love :  for  vexing  Mars  had  teased 
Me  even  to  tears :  thence,  when  a  little  eased, 
Dowi^looking,  vacant,  through  a  hazy  wood, 
I  saw  this  youth  as  he  despairing  stood  : 
Those  same  dark  cuds  blown  vagrant  in  the  wind ; 
Those  same  fiiU  fringed  lids  a  constant  blind 
Over  his  sullen  eyes :  I  saw  him  throw 
Himself  on  wither'd  leaves,  even  as  though 
Death  had  come  sudden ;  fbr  no  jot  he  moved, 
Yet  muttor'd  wildly.    I  could  hear  he  loved 
Some  fkir  immortal,  and  that  his  efnbiace 
Had  vrned  her  thnmgh  the  night.  There  is  no  trace 
Of  this  in  heaven :  I  have  mark'd  each  cheek. 
And  find  it  ia  the  vainest  thing  to  seek ; 
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And  t)jal  uf  nil  UuDg*  'lia  kepi  HcrelM. 
Kndymtoii!  ant  day  ihuu  will  b*  blest; 
So  lUll  obey  the  guiding  band  ihul  feAdfl 
Tlies  nf«ly  Uirough  tbae  wonden  Tot  tweet  etiili 

And  if  I  gueu'd  not  u,  ihe  siiiuiy  beam 
Thou  ihoiilclit  mouni  up  to  wilt  ini.    Wow  mlieu 
lien  niuii  we  leave  ibee," — At  ihoe  word*  up&ew 
The  impiiieat  dovei.  up  nae  the  Ooaling  ear, 
Vp  WBUl  the  hum  celealial.    High  aliit 
The  Latraiao  law  Ihem  miniih  iaio  oaughi ; 
Attil.  when  all  were  cleai  viiDiBh*d,  itill  he  caught 
A  vivid  Lgbloing  liom  thai  dremtful  bow. 
When  all  wai  dacken'd,  with  ^meoD  Ibnie 
The  earth  cloaed — gave  a  aDllLiuy  moan — 


Par  all  iboee  viaiDiu  wore  o'ergons,  and  poal, 

Of  happy  Umea,  when  all  lie  had  cadured 
Would  Hem  n  fealher  ID  the  mighty  pnie. 
80.  wilh  uniuual  gladnw,  on  he  hiee 
Through  caves,  ind  palocoi  of  mollled  ore. 
Cold  dome,  and  cryalal  wall,  and  ntii|uaiH  Hoot, 
Black  poliah'd  ponicau  of  awful  ihade, 
And.  al  ihe  hut,  a  diamond  Inluatlsde, 
Leadiuf^  afar  poat  wild  magnificence. 
Spirfil  ihrough  ruggedeat  loop-hotee^  and  Ihence 
8ireicliiiig  «cra«  a       '    ' 

where,  all  li 

ir  graiuie  beda ; 
I  ail  very  heaila 
It  be  could  daab 
it  al  tbe  aplaah. 
Dons  beedleaily.  Ibon  apoubng  columna  nae 
Sadden  a  poplar'a  height,  and  'gan  to  inrloae 

Alive,  and  dnuliiig  cudI,  and  wiib  a  lound. 
Haply,  like  dolphin  tumulia,  when  tweet  ahelli 
Welcome  the  float  of  Theiia.    bug  be  dwetla 
On  ibia  delight;  for.  eveiy  minuie'i  apsce, 
with  changed  magic  interlace : 


ealikt 


.b  ciyiii 


e>;  then 


watery  giuie  refined, 


Spangled,  and  rich  with  Uquid  bmic 
Of  Auwen,  peacocks,  iwane,  and  m 
SwiHec  Ihsn  lightning  vitnl  iheee  t 


Of  Ihoie  dual 
Calhedrala  call'd.  Ue  bad< 
To  Iheae  fbunCi  Pntei 
And  lorrenL  and  ten  I 
Uair«ien  through  dee 
Blackeidng  on  e.eo'  1 
A  viulled  dome  hke  I 
With  Ilarlighl  genu: 
The  Mlitvy  felt  a  hui 
Working  within  him  i 
\'ei'd  like  a  morruiig  . 


paning  gulf,  and  dell. 


10  huge  and  alrange, 

oge 

thing  dtcuj, — 


purblind  araid  loggy  loidnighl  wtdila. 
Iio  TEvivei  «1  once:  for  wtio  beholda 

auddrD  tfainge.  not  caata  hia  mental  dovgk 
Forth  from  a  nigged  arch,  in  the  duak  below, 
molbet  Cyhelel  alone — alone— 

nbre  chariot ;  dark  foldings  rhrown 

1  her  m^'etty.  sod  front  deaiJi-p>!e, 
With  lurreU  crown'd.    Four  maned  Uona  halo 
The  tiaggish  whiwl* :  nlenin  their  toothed  mti 
Thpir  aurly  eyoe  bnw-hiilden.  heavy  pAWi 
Upbftad  drownly.  and  nervy  laili 
Cowering  Iheir  tanny  broahea.    SUeal  vib 
Thii  abadony  queen  athwart,  and  binlt  ttnj 
In  amtber  gloomy  atch. 

Whet«lbr«  delay, 
Young  tnveller,  in  tucb  a  nmiimlul  placet 
Art  Ihou  wayworn,  or  canat  not  further  trace 
The  dinnioDd  path  J  And  doea  it  indeed  end 
Abrupt  in  muldle  airl  Yet  eanhwan)  beal 
Thy  IbrrliBad.  and  to  Jupiler  cloud-borne 
Call  ardently !  He  waa  indeed  wayworn; 
Abrupt,  in  middle  air.  hia  nay  waa  leat ; 
To  cloud-borne  Jove  he  bowed,  and  there  cnM 
Towards  hiiu  a  latga  eagle,  '1  wiit  wboe  winp 
Without  one  bn|Houa  word,  himaelf  he  Hingi. 
Committed  to  the  dorkiiees  and  ilie  gloom : 
Down,  down,  uncenoui  10  what  plosnnl  iocm, 
Swifi  aa  a  Githonung  plummei  down  he  fell 
Tlirough  unknown  thuiga;  till  eihaled  aqihod* 
And  rose,  wilh  apicy  fanning!  inierbreaihed. 
Came  awelling  forth  where  liule  care*  were  wm 

i.arge  honeycomba  of  green,  and  freahly  leen'd 

The  eagle  laiided  him,  and  larewell  Mok. 


It  was  a  jomiiiie  bower,  at]  beatrown 
Wilh  golden  moaa.    Hia  every  senK  had  giuwa 
Elherval  for  pleaaure ;  ^bove  hii  head 
Flew  a  delight  half-graapablc  -,  hia  Iread 
Waa  Heapetcao ;  to  hia  capable  ean 
Slence  waa  muaic  from  the  holy  aphcrea ; 
A  dewy  luxury  waa  in  hia  oyea  ; 
The  liule  Howora  fell  hia  pleaaanl  aigha 
And  aiirr'd  Ihem  family.    Verdanl  cave  and  eel 
He  wander'd  through,  oft  wondering  at  auch  m 
Of  audden  Bullalian:  buI."Alaa:" 
Said  be.  -'  will  all  thia  giuh  of  feeling  paaa 

like  Dielodica  upon  e  landy  plain. 
Wiihout  an  echo  1  Then  ahatl  I  bo  leR 
Su  aad,  10  melancholy,  >o  bereA  I 
Vet  BtiU  I  feel  immortal  I   O  my  love. 
My  breath  of  life,  where  art  ibou  I  High  ahoT* 
Dancing  belbre  the  morning  galea  of  heaven  > 
Or  keeping  watch  among  ihcoe  aiarry  aeven. 
Old  Alloa'  children  I  Art  a  maid  of  the  waleiK 
l>ieof>bell-windingTnton'a  bi4gbi-hBir'd  daogh 
I,  impoaaihle '  a  nymph  of  Dibq'b, 


fidleneflil  V 


h  thee  Irotn  the  monung:  o' 
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1  like  a  wfld  bird,  and  take  thee  off 
iiy  tea-ibamy  cradle ;  or  to  doff 
epherd  vest,  and  woo  thee  *inid  fieih  leaves, 
too  eagerly  my  soul  deceives 
'erless  self:  I  know  this  cannot  be. 
le  then  by  some  sweet  dreaming  flee 
entrancements :  hither  sleep  awhile ! 
most  gentle  sleep !  and  soothing  foil 
ne  few  hours  the  coming  solitude." 


8  spake  he,  and  that  moment  felt  endued 
lower  to  dream  deliciously ;  so  wound 
;h  a  dim  passage,  searching  till  he  found 
loothest  mossy  bed  and  deepest,  where 
ew  himself,  end  just  into  the  air 
ling  his  indolent  arms,  he  took,  O  bliss! 
3d  waist:  '^Fair  Cupid,  whence  is  thisf** 
[•known  voice  sigh'd,  "*  Sweetest,  hen  am  I!* 
ich  soft  ravishment,  with  doting  ciy 
rembled  to  each  other. — Helicon ! 
tain'd  hill !  Old  Homer's  Helicon ! 
Iiou  wouldst  spout  a  little  streamlet  o*er 
sorry  pages ;  then  the  verse  would  soar 
ng  above  this  gentle  pair,  like  lark 
lis  nested  jroung :  but  all  is  dark 
i  thine  aged  top,  and  thy  clear  fount 
IS  in  mists  to  Heaven.    Ay,  the  count 
l^hty  Poets  is  made  up ;  the  scroll 
sd  by  the  Muses ;  the  bright  roll 
k  polio's  hand :  our  dazed  eyes 
seen  a  new  tinge  in  the  western  skies : 
rorld  has  done  its  duty.    Yet,  oh  yet, 
igh  the  sun  of  poesy  is  set, 
lovers  did  embrace,  and  we  must  weep 
here  is  no  old  power  left  to  steep 
I  immortal  in  Uieir  joyous  tears, 
ime  in  silence  did  their  anxious  fears 
on  that  thus  it  was;  long  time  they  lay 
ng  and  kissing  every  doubt  away ; 
time  ere  soft  caressing  sobs  began 
tUow  into  words,  and  then  there  ran 
Nibbling  springs  of  talk  from  their  sweet  lips, 
own  Unknown !  from  whom  my  being  sips 
larling  essence,  wherefore  may  I  not 
it  in  these  arms?  in  this  sweet  spot 
my  chin  for  ever  7  ever  press 
toying  hands  and  kiss  their  smooth  excess  f 
K>t  for  ever  and  for  ever  feel 
)reath  about  my  eyes  7  Ah,  thou  wilt  steal 
from  me  again,  indeed,  indeed — 
wilt  be  gone  away,  and  wilt  not  heed 
aely  madness.    Speak,  my  kindest  &ir! 
it  to  be  so  7    No !  Who  will  dare 
ick  thee  from  me  7  And,  of  thine  own  will, 
7ell  I  feel  thou  wouldst  not  leave  me.    Still 
B  entwine  thee  surer,  surer — ^now 
»n  we  part  7  Elysium !  who  art  thou  7 
that  thou  canst  not  be  for  ever  here, 
me  with  thee  to  some  starry  sphere  7 
ntress !  tell  me  by  this  soft  embrace, 
)  most  soft  complexion  of  thy  face, 
lips,  O  slippery  blisses !  twinkling  vym, 
y  these  tenderest,  milky  sovereignties— 
tenderest,  and  by  the  nectar-wina, 
" "0  k>ved  Ida  the  dlYine! 


Endymion !  dearest !  Ah,  unhappy  me ! 

His  soul  will  'scape  us— -O  folidty ! 

How  be  does  love  me !  His  poor  temples  beat 

To  the  very  tune  of  love— how  sweet,  sweat,  i 

Revive,  dear  youth,  or  I  diall  foint  and  die ; 

Revive,  or  these  soft  hours  will  hurry  by 

In  tranced  dullness ;  speak,  and  let  that  spell 

Affii^t  this  lethargy!  I  cannot  quell 

Its  heavy  pressure,  and  will  ptess  at  least 

My  lips  to  thine,  that  they  may  richly  foaat 

Until  we  taste  the  lifo  of  love  again. 

What!  dost  thou  move?  dost  kiss7  O  bliss!  O  ptia! 

I  love  thee,  youth,  more  than  I  can  conceive ; 

And  so  long  absence  fiom  thee  doth  bereave 

My  soul  of  any  rest :  yet  must  I  hence : 

Yet,  can  I  not  to  starry  eminence 

Uplift  thee;  nor  for  very  shame  can  own 

Myself  to  iJiee.    Ah,  dearest !  do  not  graaa. 

Or  thou  wilt  force  me  from  diis  secrecy, 

And  I  must  Uush  in  heaven.    0  that  I 

Had  done  it  already!  that  the  dreadftil  smilea 

At  my  k)st  brightness,  my  impossion'd  wiles. 

Had  waned  fi^  Olympus'  solemn  height. 

And  from  all  serious  Gods ;  that  our  delight 

Was  quite  forgotten,  save  of  us  alone ! 

And  wherefore  so  ashamed?  Tis  but  to  aime 

For  endless  pleasure,  by  some  coward  blushes: 

Yet  must  I  be  a  coward !  Horror  rushes 

Too  palpable  before  me — the  sad  look 

Of  Jove — ^Minerva's  start— no  bosom  shook 

With  awo  of  purity — ^no  Cupid  pinkm 

In  reverence  veil'd — my  crystalline  dominioD 

Half  lost,  and  all  old  hjnnns  made  nullity! 

But  what  is  this  to  love  7  Oh!  I  could  fly 

With  thee  into  the  ken  of  heavenly  powers, 

So  thou  wouldst  thus,  for  many  sequent  hours. 

Press  me  so  sweetly.   Now  I  swear  at  once 

That  I  am  wise,  that  Pallas  is  a  dunce— 

Perhaps  her  love  like  mine  is  but  unknown— 

Oh !  I  do  think  that  I  have  been  alone 

In  chastity !  jres,  Piallas  has  been  sighing. 

While  every  eve  saw  me  my  hair  uptying 

With  fingen  cool  as  aspen  leaves.   Sweet  love ! 

I  was  as  vague  as  solitary  dove. 

Nor  knew  that  nests  were  built   Now  a  soft  Uw— 

Ay,  by  that  kiss,  I  vow  an  endless  bliss. 

An  immortality  of  passion's  thine : 

Ere  long  I  vrill  exah  thee  to  the  shine 

Of  heaven  ambrosial ;  and  we  will  shade 

Ourselves  whole  summers  by  a  river  glade ; 

And  I  will  tell  thee  stories  of  the  sky. 

And  breathe  thee  whispers  of  its  minstrelsy. 

My  happy  love  will  overwing  all  bounds! 

0  let  me  melt  mto  thee !  let  the  sounds 

Of  our  close  voices  marry  at  their  birth ; 

Let  us  entwine  hoveringly !— O  dearth 

Of  human  words !  roughness  of  mortal  speech! 

Lispings  empyrean  will  I  sometimes  teach 

TbitM  honey'd  tongue — ^lute-breathings,  which  I  gasp 

To  have  thee  understand,  now  while  I  clasp 

Thee  thus,  and  weep  for  fondness—I  am  pain'd, 

EndjrmioD :  woe !  woe !  is  grief  contain'd 

In  the  very  deeps  of  pleasure,  my  sole  lift  T—   ' 

Heveat,  with  many  sobs,  her  gentle  strife 

Melted  into  a  languor.    He  retum'd 

Entianoed  vowsimd  teais. 
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IViihlo 


n.lh; 


Not  at  Ihne  dajFf.  but  long  ngo  'Iwu  (old 

Bf  •  nvern  wind  unlo  ■  foreu  old ; 

And  Ibeti  iba  bitti  lold  (t  in  d  dmm 

ra  ■  ilMping  Ulu.  whov  r»1  uhI  tsvel  gleua 

A  [oei  csughi  M  he  »ii»  joameying 

ro  Fhiiibiu'  •hrine ;  and  in  ii  ho  did  fling 

llii  iveu7  linih*.  balhing  an  hour's  vpace, 

And  ni^er,  atiaighc  in  thai  inipinij  plan 

Re  lang  th«  noiy  up  iiilo  (ho  air, 

Giving  it  univcnal  fresdom.    There 

Hai  il  been  evei  Kiunding  Tor  ihoM  ean 

Whoae  lifa  are  glowing  hoL    The  legend  clicen 

Yon  lentinel  ilara ;  nod  be  H-ha  linens  to  it 

Must  surely  b«  telf-dcxua'd  or  he  will  rtie  il : 

For  qucnchleaa  bunuiigi  come  upon  Ihe  heut, 

Mada  Gufxt  bj  a  feat  le*l  luiy  part 

ShiHiliI  be  ingalled  in  ilie  eddying  wind. 

As  much  as  here  is  prnn'd  dtilh  aiwayi  find 

A  realing'plarep  tlius  much  'x>niea  clear  and  plain ; 

And  *iifl  but  echoed  rrom  departing  sound. 
That  ihe  lair  visitant  at  last  unH-oiind 
Iter  geltlle  liinha.  and  led  the  youlh  BsI»pL — 
Tbiu  the  tradilion  uf  ihe  giuly  deep. 


Now  turn  we  lo  uur  (brrner  chnnirten, — 
Endymion  aHDte,  Ihal  grief  of  hen 
Swfwr  plaining  on  his  ear:  he  sickly  guns'd 
Ilov^'  lone  be  n'ai  ODce  more,  and  sadly  prea'd 
Hi«  omply  arras  togelher,  hung  his  bead, 

Sal  silsntiy.    Love's  madness  he  had  linuwn : 
Often  with  more  than  lonured  lion's  ginan 
Moaningi  had  bunt  fnxn  hiraj  bal  now  thai  nga 
Had  poai'd  away,  no  longer  did  ho  wage 
A  rough-voicfid  war  egainil  tho  dootning  itara. 
Nn,  be  bad  leli  too  muoh  for  such  barib  Jtirs : 
Tbe  lyre  of  hia  soul  Eolian-tuuod 
Forgot  all  siolence,  and  but  commiined 
Wilb  melancholy  thought :  O  ba  bad  swoon'cl 
Drunken  Irom  pleaaure's  nipple!  and  bis  love 
Heni-efiiilh  was  dova-Uke.— Lolh  was  ho  lo  move 
From  tha  impnnied  rouck  and  when  he  did, 
Tkib  with  slow,  languid  pecw.  and  faca  hid 
In  laulHing  hands.    So  lemper'd,  out  he  stroy'd 
Ralr  leeing  viHons  that  might  have  diamay'd 
Alociu's  serpeniB ;  ravishmenls  more  keen 
Than  Hermes'  pipe,  when  aniious  he  did  leim 
Over  eclipsing  eyes :  and  al  Ibe  laat 
It  wu  a  Bounding  gmllo,  vaulted,  vut, 
CTerMudded  with  a  thousand,  tliouond  pearls, 
And  crimBDn-raoutbed  (bells  with  alubbom  cnrb, 
Of  every  shape  and  liae,  ■ 


'clw 


Fbh^emliUncea.  of  green  and  azure  hue. 

Ready  10  snort  their  BLreanu.    In  this  cool  wonder 

Endymion  sat  duun,  and  'gaii  10  ponder 

On  all  hu  life  :  bis  youth,  up  to  the  day 

^Vben  'mid  aeclaim,  and  feaBtd,  and  garlands  gay. 

He  siepi  upon  bis  Bhepberd  ihione ;  the  look 

Of  hu  white  i«Jaco  in  wild  Cireat  nook, 


And  all  the  revels  be  had  lorded  iberQ : 

h  tender  maiden  whom  he  once  tbought  fk 

h  every  fHend  and  fellow-woa  "      ' 

s'd  bke  a  dream  before  bim.    Th«n  the  spot 

Ihe  old  bard^  to  mighty  deeds :  T ' 

nuiae  Ibe  golden  age  "mong  ibephen 


.^.u.-.pat  * 

hi*  pbuia  fl 

phen)«larH!  F 

in-feilival  :  • 


Otmw  spiritual,  are  like  muddy  le 

t  but  to  fertiliis  my  earthly  rooi. 
And  make  my  brsDches  lii\  a  golden  fmil 
Inio  the  bloom  of  heaven :  oiber  light. 
Though  it  be  quick  and  sharp  enough  to  bbgkt 
The  Olympian  eagle's  vision,  is  dark. 
Dark  as  the  parentage  of  chaoa.     Hark  - 
My  ailelil  Ihoughls  are  echoing  from  these  she)Ia{ 
Or  are  they  but  the  ghoara.  the  dying  sweDa 


leloui 


-Hen 

.    Tho  hi 


er  lide  t 


d  behold,  ihen 


iinmiag  to 
«  he  lay. 


tm  rscen  whose  hope*  pail*  J 

itepa,  and  with  spent  lern  J 

hey  loidi  B  windiog  nmnaL  1 

—ba  it  seem'd  Ihal  OM  1 


it-gush'd.  with  nusly  spray. 
I  spring;  and  both  logelhei  daib'd 
Swili,  mad,  fintaaiic  round  tbe  mcka.  and  Isih'd 

^  '  11  and  shells  of  Ibe  tu%  gmu 

Leaving  a  trickling  den.    At  last  they  ibM 
*   'loight,  pouri  _ 
ii  of  some  briMihlea  rscen  whose  hope*  poll* 
Upon  tbe  !ul  few  step*,  ai  *        ' 
Along  tbe  ground  they  to 
Endymion  Ibllaw'd-    ' 

I  their  Innguid  mazes,  lill  well-nigh 
He  had  leA  thinking  of  the  mystery. — 
•A  rapl  ill  tender  hoteringa 
Over  the  vaniih'd  blisa.    Ab '.  what  ia  it  linga 
His  dream  awayf  What  melodies  are  these  I 
They  sound  as  through  the  whiapering  of  tnm, 
"ot  native  in  such  hturen  vaulla.   Give  ear* 

"  O  Arethuaa,  poarlea  nymph '.  why  lear 
Such  loodemess  as  mine  I  Great  Dian.  why. 
Why  didst  thou  hear  her  prayer !  O  that  I 
Were  rippling  round  ber  dainty  binteaa  now. 
Circling  about  her  waist,  and  striving  how 

r  to  a  dive  !  then  stealing  in 
Between  her  luicioui  li[s  and  eyehda  thin. 
O  that  bej  ahining  hair  waa  in  the  sun, 
And  I  distilling  fn>in  it  thence  to  run 
In  amorous  rjlleta  down  her  shrinking  Ibrro ! 
To  linger  on  ber  lily  shoulden,  warm 

m  her  kining  hreasis,  and  every  charm 
raptured  I — See  bow  [lainfully  I  How  -. 
aid,  be  pitiful  lo  my  great  w-oe. 
SUiy.  stay  thy  weary  course,  and  lei  me  iettd. 

'le  flowery  mead 
Where  all  that  beauty  anored  me.--^  Cruel  God, 
Doftisi !  or  my  oflended  rniBtreas'  nod 

1  atagnate  all  ihy  jbuntiim : — lease  iDa  nM 
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WiAk  Byten  woidt— Ah,  have  I  really  got 

Sadi  power  to  madden  thee  f  And  if  it 

Away,  away,  or  I  ihall  dearly  me 

My  Tory  thmiglilii :  in  merny  then  away, 

Kindest  Alpheoi^  for  thoold  I  obey 

My  own  dear  wfll,  'twould  be  a  deadly  bane.*'— 

"  O,  Oread-Qoeen !  would  that  dion  hadrt  a  pain 

Like  thia  of  mine,  then  would  I  ftailea  torn 

And  be  a  criminaL"— ^  Ahw,  I  bom, 

I  afaodder-— gentle  river,  get  thee  henoe. 

Alphew !  diou  enchanter !  every  lenee 

Of  mihe  was  once  made  perfect  in  theae  wooda. 

VnA  breezei,  bowery  lawna,  and  innocent  flooda, 

Ripe  fruiti,  and  lonely  couch,  contentment  gave ; 

But  ever  since  I  heedleitly  did  lave 

In  thy  deceitful  stream,  a  panting  glow 

Grew  strong  within  me :  wherefore  serve  me  so. 

And  call  it  love  ?  Alas !  'twas  cruelty. 

Not  once  more  did  I  close  my  happy  eyes 

Amid  the  thrush's  song.    Away!  Avaunt! 

0  'twas  a  cruel  thing." — ^  Now  thou  dost  taunt 
So  sofUy,  Arethusa,  that  I  think 

If  thou  wast  playing  on  my  shady  brink, 

Tbon  wouldst  bathe  once  again.    Innocent  maid ! 

Stifle  thine  heart  no  more ; — nor  be  afiaid 

Of  angry  powers :  there  are  deities 

Will  shade  us  with  their  wings.    Those  fitful  sighs 

Tis  almost  death  to  hear :  O  let  me  pour 

A  dewy  balm  upon  them ! — fear  no  more, 

Sweet  Arethusa !  Dian's  self  must  feel, 

Sometiraes,  these  very  pangs.    Dear  maiden,  steal 

Bhishing  into  my  soul,  and  let  us  fly 

These  dreary  caverns  fcr  the  open  sky. 

1  will  delight  thee  all  my  winding  course, 
From  the  green  sea  op  to  my  hidden  source 
About  Arcadian  forests ;  and  will  show 
The  channels  where  my  coolest  waters  flow 
Through  mossy  rocks ;  where,  'mid  exuberant  green, 
I  roam  in  pleasant  darkness,  more  unseen 

Than  Saturn  in  his  exile ;  where  I  brim 

Round  flowery  islands,  and  take  thence  a  skim 

Of  mealy  sweets,  which  myriads  of  beea 

Bon  fiom  ihair  honey'd  wingi,  and  tboa  ihoaUrt 

please 
Thyself  to  choose  the  richest,  where  we  might 
Be  incense>pillow'd  every  summer  night 
Doff  all  sad  fears,  thou  white  delidousness. 
And  let  us  be  thus  comforted  ;  unless* 
Thou  cooldst  rejoice  to  see  my  hopeless  stream 
Hurry  distracted  from  SoVs  temperate  beam, 
And  pour  to  death  along  some  hungry  sands."— 
**  What  can  I  do,  Alpheus  I  Dian  stends 
Severe  before  me :  persecuting  fote ! 
Unhappy  Arethusa!  thou  wast  late 
A  huntress  free  in" — At  this,  sudden  fell 
Those  two  sad  streams  adown  a  fearfiil  delL 
The  Latmian  listen'd,  bat  he  heard  no  more. 
Save  echo,  fidnt  repeating  o'er  and  o'er 
The  name  of  Arethusa.    On  the  verge 
Of  that  dark  gulf  he  wept,  and  said:  **  1  nige 
Tliee,  gentle  Goddess  of  my  pilgrimage. 
By  our  eternal  hopes,  to  soothe,  to  assuage. 
If  thou  art  powerful,  diese  lovers'  pains ; 
And  make  them  happy  in  some  happy  plaina." 

He  tum'd— there  was  a  whelming  aound— be  atapt. 
There  was  a  cooler  light ;  and  so  1m  kept 


Towards  it  by  a  sandy  path,  and  k>! 
More  suddenly  than  doth  a  moment  go. 
The  visions  of  the  earth  were  gone  and  flad^- 
He  saw  the  giant  sea  above  his  head. 
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Thkek  are  who  ford  it  o'er  their  feUow-men 
With  most  prevailing  tinsel :  who  unpen 
Their  baaing  vanities,  to  browse  away 
The  comfortable  green  and  juicy  hay 
From  human  pastures ;  or,  O  torturing  fiict ! 
Who,  through  an  idiot  blink,  will  see  unpack'd 
Fire-branded  foxes  to  sear  up  and  singe 
Our  gold  and  ripe-ear'd  hopes.    With  not  one  tinga 
Of  sanctuary  splendor,  nor  a  sight 
Able  to  face  an  owl's,  they  still  are  dight 
By  the  blear-eyed  nations  in  empurpl^  vests. 
And  crowns,  sind  turbans.    With  unladen  breasts^ 
Save  of  blown  selfnipplause,  they  proudly  mount 
1V>  their  spirit's  perch,  their  being's  high  acooont. 
Their  tip-top  nothings,  their  dull  skiea,  ttieir 
Amid  the  fierce  intoxicating  tones 
Of  trumpets,  shoutings,  and  belabor'd  drums. 
And  sudden  cannon.    Ah !  how  all  this  hums, 
In  wakeful  ears,  like  uproar  past  and  gone- 
like  thunder<;louds  that  spake  to  Babylon. 
And  set  those  old  Chaldeans  to  their  task& — 
Are  then  regalities  all  gilded  masks  ? 
No^  there  are  throned  seats  unscalable 
But  by  a  patient  wing,  a  constant  spell. 
Or  by  ethereal  tlungs  that,  unoonfined. 
Can  make  a  ladder  of  the  eternal  wind. 
And  poise  about  in  cloudy  thunder-tents 
To  watch  the  abysm-birth  of  elements. 
Aye.  'bove  the  withering  of  old-lipp'd  Fate 
A  ^thousand  powers  keep  religious  state. 
In  water,  finy  reahk,  and  aiiy  boom ; 
And,  silent  as  a  consecrated  um. 
Hold  sphery  searions  for  a  season  due. 
Yet  few  of  these  far  nuyestiea,  ah,  few! 
Have  bared  their  operations  to  this  globe^ 
Few,  who  with  gorgeous  pageantry  enrobe 
Our  piece  of  heaven — whose  benevolence 
Shakes  hand  with  our  own  Ceres ;  every  sense 
Filling  with  spiritual  sweets  to  plenitude, 
As  bees  gorge  fiill  their  cells.    And  by  the  feud 
Twixt  Nothing  and  Creation,  I  here  swear, 
Eteme  Apolfo!  that  thy  Sister  fair 
Is  of  all  Uiese  the  gentUer-mightiest. 
When  thy  gold  breath  is  misting  in  the  west. 
She  unobserved  steals  unto  her  throne, 
And  there  she  sits  most  meek  and  most  alone ; 
As  if  she  had  not  pomp  subservient ; 
As  if  thine  eye,  hig^  Pbet !  was  not  bent 
Towards  her  with  the  Muses  in  thine  heart ; 
As  if  the  ministering  stars  kept  not  apart. 
Waiting  for  sUve^iboted  mesMges. 
0  Moon!  the  oldest  shades  'mong  oldest  trees 
Feel  palpitationi  when  thou  kiokest  in: 
O  Moon !  old  boughs  lisp  forth  a  holier  din 
The  while  they  feel  thine  airy  foUowship. 
Thou  dost  bless  everjrwhere,  with  silver  lip 
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Eiaing  dmd  ihinEi  lo  lire.     The  ileeping  kiae. 
Couih'd  in  thy  brighnmi.  dresm  of  field*  diviM 
iDnmnerable  moualaiua  nie.  and  riiie. 
Amtotioui  for  the  Wlowini;  of  Ihine  eya ; 
And  ycl  Ihy  lvu«iLcIuin  paiKlh  nol 
One  otvcure  hulmg-plELce.  one  Litit  ipot 
^Vhore  plenure  may  bo  «dI  ■  [he  nealed  wren 
Hu  Ihy  flit  bee  wiihin  ils  tnnquil  ken. 
And  fnua  benesA  a  eheliaring  ivy  leir 
Tiket  gUiniaei  o[  thee  \  iheu  en  a  reUaf 
To  Ihe  puur  patient  Dyilcr,  where  il  ileepi 
Wiihin  lU  pau-ly  houM  —The  mighty  d«ep«, 
The  ■■         


Cynlhia!  where  art  Ihou  now!  What  &r  abode 

Biich  uuooil  beau^l  Aim.  thou  d«i  pine 

Fof  one  ■>  eorrowful :  ihy  cliaek  i»  pide 

I'or  one  nhUH  cheek  ii  pale :  ihou  iloM  bewail 

Hii  leua,  who  weepi  fur  tbee.  Where  d«l  iIidu  Bgh  I 

Ah  I  lurely  thai  hgbl  peepa  fjom  Vcvper"!  eye^ 

Or  what  a  thing  is  love!  TiiShc,  bullo! 

How  duuiged,  how  full  or  nclui.  how  gone  io  me! 

I>  wan  on  Nepiune'i  blue:  yet  there '•  s  atraH 

Of  love^puiglea.  juit  off  you  rape  of  tieea. 

Dandng  upon  Ihe  nsvea,  u  if  to  pleaw 

The  ctuly  finm  wilh  amoioui  influence. 

O.  not  M  idle!  far  down-glancing  Ihence, 

EIm  aUionn  eddiei,  and  rum  wild  about 

O'envhelming  H«te^oou»ta  i  Ksring  out 

The  ihomy  ^arki  ftom  hiding-holei.  and  fijght'niiig 

Their  aavage  eyea  with  unaecuiloni'd  ligliBung. 

Where  wilt  the  iplendor  be  coiitcnl  in  resch  I 


In  gulf  or  aerie,  mounlaini  or  deep  dellj, 

In  light,  in  gloom,  in  ilar  or  bhuing  lun. 

Thou  pwnleil  oul  the  way,  end  Biniighl  'til  woil 

Amid  hii  toil  ihou  gaveii  Leonder  brcalb; 

Thou  leddeal  Orpbeut  thmugh  Ihe  gleami  of  death 

Thou  madeit  Plulo  bear  ihin  olemenl: 

And  now,  O  winged  ChledBin !  thou  beat  aeni 

A  moonbeam  to  the  deep,  deep  woier-world, 

To  find  Endymion. 


On  gold  Bond  impearl'd 
With  lily  •hella,  and  pebble*  tnilly  white, 
Poor  Cynthia  greelad  him.  and  aooihed  her  li^t 
Agaiul  bii  pallid  ftce:  he  fell  Ihe  charm 
To  breathleaneaa,  and  luddenly  a  warm 
Of  hu  beart'B  blood  :  'i  was  veiy  aiveel ;  he  niy'd 
Hii  wandering  ilepa.  and  half-entranced  laid 
Hii  bead  upon  a  tufl  of  iliaggling  weedi, 
Tu  lute  the  gentle  moon,  and  frethening  beadi. 
Luh'd  from  the  eryilal  t«if  by  flahea'  laik, 
And  B  he  kept,  unlil  the  roey  veili 
Mantling  the  eait.  by  Auroia'i  peering  hand 
Were  lin«l  fmm  the  waler'i  breait,  and  laim'd 

Meekly  through  liillowt. — when  like  taper-OuD* 
Left  luddan  by  a  dallying  breath  of  air. 
He  n»s  in  tiieaa,  and  once  mote  'gan  late 


Along  hii  bled  way. 

Far  had  ha  roani'd. 

With  nothing  Mve  Ihe  hollow  vaM.  thai  (baa'i 
Above,  around,  and  at  lui  feet;  nve  ihingi 
More  dead  than  Morpbeua'  iuugtninga  : 
Old  nuled  anchors,  helmeu.  breastplaie*  larga 
Of  gone  lea'TFamon ;  bcalen  beaki  and  large; 
Rudden  ibal  lor  a  hundred  ycui  had  kM 
The  iway  of  human  hand ;  gold  vue  embotfd 
With  long-ibrgotien  eloryi  and  wherein 
No  reveller  bad  ever  dipp'd  a  chin 
But  thoae  of  Saiutn'i  vintage ;  nuuldering  ad 
^Vril  in  Ihe  tongue  of  heaven,  by  ihooe  nob 
Who  Erai  were  on  the  earth ;  and  aculpura  nl 

Of  ancient  Pioi  j— then  ikelelona  of  man. 


*■  What  ii  there  in  thee,  Mom '.  iluu  Ami  AH 

My  heart  n  potently  t  When  yet  a  child, 
1  oR  have  drwd  toy  lean  when  iboii  ban  Hmlad 
Thou  ecem'dil  my  aiBler :  hand  m  hand  we  ttm 
rum  eve  to  mom  acrow  the  furoamenL 
Id  applei  would  I  golhcr  from  Ihe  Irre, 
Till  Ihou  hadil  cool'd  their  cheeka  delidmaly.- 
Ha  tumbliog  walar  svei  rpake  KHoonce, 
But  when  my  ey»  with  thine  ihcreon  could  dan 

Until  thou  hfled'it  up  thino  eyelids  line: 


11  Ihoii  wast  wide  awoke  i 
ner-lide  of  blWEoming, 
le  bath  heard  me  blithely  nng 
II  Ihe  night 


And  meah  my  de« 

No  melody  wan  like  a  paiamg  ipngoi 
If  it  went  nol  lo  lolcmmu  thy  reign. 
Vea.  in  my  boyhood,  every  joy  and  pain 

I  were  faibion'd  tu  the  lelFeune  end; 

t  grew  in  yean,  atill  dKJil  thou  blend 
With  all  my  ardor* :  thou  waat  Ihe  deep  glen ; 
ThoD  wan  the  raounnin-lop— Ihe  nge'j  pen — 
The  poel'i  hBr[^the  voice  of  frienda— the  aun; 

gloiy  won; 

Thou  wait  my  elnrion'a  btuat — thou  wait  my  aua 
My  goblet  full  of  wine^ — my  topmoat  deed ; — 
charm  of  women,  lovely  Mood  ! 
and  harmonized  tune 
My  apirit  iituck  fnnn  all  the  beauuful ! 

bright  eMonce  could  1  lean,  and  lull 
Myiwlf  to  immonaliiy :  1  preai 

I  Bofk  pillow  in  a  wakeful  reat 
uui.  gentle  Orbl  there  came  a  neater  bliaa— 
My  iiraoge  love  came— Felicily'a  aby^.' 
She  came,  and  Ihou  didii  fade,  and  &de  away — 
Yet  nol  entirely  :  no.  ihy  Marry  away 
Ifaa  been  an  undcr-poiaian  to  ihia  houi. 
Now  I  begin  lo  feel  thine  otby  power 
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Jm  coming  fretli  npon  me :  O  be  kind ! 

Keep  beck  thine  influence,  and  do  not  blind 

Ikfy  aoTereign  virion. — ^Dearest  bve,  forgive 

That  I  can  think  away  from  thee  and  live!— 

IPaidon  me,  airy  planet,  that  I  prise 

One  thought  beyond  thine  argent  luznriei ! 

"Bow  &r  beyond ! "  At  thii  a  surprieed  start 

Fraated  the  tpringing  verdure  of  hie  heart; 

For  aa  he  liAed  up  hn  eyee  to  swear 

How  hii  own  goddess  was  past  all  thuags  fair, 

Ho  aaw  fiir  in  the  concave  green  of  the  sea 

An  dd  man  sitting  calm  and  peacefiilly. 

Upon  a  weeded  rock  this  old  man  sat. 

And  his  white  hair  was  awful,  and  a  mat 

Of  weeds  was  cold  beneath  his  cold  thin  feet; 

And,  ample  as  the  largest  winding'sheet, 

A  doak  of  blue  wrapp'd  up  his  aged  bones, 

(Xorwrought  with  sjrmbols  by  the  deepest  groans 

Of  ambitious  magic :  every  ocean-form 

Was  woven  in  with  black  distincmess :  storm* 

And  calm,  and  whispering,  and  hideous  roar 

Were  emblem'd  in  the  woof;  with  every  shape 

That  skims,  or  dives,  or  sleeps,  'twixt  cape  and  cape, 

The  gulfing  whale  was  like  a  dot  in  the  spell. 

Yet  look  upon  it,  and  'twould  stie  and  swell 

To  its  huge  self;  and  the  minutest  fish 

Would  pass  the  very  hardest  gazer's  widi. 

And  show  his  little  eye*s  anatomy. 

Then  there  was  pictured  the  regality 

Of  Neptune ;  and  the  sea-ojrmphs  round  his  itatOy 

In  beauteous  vassalage,  look  up  and  wait 

Beside  this  old  man  lay  a  peariy  wand. 

And  in  lus  lap  a  book,  the  which  he  ooon'd 

So  stedfiistly,  that  the  new  denizen 

Had  time  to  keep  him  in  amazed  ken. 

To  mark  these  shadowings,  and  stand  in  awe. 

The  old  man  raised  his  hoary  head  and  saw 
The  wilder'd  strangei^-seeming  not  to  see. 
His  features  were  so  lifeless.    Suddenly 
He  woke  as  from  a  tnnce ;  his  snow-white  browi 
Went  arching  up,  and  like  two  magic  plows 
Furrow'd  deep  wrinkles  in  his  forehead  large. 
Which  kept  as  fixedly  as  rocky  marge. 
Till  round  his  withered  lips  haid  gone  a  smile. 
Then  up  he  rose,  like  one  whose  tedious  toil 
Had  watch'd  for  yean  in  forlorn  hermitage. 
Who  had  not  from  mid-life  to  utmost  age 
Eased  in  one  accent  his  o'er-burden'd  soul. 
Even  to  the  trees.    He  rose :  he  grasp*d  his  stole. 
With  convulsed  clenches  waving  it  abroad, 
And  in  a  voice  of  solemn  joy,  that  awed 
Echo  into  oblivion,  he  said . — 

*'  Thou  art  the  man !  Now  shall  I  lay  my  head 
In  peace  upon  my  watery  pillow :  now 
Sleep  will  come  smoothly  to  my  weary  brow. 
O  Jove !  1  shall  be  young  agjain,  be  yoong! 
O  shell-bom  Neptune,  I  am  pierced  and  stung 
With  new-bom  life !  What  shall  I  do  r  Where  go, 
When  I  have  cast  this  serpenuskin  of  woe  f— 
1 11  swim  to  the  syrens,  and  one  moment  listen 
Their  melodies,  and  see  their  kmg  hafr  glisten; 
Anon  upon  that  gianfs  arm  111  be. 
That  writhea  about  the  rooli  of  BUaly : 


To  northern  seas  I'll  in  a  twinkling 

And  mount  upon  the  snortings  of  a  whale 

To  some  black  cloud ;  thence  down  1 11  madly  swoep 

On  forked  lightning,  to  the  deepest  deep. 

Where  through  some  sucking  pool  I  will  be  huil'd 

With  rapture  to  the  other  side  of  the  worid ! 

O,  I  am  full  of  gladness !  Sisters  three, 

I  bow  full-hearted  to  your  old  decree ! 

Tes,  every  God  be  thank'd,  and  power  benign, 

For  I  no  mora  shall  wither,  droops  and  pine. 

Thou  art  the  man !"  Endymion  started  back 

Dismay*d ;  and,  like  a  wretch  finom  whom  die  ftck 

Tortures  hot  breath,  and  speech  of  agony, 

Mutter'd :  *•  What  lonely  death  am  I  to  die 

In  this  cold  regkm  f  Will  he  let  me  fteeie, 

And  float  my  brittle  limbs  o*er  polar  seas  f 

Or  will  he  touch  me  with  his  searing  hand. 

And  leave  a  black  memorial  on  the  sand  ? 

Or  tear  me  piecemeal  with  a  bony  saw. 

And  keep  me  as  a  chosen  food  to  draw 

His  magian  fish  through  hated  fire  and  flamat 

O  misery  of  hell !  resistless,  tame. 

Am  I  to  be  burnt  up  ?  No.  I  will  shoot. 

Until  the  Gods  through  heaven's  blue  look  out!— 

0  Tartarus !  but  some  few  days  agone 
Her  soft  arms  were  entwining  me,  and  on 

Her  voice  I  hung  like  fruit  among  green  leaves : 
Her  lips  were  all  my  own,  and — ah,  ripe  sheaves 
Of  happiness!  ye  en  the  stubble  droops 
But  never  may  be  gamer'd.    I  must  sloop 
My  head,  and  kiss  death's  foot  Love !  love,  iarawell ! 
Is  there  no  hope  finom  thee  I  This  horrid  spell 
Would  melt  at  thy  sweet  breath. — By  Dian's  hind 
Feeding  fiom  her  white  fingers,  on  Uie  vrind 

1  see  thy  streaming  hair !  and  now,  by  Pan, 
I  care  not  for  this  old  mysterious  man !' 


i» 


He  spake,  and  walking  to  that  aged  fonn, 
Look'd  high  defiance.    Lo !  his  heart  'gan  waim 
With  pity,  for  the  gny-hair'd  creature  wept 
Had  he  then  wrong'd  a  heart  where  sorrow  kept? 
Had  he,  though  Uiodly  oontumelioos,  brought, 
Rheum  to  kimi  eyes,  a  sting  to  human  thought, 
Convulsion  to  a  mouth  of  many  3rear8? 
He  had  in  trath ;  and  he  was  ripe  for  tears. 
The  penitent  shower*fell,  as  down  he  knelt 
Before  that  care-worn  sage,  who  trembling  felt 
About  his  large  dark  locks,  and  Altering  spake  : 

**  Arise,  good  youth,  for  sacred  Phmbus*  sake ! 
I  know  thine  inmost  bosom,  and  I  feel 
A  very  brother's  yearning  for  thee  steal 
Into  mine  own :  for  why  ?  thou  openest 
The  prison-gates  that  have  so  long  opprest 
My  weaiy  watching.   Though  thou  know'st  it  no^ 
Thou  art  commission'd  to  thui  feted  spot 
For  great  enfiranchisement    O  weep  no  more ; 
I  am  a  friend  to  love,  to  loves  of  yore : 
Ay,  hadst  thou  never  loved  an  unknown  power, 
I  had  been  grieving  at  this  joyous  hour. 
But  even  now  moat  miseraUe  oU, 
I  saw  thee,  and  my  bk)od  no  fonger  cold 
Gave  imgfaty  pulses :  in  this  tottering  case 
Grew  a  new  heart,  which  at  this  moment  plays 
As  dancingly  as  thine.    Be  not  afhud, 
For  thoo  thalt  hear  this  secret  all  display'd, 

551 


Sci  aying.  liti*  ymog  •onl  id  ige'a  amtk 
Irani  rorwud  -nilJi  (be  Cuiui  >id>  bf  nlD ; 

lung  luollen  at  IliBu  backi,  uhI  jawtll'd  Mndi 
'ook  (ilenily  l)Mii  tbobpiins. 

-  My  Hal  Uandi 
Now  fail  the  nudwaj  fiom  ntonalily, 

Lnd  w  I  can  prfrporo  ivilbom  o  ligh 

Vi  Ull  tbea  biiellr  all  my  joy  and  poln. 
wax  >  fiiher  once,  upon  Ihu  mBui. 

Liul  my  boal  dancid  in  every  rreek  and  b^; 

Lough  billom  were  my  hanie  by  niglil  and  diy^ 
/he  Ha-gulli  Dol  nMHi  (onUanl ;  foi  I  hod 
No  boiuiog  rrom  Ihs  iionn  and  lempeiii  mail. 
Itut  hollow  [ockii, — uui  ihfy  wore  palui^ei 
or  lileol  liappinoa.  oT  dumbcruut  oasc : 
Ijiag  yean  of  miAery  Jjnvo  laid  mcf  », 
Ay,  ihui  ii  wu  one  ihooaaod  y 


Tolo 


Fu  brenlhe  i 


— '■  ' 
n  plmnly  Ihrough  (hem  t  1o  dupel 


4  oryttal  poul.  lo  aee  in  deep. 
Aod  one'i  own  iniage  fnita  the  bottaiD  peep  T 
Y«:  now  i  am  DU  lon^r  «T«ich«l  thrall, 
My  long  caplivily  aiu)  imwamgi  all 

The  which  I  breathe  away,  and  Ihronging  eomi 
Uke  ihingi  of  yeiterdny  my  yonlhful  pleaaurea 

"  I  Kiucti'd  iM  lute.  I  ttat  ml.  Uol  no  nteutk 
I  WM  «  lonely  you 
My  aportt  wore  bi 

And  cruggy  iilei.  and  HM-mewB'  piainiiv 
Plaining  diacrepani  balwecn  aea  and  sky 
Mphitu  Mere  Uill  my  pisymnies ;  shapi 
Wonld  lei  me  fe«l  their  hbIfi  of  gold  ai 


When 


ungry  hi 


r^poul  had  rear'd  alof 
.  fieeming  ready  npe 

VBflt  ipoflge  of  late^ 


My  Ufe  away  like  a  vmI  •: 
Soiiie  friendly  mor»ier.  pit) 
Ha*  dived  lo  in  liiuildatior 
And  led  me  IMaing  ufely. 

More  did  I  love  lo  lie  in  cavern  rude. 
Keeping  in  wail  whole  daya  for  Napluiu'a  yoioei 
And  if  il  came  ai  but,  harii,  and  rejoice  1 
Tbara  bluib'd  no  nimnier  eve  bnl  1  would  ileei 
My  ikiff  along  green  ihetving  coaala,  lo  hear 
The  ihepherd'i  pipe  cnme  clear  from  aery  ileeil. 
Mingled  with  cenHelcBS  Ulealingi  of  his  ^eep: 
And  never  wai  a  day  of  inmrner  ihine, 
8ut  I  beheld  iu  birth  upon  the  brine; 
For  I  would  wetch  all  nighl  to  *ee  alllbld 
Heaven')  galea,  and  lEibon  man  hit  morning  gold 
Wide  o'er  the  iwelUng  ilreanBL  and  contanlly 
AI  brim  of  day-tide,  on  KNne  gn»y  lea. 
My  nen  would  be  spread  onl.  end  I  at  re*L 
The  poor  fclfc  of  Ihe  lea-countty  I  bleat 
Wiih  dsUy  buQii  of  liah  moai  deUcaie  ; 
They  luiew  not  whence  Ihia  bounty,  and  elala 


I  not  contanlHl  I    WhereSm  na4ll 


Why  w 
AI  Ihingi  wuicn.  nui  nr  inee,  u  idimicn 
my  dreary  deaUi!  Fool!  1  beg] 
To  feel  dif  lemper'd  longinga  :  in  daairr 


rullhial 
I  uwUMJ.  e 

I  (dunged  Sir  life  or  death.    To  toterknit  4 

"     •  liib  BO  dcnie  a  breathtf^  atnff         ] 

unrii  of  pain .-  ao  mt  encniffa  i 

Can  I  admire  how  cry6Tfll4moDth  it  fell. 
And  bnoyant  round  my  limba.     AI  tinl  I  dnk 

'orgelful  utlctly  of  aelf-iiitenl ; 
doving  but  wilh  the  mi^hiy  ebb  and  flow, 
riien.  like  a  new-fledged  bird  thai  lini  doib  A*V 
La  rpre4ided  f(«lheni  tfi  the  morrow  f  hill. 
tried  in  lear  the  piniona  of  my  nill. 
r  wu  freedom ;  and  >l  once  I  viiiind 
The  ceeaeles  wonder*  of  Iba  ocean-bed.  i 

1*11  dice  of  Ihem,  for  I  •«  I 

Thai  thoa  haal  baea  *  wimew-^l  mnaC  be 

Iheae  I  know  Ihou  canal  not  leel  a  drooOi. 
By  the  melancholy  romen  of  that  mouih. 
^raighlway  [■« 
Uer      Wuc,  bIu^ 
Thai  love  ahouM  be  my  bane  I  Ah,  Srylla  &ir1 
Why  did  poor  Glaucua  ever — ever  darv 
"■     me  thee  to  hii  heart  I    Kind  atiangor-youllil 
ed  her  to  the  very  while  of  irulh. 
ahe  wontd  not  conceive  it     Timid  ibing  I 
She  Red  me  iwiA  at  aca-bird  on  the  wing, 
Ronnd  every  iale,  and  poiol,  and  promoMory. 
From  where  large  Hercolea  wonnd  np  hi*  leaf 


The  I 


c,  Ihe  ni 


itely  Ihiough  Ihe  aiure  clear : 


'd  my  head,  and  look'd  (or  Phiehua'  daughter. 
.Cna'a  lile  waa  wDodeting  at  ^e  moon  : — 

Ufl  nte  dead-drimng  to  Uiat  lanl  power. 

"When  I  awoke,  'l»»a  in  a  twilight  bower; 
Juat  when  Ibe  light  of  mom.  with  hum  of  beea. 
Blole  Ihnnigh  iu  verdurous  matting  of  fraeh  tien. 
How  aweel.  and  aweeler!  Ibr  I  licatd  a  lyiv. 
And  over  il  a  aighing  voice  cipire. 
Il  ceaaed— I  caughi  licht  luoiBto^ ;  and  anon 
Tke  faireal  face  that  mom  o'er  look'd  upon 
Piuh'd  through  s  acreen  of  roaeit     Starry  Jove  : 
With  leara,  end  atniloa,  and  honey-wordi  ahe  wove 
A  nel  wbuae  thraldom  waa  more  bbn  ihan  all 
The  range  of  Oower'd  Ely»um.     Thua  did  fall 
The  den  of  her  rich  apoocb :  "  Ah  i  an  awake  t 

0  lei  me  hear  thee  epoak,  for  Cupid'a  lako ' 

1  am  ao  oppreaa'd  wilh  joy!  Why.  I  have  ahed 
An  um  of  lean,  aa  though  Ihou  werl  cold  dead ; 
And  now  1  find  due  living.  I  will  pour 

Fiom  Iheae  devoted  eya  llieit  cine  aMce. 
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Until  ezhaiHlBd  of  the  lifteit  diop» 
flh»  ii  will  pleanire  thae,  azid  ftroe  thee  flop 
fifaie,  that  I  too  may  live :  bat  if  beyond 
Sodi  oool  and  aonowfiil  ofleringa,  thou  ait  fimd 
Of  aoothtng  warmth,  of  dalliance  niprame ; 
If  thou  art  ripe  to  taate  a  long  loTe-draam ; 
lif  amilea,  if  dimples,  tonguea  fiir  ardor  mute, 
Manif  in  diy  vinon  like  a  tempting  frnit, 
O  let  me  pluck  it  fiir  thee."    Thua  ahe  link'd 
Ser  charming  ayllablet,  till  indistinct 
*X1i0ir  music  came  to  my  o'er^weeten'd  soul; 
Jknd  then  she  hover'd  over  me,  and  stole 
Cb  near,  that  if  no  nearer  it  had  been 
liajm  funow'd  visage  thou  hadst  never  seen. 

*■  Young  man  of  Latmos !  thus  particular 
I,  that  thou  mayst  plainly  see  how  &r 
TluB  fierce  temptation  went :  and  thou  mayst  not 
BgoUim,  How  then,  was  Scylla  quite  foigotf 

«*  Who  could  resist!  Who  in  this  imiveiae f 
She  did  so  breathe  ambrosia ;  so  immeise 
My  fine  existence  in  a  golden  clime. 
flba  took  me  like  a  child  of  suckling  time, 
And  cradled  me  in  roses.    Thus  condemned, 
The  current  of  my  former  life  was  stemm'd, 
And  to  this  arbitrary  queen  of  sense 
I  bow'd  a  tranced  vama) :  nor  would  thence 
Have  moved,  even  though  Amphioa's  heart  had  woo*d 
Me  back  to  Scylla  o'er  the  biUows  rude. 
For  as  Apollo  each  eve  doth  devise 
A  new  apparelling  for  western  skies ; 
So  every  eve,  nay,  every  spendthrift  hour 
Sbed  balmy  consciousness  within  that  bower. 
And  I  was  firee  of  haunti  umbrageous ; 
Could  vi^ander  in  the  mazy  forest-house 
Of  squirrels,  foxes  sly,  and  antler'd  deer. 
And  birds  firom  coverts  innermost  and  drear 
Warbling  for  very  joy  mellifiuoup  sorrow — 
To  me  new-bom  delights ! 

**  Now  let  me  borrow, 
For  moments  few,  a  temperament  as  stem 
As  Pluto's  sceptre,  that  my  words  not  bum 
These  uttering  lips,  while  I  in  calm  speech  tell 
How  specious  heaven  was  changed  to  real  heU. 

"One  mom  she  left  me  sleeping :  half  awake 
I  sought  for  her  smooth  arms  and  lips,  to  slake 
My  greedy  thirst  with  nectarous  camelnlraugfatB ; 
But  she  was  gone.    Whereat  the  barbed  shails . 
Of  disappointment  stuck  in  me  so  sore, 
That  out  I  ran  and  search'd  the  forest  o'er. 
Wandering  about  in  pine  and  cedar  gloom. 
Damp  awe  aasail'd  me ;  for  there  'gan  to  boom ' 
A  sound  of  moan,  an  agony  of  sound, 
Sepulchral  from  ^e  distance  all  around. 
Then  came  a  conquering  earth-thunder,  and  rambled 
That  fierce  complain  to  silenoe :  wfail»  I  stumbled 
Down  a  precipitous  path,  aa  if  impell'd, 
I  came  to  a  dark  valley .—Groanings  swell'd 
Poisoiious  about  my  ears,  and  louder  grew. 
The  nearer  I  approach'd  a  flame's  gaunt  blue. 
That  glared  before  me  through  a  dioniy  brake. 
This  fire,  like  the  eye  of  gordian  snake, 

8U 


Bewitch'd  me  towards;  and  I  soon  was  near 
A  sight  too  fearful  for  the  foel  of  fear ; 
In  thicket  hid  I  cursed  die  haggard  scen^« 
The  banquet  of  my  arms,  my  arbor  queen. 
Seated  upon  an  uptom  forest  root ; 
And  all  around  her  shapes,  wizard  and  brute. 
Laughing,  and  wailing,  grovelling,  serpenting. 
Showing  tooth,  tusk,  and  venom-bag,  and  sting! 

0  such  deformities !  Old  Charon's  self, 
Should  he  give  up  awhile  his  penny  pelf. 
And  take  a  dream  'mong  rushes  Stygian, 
It  could  not  be  80  fimtaded.    Fierce,  wan. 
And  tyrannising  was  the  lady's  look. 

As  over  them  a  gnarled  staff'  she  shook. 

Oft-times  upon  the  sudden  she  laugh'd  out, 

And  from  a  basket  emptied  to  the  rout 

Clusters  of  grapes,  the  which  they  raven'd  quidt 

And  roar'd  for  more ;  widi  many  a  hungry  lick 

About  their  diaggy  jaws.    Avenging,  dow. 

Anon  she  took  a  Iwanch  of  mistletoe. 

And  emptied  on't  a  black  dull-gurgling  phial : 

Groan'd  one  and  all,  as  if  some  piercing  trial 

Waa  sharpening  for  their  pitiable  booea. 

She  lifted  up  the  charm :  appealing  groans 

From  their  poor  breasts  went  suing  to  her  ear 

In  vain ;  remorseless  as  an  inftnf  s  bier, 

She  whisk'd  against  their  eyes  the  sooty  ofl. 

Whereat  was  heard  a  noise  of  painful  toil. 

Increasing  gradual  to  a  tempest  rage, 

Shrieks,  yeUs,  and  groans  of  torture-pilgrimage ; 

Until  their  grieved  bodies  'gan  to  Moat 

And  puflT  fimn  the  tail's  end  to  stifled  throat : 

Then  was  appalling  silence :  dien  a  sight 

More  wildering  than  all  that  hoaiae  affright ; 

For  the  whole  herd,  as  by  a  whirlwind  writhen. 

Went  dirough  the  dismal  air  like  one  huge  Python 

Antagonizing  Boreas^— and  so  vanish'd. 

Tet  there  was  not  a  breath  of  wind :  she  banish'd 

These  phantoms  with  a  nod.    Lo !  fiom  the  dark 

Came  waggish  fiiuns,  and  nymphs,  and  satyrs  stark. 

With  dancing  and  loud  revelry,  and  went 

Swifter  than  centaurs  after  rapine  bent — 

Sighing  an  elephant  appear'd  and  bow'd 

Before  the  fierce  witch,  speaking  thus  aloud 

In  human  accent :  '  Potent  goddess !  chief 

Of  pains  resistless!  make  my  being  brief. 

Or  let  me  fimn  this  heavy  prison  fly : 

Or  give  me  to  the  air,  or  let  me  die ! 

1  sue  not  for  my  happy  crown  again ; 

I  sue  not  for  my  phalanx  on  the  plain ; 

I  sue  not  for  my  lone,  my  widow'd  vriife : 

I  sue  not  for  my  raddy  drops  of  life, 

My  children  fidr,  my  lovely  girls  and  boys ! 

I  will  forget  them ;  I  will  pass  diese  jo3rs ; 

Ask  naui^t  so  heavenward,  so  too— too  high : 

Only  I  prey,  aa  foirest  boon,  to  die. 

Or  be  delivered  from  this  cumbrous  flesh, 

FVom  this  gross,  detestable,  filthy  mesh, 

And  merriy  given  to  die  cold  bleak  air. 

Have  marey.  Goddess!  Circe,  feel  my  preyer!* 


**That  curst  magician's  name  fell  icy  numb 
Upon  my  wild  coi^turing :  troth  had  come 
Naked  and  sabre-like  against  my  heart 
I  saw  a  ftiry  whetting  a  death-dart; 

553 


KEATS^  POETICAI,  WORKS. 


I  Ard  liiiet  di)'t— Hh«i 

Ultnng  ihn  angry  wilcb.  O  Db.  even  now. 

A  rlAininy  dew  ■■  ly«duig  on  my  brow. 

At  men  nin^rnbrnng  her  pale  Liiigb,  wtd  cant 

■  lU !  Ik  !  SlI  Dsiilty '.  then  iduiI  be  ■  nunc 

Made  of  roH-lemei  uid  Ihttlle^Iown,  eipn«, 

To  cndle  thM,  my  awml.  uhI  IqII  Ihea ;  jib, 

I  UD  too  fliuiy-faanl  br  Ihy  nice  louch : 

My  iDndemi  Hjueeu  ii  bul  ■  gianl'i  clDlch, 

So,  ftiry-ttaiDg,  il  ihill  ban  lullabwi 

tlnbaud  of  fii :  and  il  ihiil]  itill  iu  una 

LI  pan  ume  brsau  man  lily-feinuiuie. 

Oh,  no,— i(  thai]  not  pine,  uid  pixwr,  uid  jtiaa 

Man  than  one  pnlty.  thaing  ihouianil  yean ; 

And  ihen  'i  wen  pily,  but  fate^i  gonlie  ihean 

Cm  ihon  It*  imntorlality.     Sn^lin  • 

Young  liove  of  Ihe  waien  1  Imly  I  '11  w«  hurt 

One  hair  at  Uiine :  kc  how  I  weep  and  i^, 

That  oiu  lieul-bniken  pamng  ii  »  nigh. 

'-' -   - iRiuIben. 


Lelm 


ruUyV 


ie  my  laiil  adieiu, 
■nng  r  Mart  ma !  Tina  haM  them 
IU  art  of  hoaveoJy  race: 
il  mine,  Uiai  here  I  chaae 
»  aU  bl 


Of  youlh.  and  deitine  Ihen  lowanii  ■ 

Henca  ahall  Ihau  quickly  lo  ihs  wgiery  van ; 
Ami  ihen,  er«  mnay  dayi  ba  averpBit, 
Dinbled  age  ihail  mile  Ihae ;  and  even  then 
TIhiu  ihilt  nol  go  the  viny  of  gg«t  men ; 
Bul  live  iiiul  wither,  cnpple  and  mil  breathe 


Thy  fragile  I 


•wn  burial, 

—A.  .hoi  ilan  611. 

for  men^,    Siung 


And  poiion'd  vim  my  ipii 
A  war-aong  of  dofiancp  'goirwl  ail  helL 
A  hand  wb»  at  my  ihonlder  lo  rampel 
My  iullon  •(epa;  another  'fore  my  eyi» 
Moved  on  with  pointed  finger.  In  Ihk 
Enforced,  al  ihe  liul  by  orean'i  fiiam 
1  tbutid  me :  by  my  freih,  my  native  ho 
Iu  lempering  molneM,  lo  my  life  akin. 
Came  HJuIary  ni  I  unded  in ; 
'     "        "a  blind 


Bollle  I 


1  •wollea 
h  belbrsm 


.hile  t 


VViih  dry  cheek  who  can  lell  T  While  ihu  my  might 
Proving  upon  Ihii  clement,  diimay'd. 
Upon  a  dead  ihing'i  face  my  hand  I  laid ; 
1  looked— 'iwai  Scylla  '.  Curacd,  caned  Cirte 
O  vullure-wiich,  hut  netcr  heard  of  mercy! 
Could  not  thy  banheal  vengesBca  be  content 
But  thou  muit  nip  thit  lendsr  ioitfcant 


BecBUH!  I  loved  her  U- Cold.  O  cold  indeed 
Wen  her  fiui  Umbi.  and  Lkc  a  conunoa  neai 
The  K*<H'eU  look  her  hatr.     Dsad  u  ihe  M 

Fleet  H  on  arrow  fhiou^h  unlathen'd  briiu. 

Itnlil  there  •hone  a  bbnc  cryUalhne. 

Rihb'd  and  inlaid  niih  miKl.  pebble,  anl  paa&  i 

Headlong  1  dnned  ;  at  one  eager  iwui 

Gain'd  iu  bright  portal,  enter'd.  and  beAioU! 

Tvnui  vait,  and  de«>lBie,  and  icy-cuU  : 

And  all  arouitd — But  wherclbre  Una  to  ihaa 

Who  in  few  ntiDUlei  more  Ihywlf  ahatl  Me  T— 

t  led  poor  Scylla  in  a  aii:hc  and  Qed. 

My  fever'd  parrjiingi  up,  my  acalhtng  drraj        ' 

Mel  poll;  half'Way :  loon  these  limba  bean* 

Gaunt,  w-ilhei'd,  aapleiK  feeble,  cnmp'd,  uri  Im 

Now  let  me  paia  a  cnieL,  cmsl  ipue,  ' 

Wilhoui  one  hope,  without  ana  faiiiieM  met     , 
Of  miDgation.  or  redeeming  bubble 
Of  color'd  (itntDiy ,-  for  1  fear  'i  would  tnmbU 
Thy  brain  to  Im  of  reann ;  and  neii  tall 
How  a  reatoiing  chance  came  down  to  quail 
One  half  of  the  wilcb  in  me. 

-  On  a  day.  ' 

Silling  upon  a  twit  abore  the  wftay,  I 

1  «w  grow  op  fiom  the  horiaoQ'i  brink 
A  gallant  veael :  Man  ihe  aeem'd  to  link 
Away  fivm  me  again,  aa  tbough  her  coune        I 
Hod  been  reaumed  in  ipile  of  hindenng  tat»i 
8o  vBni.h"d :  and  not  long,  befhre  ai«ae 
Dork  cloudi.  and  raullering  of  winde  mcnad. 
Old  Ekilui  would  iliRe  hla  mad  aplecn. 

could  not :  Iherefora  all  tfae  bilknn  gi»a  ' 
Twa'd  up  the  iilver  ipume  agsiDal  the  doudft  ' 
The  tempcat  came:  I  nw-  that  veaafl'i  duoob 

■  fiiom  bustle;  while  upon  ihp  Jerk 

Slood  trembling  irmlurea.     1  liehpld  the  wreck; 
The  final  gulfing;  the  poor  itnigBling  lonla : 

■  ■      ii  their  crie.  amid  loud  ihunder-rolla. 

Annull'd  my  vlgonui  craving! :  and  thui  qnell'd 

Writhing  with  piiy.  and  a  cuning  6i 

Againat  that  hell-bom  Ciica.    The  crew  had  gon 

By  one  and  one.  to  pale  oblivion ; 

And  1  wai  gazing  on  the  aurga  prone, 

many  a  Kalding  tear  and  many  a  gnao. 

When  at  my  feet  emerged  an  old  man'*  hand. 

"  ping  Ihia  atrull,  and  liiia  nme  (lender  wand. 
>lt  wiih  [Bin— reach 'd  out  my  hand — liad  giwi 
H   trea«ure» — louch'd   the   ItnuKklei — they  i 

ight  a  linger!  bul  Ihe  downward  weight 
ffarpower'd  me— il  rank.     Then  'gan  abate 

torm.  and  through  chill  anguiah.  gloom  oulbo 
The  comfortable  >uu.     I  wai  alhinl 
To  aearch  the  book,  and  in  ihe  warming  ail 
Parted  in  dripping  leavea  with  eager  care. 
to  matte™  did  ii  ireai  ofi  and  drew  on 
<ul  page  aflcr  page,  till  well-nigh  won 
Inio  foiBoifulnew ;  when,  aiupefied. 
I  md  Iheae  worda,  and  read  again,  and  Hied 
eyci  againn  the  hcivetia,  and  read  agwUi 
rbal  a  load  of  muerf  and  pain 
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Atlas-line  bore  offV-a  thine  of  hope 
goM  axoond  me,  cheering  me  to  cope 
iOOin  with  helliah  tjrrenny.    Attend ! 
thoa  hatt  brought  their  promiie  to  an  end. 


*' In  the  wide  aea  there  lives  a  forlorn  wretch, 
I'd  with  enfeebled  carcan  to  outstretch 
lothed  exiatence  through  ten  centuriee, 
then  to  die  alone,     who  can  devise 
JKL  total  opposition  7  No  one.    So 

miUkm  times  ocean  must  ebb  and  £bw, 
he  oppressed.     Yet  he  shall  not  die, 
things  accompUsh'd  .* — If  he  utterly 
all  the  depths  of  magic,  and  expoimdi 
^The  meanings  of  all  motions,  shapes,  and  sounds ; 
If  ha  explores  all  forms  and  substances 
flbraight  homeward  to  their  sjrmbol-essences ; 
Ha  ahall  not  die.    Moreover,  and  in  chief. 
Ha  must  pursue  this  task  of  joy  and  griei^ 
Jioat  piously ; — all  lovers  tempest>tQet, 
And  in  the  savage  overwhelming  loat, 
Ha  shall  deposit  side  by  side,  untU 
Time's  creeping  shall  the  dreary  space  fulfil : 
Which  done,  and  all  these  labon  ripened, 
A  youth,  by  heavenly  power  beloved  and  led. 
Shall  stand  before  him  ;  whom  he  shall  direct 
How  to  consummate  all.    The  youth  elect 
Most  do  the  thing,  or  both  will  be  destroy'd.'  "^ 


"  Then,"  cried  the  young  Endjrmion,  oveijoy'd, 
*•  We  are  twin  brothen  in  this  destiny ! 
Say,  I  entreat  thee,  what  achievement  high 
la,  in  this  restless  world,  for  me  reserved. 
What !  if  from  thee  my  wandering  feet  had  swerved. 
Had  we  both  perish'd  7 "— ^  Look ! "  the  sage  replied, 
**  Dost  thou  not  mark  a  gleaming  through  the  tide. 
Of  diven  brilliances?  'tis  the  edifice 
I  told  thee  of,  where  lovely  Scylla  lies ; 
And  where  I  have  enshrined  piously 
All  bvers,  whom  fell  storms  have  doom'd  to  die 
Throughout  my  bondage."   Thus  discoursing,  on 
They  went  till  unobscured  the  porches  shone ; 
Which  hurryingly  they  gain'd,  and  enter'd  straight 
Sore  never  since  king  Neptune  held  his  state 
Was  seen  such  wonder  underneath  the  stars. 
Turn  to  some  level  plain  where  haughty  Mars 
Has  legion'd  all  his  battle ;  and  behold 
How  every  soldier,  with  firm  foot,  doth  hold 
His  even  breast :  see,  many  steeled  squares, 
And  rigid  ranks  of  iron — whence  who  dares 
One  step  7  Imagine  further,  line  by  line, 
These  warrior  Uiousands  on  the  field  supine  i— 
So  in  that  crystal  place,  in  silent  rows. 
Poor  lovers  lay  at  rest  from  joys  and  woes. — 
The  stranger  from  the  mountains,  breathless,  tzaced 
Such  thousands  of  shut  eyes  in  order  placed ; 
Such  ranges  of  white  feet,  and  patient  lips 
All  ruddy, — for  here  death  no  blossom  nipa. 
He  mark'd  their  brows  and  foreheads ;  saw  thair  hair 
Put  sleekly  on  one  side  with  nicest  care ; 
And  each  one's  gentle  wrists,  with  reverence, 
Put  crosswise  to  its  heart 


Began  to  tear  hia  scroll  in  piecea  small. 

Uttering  the  while  some  muml^gs  funeral. 

He  tore  it  into  pieces  small  as  snow 

That  drifts  unfeather'd  when  bleak  northerns  blow ; 

And  having  done  it,  took  his  dark-blue  doak 

And  bound  it  round  Endymion :  then  struck 

His  wand  against  the  empty  air  times  nine. — 

**  What  more  there  is  to  do,  young  man,  is  thine : 

But  fim  a  little  patience ;  first  undo 

This  tangled  thread,  and  wind  it  to  a  due. 

Ah,  gende !  'tis  as  weak  as  spider's  skein ; 

And  shouldst  thou  break  it— What,  is  it  done  so  daan  f 

A  power  overshadows  thee !  Oh,  brave ! 

The  spite  of  hell  is  tumbling  to  its  grave. 

Here  is  a  shell ;  'tis  pearly  blank  to  me, 

Nor  mark'd  witti  any  sign  or  chamctery — 

Canst  thou  read  aug^t?  O  read  for  pity's  sake! 

Oljrmpus !  we  are  nfe !  Now,  Carian,  break 

This  wand  against  yon  lyre  on  the  pedestal' 


*» 


*'  Let  us  oommenoa 
(Whisper'd  the  guide,  stuttering  with  joy)  even  now. 
Ha  spake,  and,  trembling  like  an  aspen-bough. 


*» 


'Twas  done :  and  straight  with  sudden  swell  and 
faU 
Sweet  music  breathed  her  soul  away,  and  sigh'd 
A  lullaby  to  silence. — **  Youth !  now  strew 
These  minced  leaves  on  me,  and  paasing  through 
Those  files  of  dead,  scatter  the  same  around. 
And  thou  wilt  see  the  issue." — ^'Mid  the  sound, 
Of  flutes  and  viols,  ravishing  his  heart, 
Endymion  from  Glaucus  stood  apart. 
And  scatter'd  in  his  fiu;e  some  fragments  light. 
How  lightning-swift  the  change !  a  youthfid  wight 
Smiling  beneath  a  coml  diadem, 
Out^parkling  sudden  like  an  uptum'd  gem, 
Appear'd,  and,  stepping  to  a  beauteous  corse, 
Kneel'd  down  beside  it,  and  with  tenderest  force 
Press'd  its  cold  hand,  and  wept,— and  Scylla  sigh'd ! 
Endjrmion,  with  quick  hand,  the  charm  applied — 
The  n3rmph  arose :  he  left  them  to  their  joy, 
And  onward  went  upon  his  high  employ. 
Showering  those  powerful  fragments  on  the  dead 
And,  as  he  pass'd,  each  lifted  up  its  head. 
As  doth  a  flower  at  Apollo's  touch. 
Death  felt  it  to  his  inwards ;  'twas  too  much : 
Death  fell  a-weeping  in  his  charnel-house. 
The  Latmian  persevered  along,  and  thus 
All  were  reanimated.     There  arose 
A  noise  of  harmony,  pulses  and  throes 
Of  gladness  in  the  air — while  many,  who 
Had  died  in  mutual  arras  devout  and  true. 
Sprang  to  each  other  madly ;  and  the  rest 
Felt  a  high  certainty  of  being  blest 
They  gazed  upon  Endjrmion.    Enchanbnent 
Grew  drunken,  and  would  have  its  head  and  bent 
Delicious  sjrmphonies,  like  airy  flowers. 
Budded,  and  swell'd,  and,  full-blown,  shed  full  show- 
ers 
Of  light,  soft,  unseen  leaves  of  sounds  divine 
The  two  deliverers  tasted  a  pure  wine 
Of  happiness,  from  fairy-press  oozed  out 
Speechless  they  eyed  each  other,  and  about 
Tlie  fiur  assembly  wandered  to  and  fro. 
Distracted  with  the  richest  overflow 
Of  joy  that  ever  pour'd  from  heaven. 

"Away!" 

Shouted  the  new-bom  god ;  **  Follow,  and  pay 

Our  piety  to  Neptunus  supreme !" — 

Than  Sc^Ua,  blushing  sweetly  fifom  her  dream, 


!r  mMk  turpnm. 

.  teiH ;  pouring  u  pwily 
A*  hoiu-glim  «nJ. — «™l  O"'.  "  y- 
Swallom  obeying  ihe  tnulh  >umiDer*>  c»ll, 
ft  iwuii  upon  ■  gonlle  WBlei&ll. 

Thai  wnnl  (hmt  twauuriil  loulliiude,  no!  (kt. 
Era  from  •mong  biob  rcxlo  uf  gLnrring  ipor, 
Jun  wiihin  keo,  Ihej  mw  defending  Ihick 
Amlhet  muliiludo.    Wherral  more  quick 
Moved  eiihM  boat     On  ■  wide  sand  Ihcy  mel. 
And  of  Jbaie  nofoben  every  eye  vks*  wel; 
For  och  thsir  old  love  luund.    A  munnuring  n 
Like  whal  wu  DSver  heard  in  nil  itae  lluDei 
Of  wind  and  wslen:  'lii  poal  huniim  wil 
"Hi  lell  i  'la  dinineia  to  Ihiuk  uf  it. 


Thii  mighty  eonsuipmaiioa  nude,  (he  huHl 
Bfoved  DO  for  muiy  a  league ;  and  gain'd.  and  Ion 
Huge  ■eo-marlia ;  vanward  awelUng  in  uTay, 
And  frotn  ilia  rear  dirainishiag  awsy, — 
Till  ■  fainl  dHUH  aurpriied  (hem.     Claunu  cried, 
"  Behold !  belwld,  Ihe  pdaca  of  hit  pride  I 
God  neplune'i  paUce ! "  With  noiw  infieawd, 
They  ahaulder'd  oD  lawarda  Ihnl  brighicaing  eait 
Al  every  onward  ilep  proiuj  domea  »ro«e 
In  piwpeci,— diamond  glennu  (uid  golden  glowa 
or  amber  'ftinal  iheir  facoi  Icvelluig. 
Joyom,  and  nmny  ai  Iho  leavea  in  apnng, 

ill  onward ;  iiill  tbe  gplendor  Krarlunl  iwell'd. 


;h  uiAek 


By  ja*per  pillon,  lotling  Ihrough  their  ah 
A  hlndi  of  conL     Copiuua  wooder^draughla 
Each  gamr  drank  ;  and  deep«r  drank  more  near : 
For  nhal  pour  iDorlila  fra^nnent  up,  ib  mere 
Ai  Durble  vta»  Ihere  laviab,  In  the  vast 
Of  Doe  &ir  palace,  that  lar  far  aurpond. 
Even  Ibi  common  bulk,  Ihute  olden  three, 
Hwnphla,  md  Babylon,  and  Nineveh. 

A>  large,  a>  bright,  na  color'd  aa  Ihe  bow 
or  Iriii,  wboB  unfading  il  doth  ahow 
Bayund  a  ailvery  ihowor,  waa  ibe  ardi 
Throngh  which  thia  Paphian  army  look  ila  match, 
Into  Ihe  outer  conrta  of  Neptune'i  itaie : 
Whence  could  be  aeen,  direcl,  a  golden  gale. 
Td  which  Ihe  leaden  aped ;  but  not  half  tau^l 
Ere  it  hunt  open  nHill  aa  lairy  thoughl, 
Ami  made  Iboec  denied  Ihonatndi  veil  their  eyea 
like  callotv  eaglei  ni  Ihe  lint  aunriae. 
Boon  with  an  eagle  naiiveiHM  thoir  geis 
Ripe  Irom  hue^gotden  ennona  look  all  the  blue, 
And  then,  behold '.  large  Kopluoe  on  hia  throne 
Of  emerald  deep:  yel  nol  eiall  alone; 
At  hii  right  hand  alood  winged  Love,  and  an 
Hia  left  aal  iniiling  Beauiy'a  paragon. 


Faraall. 

e  mariner 

□n  higheai  mut 

On  Heal 

Bo  wide  wi 

11  Nepluu 

Dolb  vaull 

he  wa lent 

w  the  walen  di 

Theiidomi 

high,  raagnificB 

Death  la  ■  human  eye :  Eu  there  dtd  apnng 

From  natural  weal,  and  east,  and  aouili.  and 

ligfal  aa  of  (bur  aunaela.  blanng  forth 

gold-green  lenith  "boie  iho  SeaV5od'a  head. 

Of  lucid  depth  the  Roor,  and  &i  ouiaprotJ 

Aa  breeielea  lake,  on  niiich  ibe  aLm  canoe 

Indian  darli  about,  aa  ihtougfa 
The  dehcatail  oir:  air  verily. 
But  Ibr  Ihe  porlr^iure  of  cloudi  nod  iky: 
Thia  palaoe  floor  breath-air.— but  (or  ihe  atuat 

I p*oon  wonders  molionle™. — and  tJaae 
Of  the  dome  pomp.  reHecicd  in  eitremea, 
Globing  a  golden  apbere- 

They  alood 
Till  T^too  blew  hia  horn.     TTie  jjtli 
The  NereidB  danced  ;  ibe  Syrene  fainlly 
And  the  greal  Sea-King  bow'd  hw  driprong 
Then  Love  look  wing,  and  from  hia  pi 
On  all  the  multiludu  a  nectaroDa  dew- 
.bom  Guddaaft  beckoned  and 
Fair  Scylla  and  her  guidea  id  conferm 
And  when  they  rcacb'd  Uic  throned  « 
She  kial  the  ara-nymph'a  cheek, — who  lal  berdeai 
A  toying  with  Ihe  dovea.     Then. — "  Mighty  ctdwi 
And  acepOE  of  Ihia  kingdom:"  Vsnut  Bul, 
-•  Thy  vovra  were  on  a  lime  to  PJaia  paid  - 
Behold '." — Two  copious  tcar-dropa 


nngi     I 
nghMif 

L  'I 


leaped  from 

dull  mortalily'i  han 

hide  palien 

B.  youth:  '1  will  no 

J  am  akilh 

a  quite:  an  idle  (oi 

md  lUpa  luiunoua. 

here  th«e 

ire  new  and  itrnnge 

loen  thcH 


UgUBIO 


When  othen  were  ntl  blind :  end  were  I  given 

To  utter  aecreta.  haply  I  might  lay 

Some  pleusnl  words ;  but  Love  will  have  hti  day 

So  wail  awhile  eipectant.    Pt'ythee  aoon, 

Even  in  the  poaaing  of  ihiru  honey-moon. 

Viait  my  CyCherea  ,  thou  wdl  find 

Cupid  well-nnlm^d.  my  Adonia  kind  i 

And  pray  penuaitc  with  Ihee — Ah.  1  have  done. 

All  bliwH  be  upon  thee,  my  aweel  eon  I" — 

Thua  the  &ir  goddeas :  w  hilc  Endymion 

Knelt  la  recHve  thoae  accenta  luxlcyon. 

Meantime  a  gloiioua  revelry  began 
Belbre  Ihe  Wate^Mo^■rch.     Neclar  ran 
In  cmineoDa  fountains  to  all  cuts  out-rench'd ; 
And  plunder'd  vinea.  Iceming  eihaualle^  blea^'d 
New  growth  about  each  ahell  and  pendent  lyre ; 
The  which  '  ....... 


>b  Maf 


landn 


For  dninly  toy.     Cupid,  e    . 

Flutier'd  and  laugh'd.  and  ofi'Iunea  ihrough  Ihe  thm 

Made  a  deUghied  way.     Then  dance,  and  »ng, 

-..„-  ««..—.  ^,..«...»  -«js.-,  -—I* '  And  garlandmg  grew  wdd;  and  pleaaiirc  reign'd. 

Awed  from  ihe  throne  aloof;— and  when  itonftMlltltn  hanoleB  turiril  they  each  wliar  choin'd. 


r 

r 


ENDYMION. 


■tiOT6  who  dKmld  \m  maoStmfd  deepefrt  in 
crwh  of  leA¥€i. 


O  'tis  a  very  nn 
"cr  one  lo  weak  to  venture  hia  poor  verM 
each  a  place  ai  this.   O  do  not  com, 
MoMi !  let  him  huny  to  the  ending. 


AH  loddenly  were  nlent   A  loft  blending 
^f  duleet  instramenti  came  channingly ; 
dieoahymn. 


**  King  of  the  itonny  aea ! 
of  JoTO,  and  co-inheritor 
Cf  ^menti!  Eternally  before 
^TtMBm  die  waves  awful  bow.   Fast,  stabbom  rock, 
At  tby  fear'd  trident  shrinking,  dodi  unlock 
Hi  deep  ibundationa,  hissing  into  ibam. 
AH  moontain-rivers  lost,  in  the  wide  home 
Of  fliy  capacious  bosom  ever  flow. 
naa  fiownest,  and  old  Eolos  thy  ibe 
flknlks  to  his  cavern,  'mid  the  graft  complaint 
Of  all  his  rebel  tempests.   Dark  clouds  &int 
When,  from  thy  diadem,  a  silver  gleam 
Slants  over  blue  dominion.  Thy  bright  team 
GoUs  in  the  rooming  light,  and  scuds  along 
To  bring  thee  nearer  to  that  golden  song 
ApoUo  singeth,  while  his  chariot 
Waits  at  the  doon  of  Heaven.  Thoa  art  not 
For  scenes  like  this :  an  empire  stem  hast  tfaoa ; 
And  it  hath  funrow'd  that  large  fh>nt:  yet  now, 
As  newly  come  of  heaven,  dost  thou  sit 
To  blend  and  interknit 
Snbdued  migesty  with  this  glad  time. 
O  shell-borne  King  sublime ! 
We  by  our  hearts  before  thee  evermore— • 
We  sing,  and  we  adore ! 

-  Breathe  sofUy,  flutes ; 
Be  tender  of  your  strings,  ye  soothing  Intes ; 
Nor  be  the  trumpet  heard !  O  vain,  O  vain! 
Not  flowers  budding  in  an  April  rain. 
Nor  breath  of  sleeping  dove,  nor  river's  flow^— 
No,  nor  the  Eolian  twang  of  Love's  own  bow, 
Can  mingle  music  fit  for  the  soft  ear 
Of  goddess  Cytherea ! 
•  Tet  deign,  white  Queen  of  Beauty,  thy  fair  eyes 
On  our  soul's  sacrifice. 


**  Bright-wing'd  Child ! 
Who  hai  another 'care  when  thou  hast  smiled  f 
Unfortunates  on  earth,  we  see  at  last 
All  deadi-shadows,  and  glooms  diat  overcast 
Our  spirits,  fonn'd  away  by  thy  light  pinioos. 
O  sweetest  essence!  sweetest  of  all  minions! 
God  of  warm  pulses,  and  dishevell'd  hair. 
And  panting  bosoms  bare ! 
Dear  unseen  light  in  darimess !  eclipser 
Of  light  in  light !  delicious  poisoner ! 
Thy  venom'd  goblet  will  we  quaff  untO 
We  fill— we  fill ! 
And  by  thy  Mother's  lips 


n 


Open'd  again,  and  from  without,  in  shone 
A  new  magnificence.   On  oosy  throne 
Smooth-moving  came  Oceanus  the  old. 
To  take  a  latest  glimpse  at  his  sheep-fold, 
Before  he  went  into  his  quiet  cave 
To  muse  for  ever— Tlien  a  lucid  wave, 
Sooop'd  fitMu  its  trembling  sisters  of  nmkaet. 
Afloat,  and  pillowing  up  the  migesty 
Of  Doris,  and  the  I^ean  seer,  her  spouse — 
Next,  on  a  dolphin,  clad  in  laurel  boughs, 
Theban  Ampliion  leaning  on  his  lute  : 
His  fingers  went  across  it— All  were  mute 
To  gaie  on  Amphritite,  queen  of  pearls. 
And  Thetis  pearly 


Washeudno 
For  damor,  when  the  goUen  pa]aoe4oor 


Tlie  palace  whirls 
Around  giddy  Endjrmion ;  seeing  he 
Was  there  far  strayed  fipom  mortality. 
He  could  not  bear  it— shut  his  eyes  in  vain ; 
Imagination  gave  a  diatier  pain. 
"01  shall  die !  sweet  Veniw,  be  my  stay ! 
Where  is  my  lovely  mistress  ?  Well-away ! 

I  die— I  hear  her  voice — I  feel  my  wing ^* 

At  Neptune's  feet  he  sank.   A  sadden  ring 
Of  Nereids  were  about  him,  in  kind  strife 
To  usher  back  his  spirit  into  life ; 
But  still  he  slept   At  last  they  interwove 
Their  cradling  arms,  and  purposed  to  convey 
Towards  a  crystal  bower  &r  away. 

Lo !  while  slow  carried  through  the  pitying  crowd. 
To  his  inward  senses  these  woHs  spake  afeud ; 
Written  in  starlight  on  the  dark  above : 
**  Dearest  Endymkm !  my  entire  love ! 
How  have  I  dwelt  in  fear  of  fete :  'tis  done- 
Immortal  bliss  for  me  too  hast  thou  won. 
Arise  then!  for  the  hen^love  shall  not  hatch 
Her  ready  eggs,  before  I'll  kissing  snatch 
Thee  into  endless  heaven.   Awake !  awake !" 

The  youth  at  once  arose :  a  placid  lake 
Came  quiet  to  his  eyes ;  and  forest  green. 
Cooler  than  all  the  wonder  he  had  seen, 
Lull'd  with  its  simple  song  his  fluttering  breast. 
How  happy  once  again  in  grassy  nest ! 


BOOK  IV. 


Musi  of  my  native  land !  loftiest  Muse ! 
O  first-bom  on  the  mountains !  by  the  hues 
Of  heaven  on  the  spiritual  air  begot : 
Long  didst  thou  sit  alone  in  northern  grot. 
While  yet  our  England  was  a  wolfish  den  ; 
Before  our  forests  heard  the  talk  of  men ; 
Before  the  first  of  Druids  was  a  child,' — 
Long  didst  thou  sit  amid  our  regions  wild. 
Rapt  in  a  deep  prophetic  solitude. 
Tliere  came  an  eastern  voice  of  solemn  mood : — 
Yet  wast  thou  patient   Then  sang  forth  the  Nine, 
Apdlo's  garland : — ^yet  didst  thou  divine 
Such  hone-bred  glory,  that  they  cried  in  vain, 
"Come  hither,  Sister  of  the  Island!"  Plam 
Spake  fair  Ausonia;  and  once  more  she  spake 
A  higher  summons.— still  didst  thou  betake 
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rhep  In  ihy  native  h^jytcm.    O  Ihou  bul  woa 
K  full  ni-'-nrnpli^moni!    Tba  thuig  i*  done, 
Wluch  tufalone.  ihoao  our  Uiivr  dftyi  hwJ  rven 
Onbunnauuli-  Unai  Mute,  (hen  kDa?v'iI« but  priim, 
or  tlr'ii  anil  banp,  curb*,  anl  conliaw.  uui  ftcM 
Our  Kpini'i  wing. :  ii«ii«odeQcy  boel* 
Oui  pilluwt ;  ■nd  U»  frwh  io-qmhtdw  ntom 
Srvmi  IB  glvB  bnli  iu  liglil  in  lery  ncura 
or  out  ilull.  Uliinipircil.  <niul-p*eed  Livhi. 
Ijjng  li»ve  1  Hid,  Ilow  hnj.py  ho  wbu  tlinim 
INi  (b» :  Bui  Iheli  I  Ihoughl  on  poau  giuw, 


And  Ihmi.  oU  Ibnd.  bold  ye  ihu  for  mi*. 


The  hniven*  and  e«nh  in  one  u  luch  a  dM 
Ih  Ihe  mice  oT  lave :  then  '•  dm  a  bn 

Will  mingle  kindly  with  iho  ntmdow  tit. 
hm  psnioci  mund,  uid  ilolen  a  than 
HdD  imfa  tho  heart T" — 


^ 


1  move  to  Iho  end  ui  lovulio 


Clad  wai  the  h> 
Adieu  U 


Bhovlil  fondly  part 
'  Ab.  Ibuluih  majJ  * 
with  ibee.  rnyrtad*  bade 


oincu ;  the  ripo  grape  a 
Id  bavi,  greni  gods!  bui  < 


Ofoi 

Kndymian  Id  hnven'i  sity 
Wai  oHering  up  a  hncaimnb  o 

When  these  wonli  irach'd  hint.  Whenupon  ha  bawi 
Hit  bend  <hii)agb  Ibomy-givnn  entiingliinia!nl 
Of  uiujerwocxl.  and  U  Ihe  uund  ii  bvni, 
Aniioua  ai  hind  lowarda  her  hidden  tkwn. 

"  la  no  one  near  to  help  me '  fio  lair  dawn 
Of  life  from  chantiible  voice  I  No  iweel  layitii 
To  BCI  Diy  dull  and  mdden'd  iinrii  playing  I 
No  hand  lo  toy  niih  mine  [  No  hja  » ivwet 
Thai  I  may  vronhip  Iliem  f  No  eyolMi  moot 


By  JunoV  imila  1  tunt  nol— no, 
1  have  a  triple  loul !   O  fond  pi 


To  IV 


gnnn'd,  ai  one  b^  beauty  alain. 
Tlie  lady'a  ban  bnnl  quick,  and  he  coold  ire 
geuile  bonn  benve  irnnultnutuly. 
tpnuig  ffoni  bii  grren  co\cn  ;  then  aha  hy, 

With  all  her  hmba  on  tremble,  and  her  «yi^ 
Shut  >oA1y  up  aliie.    To  iiKBk  he  Die*; 
dim»l.  pity  me!  tbrgire  me  An  I 
Thiu  violate  thy  bower'a  eanctily  '. 
O  pardon  me,  tor  I  am  fiil]  of  giisf— 
Grief  bom  of  Ihee.  young  angel !  laireM  dMrf! 
Who  Rolen  had  aitiy  Ihe  wingi  wbmina 
>p  die  hearen*.    Dear  maid,  ailh 


Thou,  Cariiin  loid,  hadil  better  have  been  losl 
Into  a  whirlpool.    Vaninh  into  air. 
Warm  mouniaineer !  liir  ranst  Ihou  only  bear 
A  nomanV  ugh  alone  and  ui  distreaa  1 
See  not  her  cliarmi !  !■  Phiebe  panionleat  t 
Phtebe  u  lairor  for — O  gsie  no  more . — 
Yel  if  thou  will  behold  all  beaoiy'i  aiore. 
Behold  her  paniing  in  Ihe  fiirest  gnu>! 
Do  not  thoae  curli  of  gliBiy  jet  wrpes 
For  lendsmea  the  armi  ao  idly  lain 
AtDongtt  them  I  Feclcsi  no!  a  kindred  pain. 
To  eee  inch  lovely  eyas  in  twimming  learch 
After  eome  warm  delight,  ihsl  •eona  to  perch 
Dove-like  in  the  dim  cell  lying  beyond 
Their  upper  lidaT— lluii 

"  O  for  Ilennea'  wand. 
To  touch  ibia  Solver  inio  human  ibnpe! 
That  woodland  llyacinihui  could  eKape 
From  hii  green  piiaon,  nod  here  kneelmg  down 
Call  roe  hii  queen,  bii  Kcond  Lfe's  lair  crown ! 
Ah  me.  bow  I  tould  love ,' — My  »ul  doth  mell 
For  the  unhappy  youlh — Love ;  1  have  fell 
So  faini  a  kinilneB.  mch  a  meek  lurrendet 
To  what  my  owd  full  Ihoughu  had  made  loo  tendei 
That  but  for  lean  my  life  had  fled  a<*Vf  '. — 
Ve  deaf  and  leuelei'  minulea  of  Ihe  day, 


rVill  in  a  I 
And  all  m 

And,  for  n 


weal, 
□oilung  ID  me. 


How  dying  I  ihall  kin  Uiy  lily  hand. — 

'  ■    ""len.bould  I  beoonieni. 

Ill  the  firmament 
Ou^b[acke^•  Erebut.  and  the  fnll-cavem'd  mrI 
CcumhiM  into  iiaelf    By  Ihe  cloud  girth 

e,  those  leats  have  given  me  a  ihtm 
To  meet  oblivien." — Ai  her  heart  would  btuM 
IB  maiden  mbb'd  awhile,  and  then  replied : 
Vhy  miul  luch  denalalion  bende 
I  ihal  thou  gpcakeel  ofT  Are  not  iheM  gieeii  i 
limply  of  all  miilbrlune  t  Do  tho  brooka 
Utter  a  gorgnn  voire  I  Doei  yonder  thiuth, 

'  alT-fledged  Utile  ottei  lo  bniA 
Aboui  the  dewy  foreai,  whtaper  lain  t — 
^sk  no!  or  grief  young  iinnger,  or  cold  mail 
lighL    Though  if  Ihou  « 
Melhinki  'twould  be  b  gmlt — a  very  guilt— 
nponton  thee,  and  tigh  away 


The  ligbl- 
'  Dear  lady." 
love  Ihee  f  e 
rhal  I  may  pi 

Let  me  have  i 


ud  Endymion 
imic  dying,  and  I  h 


—nil  (» 


ENDYinON. 


» 


delight-I  bid  adiea  to  aU. 
thoQ  not  after  other  climates  call, 
monnor  about  Indian  ttreams  ?" — ^Then  ahe, 
beneath  the  midmoat  fiurest  tree, 
*or  pity  lang  this  roundelay 

"O  Sorrow! 

Why  dost  borrow 
The  natural  hue  of  health  fiom  Termeil  Upa  9 — 

To  give  maiden  blushes 

To  the  white  rose  bushes  f 
Or  is  it  thy  dewy  hand  the  daisy  tipa  f 

"  O  Sorrow ! 

Why  dost  borrow 
Tbm  lustrous  passion  from  a  faloon^e  f— 

To  give  the  glow«woim  light  ? 

Or,  on  a  moonless  night, 
To  tinge,  on  syren  shores,  the  salt  seA^pry  t 

"  O  Sorrow ! 

Why  dost  borrow 
The  mellow  ditties  fifom  a  mourning  tongue  I — 

To  give  at  evening  pale 

Unto  the  nightingale, 
Tliat  diou  mayst  li^en  the  oold  dews  among? 

•*  O  Sorrow ! 

Why  dost  borrow 
Heart's  lightness  from  the  merriment  of  May  f» 

A  lover  would  not  tread 

A  cowslip  on  the  head, 
1  hough  he  should  dance  from  eve  till  peep  pf  day— 

Nor  any  drooping  flower 

Held  sacred  for  thy  bower. 
Wherever  he  may  sport  himself  and  play. 

"  To  Sorrow 

I  bade  good  morrow. 
And  thought  to  leave  her  fiur  away  behind ; 

But  cheerly,  cheerly. 

She  loves  me  dearly ; 
She  is  so  constant  to  me,  and  so  kind  : 

I  would  deceive  her. 

And  so  leave  her. 
But  ah !  she  is  so  constant  and  so  kind. 


*■  Beneath  my  palro4rees,  by  the  riverside, 
I  sat  a-weeping :  in  the  wbole  world  wide 
There  was  no  one  to  ask  me  why  I  wept, — 

And  so  I  kept 
Brimming  the  water-lily  cups  with  tears 

Cold  as  my  fean. 

**  Beneath  my  palm-trees,  by  the  riverside, 
I  sat  a-weeping :  what  enanior*d  bride. 
Cheated  by  shadowy  wooer  from  the  clouds. 

But  hides  and  shrouds 
Beneath  dark  palm-trees  by  a  riveinride  f 

"And  as  I  sat,  over  the  light-blue  hills 
There  came  a  noise  of  revellen:  the  rills 
Into  the  wide  stream  came  of  purple  hue— 
T  was  Bacchus  and  his  crow !    v 
The  earnest  trumpet  spake,  and  silver  duiUs 


From  kissing  cjrmbals  made  a  merry  din— 

Twas  Bacchus  and  his  kin! 
Lake  to  a  moving  vintage  down  they  came, 
Crown'd  with  green  leaves,  and  faces  all  on  flame ; 
All  madly  dancing  through  the  pleasant  valley, 

To  scare  thee.  Melancholy ! 
O  then,  O  then,  thou  wast  a  simple  name ! 
And  I  forgot  thee,  as  the  berried  holly 
By  shepherds  is  forgotten,  when  in  June, 
TUl  chestnuts  keep  away  the  sun  and  moon  .*— • 

I  rush'd  into  the  folly! 

**  Within  his  car,  aloft,  young  Bacchus  stood. 
Trifling  his  ivy-dart,  in  dancing  mood, 

With  sidelcmg  laughing ; 
And  little  rills  of  crimson  wine  imbrued 
His  plump  white  arms,  and  shoulders,  enough  fdiita 

For  Venus'  peariy  bite ; 
And  near  him  rode  Silenus  on  his  ass. 
Pelted  with  flowen  as  he  on  did  pass 

Tipsily  quafling. 

**  Whence  came  ye,  merry  Damaels !  whence  came  ye^ 
So  many,  and  so  many,  and  such  glee  f 
Why  have  ye  left  jrour  bowen  desolate, 

Your  lutes,  and  gentler  &te  ? 
*  We  follow  Bacchus !  Bacchus  on  the  wing, 

A  conquering! 
Bacchus,  young  Bacchus !  good  or  ill  betide, 
We  dance  before  him  thorough  kingdoms  wide : — 
Omie  hither,  lady  fair,  and  joined  be 

To  our  wild  minstrelsy ! ' 

**  Whence  came  ye,  jolly  Satyrs !  whence  came  ye. 

So  many,  and  so  many,  and  such  glee  f 

Why  have  ye  left  your  forest  haunts,  why  left 

Your  nuts  in  oak-tree  cleft  f — 
'  For  wine,  for  wine  we  left  our  kernel  tree  : 
For  wine  we  left  our  heath,  and  yellow  farooma. 

And  cold  mushrooms ; 
For  wine  we  follow  Bacchus  through  the  earth ; 
Great  god  of  breathless  cups  and  chirping  mirth! — 
Come  hither,  lady  foir,  and  joined  be 
To  our  mad  minstrelsy ! ' 

**  Over  wide  streams  and  mountains  great  we  went. 
And,  save  when  Bacchus  kept  his  ivy  tent. 
Onward  the  tiger  and  the  leopard  pants. 

With  Asian  elephants : 
Onward  theae  myriads^with  song  and  dance. 
With  xebras  striped,  and  sleek  Arabians'  prance, 
Web-fboted  alligators,  crocodiles. 
Bearing  upon  their  scaly  backs,  in  files. 
Plump  infknt  laughten  mimicking  the  cofl 
Of  seamen,  and  stout  galley-rowen*  toil : 
With  t03ring  oars  and  silken  sails  they  glide. 

Nor  care  for  wind  apd  tide. 

*'  Mounted  on  panthers'  furs  and  lions'  manes. 
From  rear  to  van  they  scour  about  the  plains ; 
A  three  days'  journey  in  a  moment  done ; 
And  always,  at  the  rising  of  the  sun. 
About  the  wilds  they  hunt  with  spear  and  horn. 
On  spleenful  unicorn. 


I  saw 


Egypt  kneel  adown 
Before  the  vine-wreath  crown . 
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I  nw  parch'd  Atrfiauiia  nuM  and  nnf 

To  iho  liWcr  cTmbsli'  ring! 
I  wn  Ihe  whelming  linUge  hnily  piene 

Old  TirUiry  Ihe  fierco  f 
The  kingi  of  Ind  Iheir  jeKel.«eptt»«  vaU, 
And  fram  then  tretuiun  kdMci  pesrlitd  hail ; 
QntX  DnUuna  from  hii  mynic  heaTca  groan, 

And  >1]  hia  pncilhnoil  moBtH. 
Bergre  fuung  Bwxhui'  eye-wink  tutoing  pale. 
Inw  thM«  mgioni  cune  I,  folluwing  him, 
Sick-hesiUd,  woiiry — so  I  lodt  »  whim 
To  liny  (way  inio  iheae  (breaii  drear. 

Atone,  wilhool  a  peer : 
And  I  hare  lold  Ihea  all  ihou  mayen  heaf< 

"  Young  iVaagei '. 
I  'va  bHD  a  ranger 
1b  taanh  of  pleoiore  tbrougbmu  evny  clime ; 
Alai!  'liaiwlfcroia: 

T\]  Idae  in  grieving  all  injr  muden  ptime. 

"  Cone  then.  Sorrow, 

SwMleii  Sonow ! 
Uke  an  own  babe  I  nana  ihea  oo  my  bnagi : 

I  Ihouglil  la  leave  Ihee. 

And  deceivB  Ihco, 
Bal  DOW  of  all  the  woHd  1  lore  Ihee  beaL 


ir  wooar  in  Iha  dnila." 


And  look,  quile  dead  lo  evf  ry  v.'orMly  thing '. 

Endynuon  could  not  ipoak,  but  gued  on  het ; 

And  iiaten'd  to  ihe  wind  ihal  now  did  nil 

About  Ihe  ciiiped  oalu  TuJl  drearily. 

Tel  wilh  ai  aweet  n  wftnea  aa  migbl  be  ' 

Remember'd  from  iu  velvet  nuniner  wng. 

AI  laii  he  aaid  :  "  Poor  lady,  bow  ihiu  long 

Have  I  been  able  id  endure  that  voice  I 

Fair  Melody!  kind  Syren!  I've  no  choice; 

I  mual  be  thy  nid  ■ervaiit  evermore : 

I  cannot  choose  bul  kneel  hero  and  adore. 

Lei  me  not  think,  rott  Angel  I  ihall  it  be  ao  I 
Say,  beaulirullcsl,  ihall  I  never  think  t 

0  Ihou  couldil  Cwier  me  beyond  the  brink 
Of  recollection !  make  my  watchful  care 
Cksa  np  it!  bloodahol  eyei,  nor  fee  dcapair ', 
Do  geo^y  murder  half  my  aou],  and  I 
Shall  feel  the  olhcr  half  »  utterly  !— 

1  'm  giddy  al  thai  cheek  »  fair  and  imaoth  j 
O  lei  il  bluah  io  over :  let  it  aootho 

My  nuidnen !  lei  it  manlle  nHy-wann 
Wilh  Iha  tinge  of  love,  panting  in  nle  alarm. 
Thi>  cannot  be  thy  band,  and  yet  it  ii; 
And  lhi>  ii  lure  Ihiae  other  aoflling — Ihii 


ThL._ 
Will  fi 


Woat    WOE  TO  TH<T  E.f  DTHIOK  I   Whxu  U 

Even  theae  worda  went  echoing  dionally 
Tliniagh  Ihe  wide  Ibreat — a  moai  fearful  tai 
Like  one  ropenling  in  hia  laieit  moan ; 
And  while  it  di«l  away  a  ihade  poa'd  by. 
Aa  of  a  tbunder-clond.     When  arrowi  dy 
Hmogfa  the  thick  branchei.  poor  nne-d(m  M 

forth 
Their  timid  necka  and  tremble ;  n  these  both 
Lean!  lo  each  other  Irembliog.  atvl  eat  lo 
Waiiuig  lot  aoma  destruction— when  to! 
Fool-fealh«rM  Mercury  appear'd  aubhma 
Beyond  the  tail  [ree-lajw ;  gul  in  lea  Din* 
Than  ihoota  the  alanied  h.  " 


hii  bone  ■■  011)7  *)>■ 

He  n-ilh  hii  wand  ligbi  lauch'd,  and  ' 

Swifler  than  light ' 

The  teeming  earth 

Of  hia  awift  magic.  Diving  awan*  appear 
10  cryaul  cirelings  white  and  oltai,- 
■h  Ihe  cheated  eye  in  wild  aorprae. 

So  from  the  turf  outapning  tno  aleedi  jelMait 
Each  wilh  large  dart-Wue  winga  upon  ha  imk. 
The  yonlh  of  Coria  placed  Ihe  lovely  H-jm 
On  one,  and  felt  himaelf  in  ipUen  to  lame 

er'i  fiercenea.     Through  ihe  air  they  Am, 
High  a>  ihe  englea.     Like  two  droiM  of  dew 
Eihaled  to  Phirbua'  lipa.  away  Ibey  on  gcoe. 
Par  ir«a  the  earth  away — an««ii.  akne. 
Among  cool  elouda  and  winda,  bat  Ihal  ilu  fn^ 
The  buoyant  Hfe  of  song  can  floating  be 
Above  Ihoir  headi.  and  follow  them  nntired. 

'my  naiivo  bind  !  am  I  inapired  ! 
ID  giddy  air,  and  I  moM  apread 
Wide  piniona  10  keep  here ;  nor  do  I  di^d 
Or  beigbl.  or  depth,  or  width,  or  ai 


Thc«  tow< 


e=th  ray  gl«, 


14  and  their  mournful  fieigbt 
kiiuB  nil.  Biid  aee,  end  thna  await 
fbr  power  of  thought.  withoDI  thine  aidt— 
n  aleepy  duah.  an  odoinua  abade 
From  aome  approaching  vnmder,  and  behaU 
Those  ivingcd  aleeda,  with  anoning  noatiila  boM 

faml  eilreme.  and  aeetn  to  ore. 
Dying  10  erabera  from  their  native  fire  • 


m'd  as  when  around  iho  pels  new  mom 

Sad  Zephyr  droopa  the  clouda  like  weeping  willow: 

Tw«a  Sleep  alow  journeying  vriih  head  on  pillow 

For  Ihe  fint  time,  lincc  be  came  nigh  dead-bom 

m  Ihe  old  womh  of  night,  hia  cave  forlora 
Had  he  left  more  tbrlom;  lor  the  lint  time. 
He  fell  aloof  iho  day  and  rooming'a  prime — 
Becatiao  inlo  hia  depth  Cimmerian 
There  came  a  dream,  abowing  how  a  yonng  mo- 
Ere  a  leen  bal  could  plump  in  wintery  akin. 
Would  at  high  Jove'a  empyreal  footsiotd  arin 
An  immortality,  and  how  eapouae 
ilove'a  daughter,  and  be  reckon'd  of  hia  hooae. 
Now  waa  ho  alumbering  lowarda  heavsn'i  gaia^ 
Thai  he  mi^t  al  the  Ihreifaold  one  hour  wail 

At  Ihe  mamago  melodiea^  and  then 
Sink  downward  lo  hia  duiW  cava  igain- 
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litter  of  smooth  leiniluceDt  mist, 
Divenely  tinged  with  rote  and  amethyst. 
Puzzled  those  eyes  that  for  the  centre  sought ; 
And  scarcely  for  one  moment  could  be  caught 
Wb  sluggish  form  reposing  motionless. 
Those  two  on  winged  steeds,  with  all  the  stress 
CH*  vinon  search'd  for  him,  as  one  would  look 
Athwart  the  sallows  of  a  river  nook 
To  catch  a  glance  at  silver-throated  eels,i — 
Or  from  old  Skiddaw's  top,  when  fog  conceals 
His  rugged  forehead  in  a  mantle  pale. 
With  an  eye-guess  towards  some  pleasant  vale, 
Deeciy  a  favorite  hamlet  faint  and  far. 

These  raven  horses,  Uiough  they  foster'd  are 
Of  earth's  splenetic  fire,  dully  drop 
Their  full-vein'd  ears,  nostrils  blood  wide,  and  stop ; 
Upon  the  spiritless  mist  have  they  outspread 
Their  ample  feathers,  are  in  slumber  dead, — 
And  on  (hose  pinions,  level  in  mid-air, 
Endyniiun  sleepeth  and  the  lady  fiur. 
Slowly  they  sail,  slowly  as  icy  isle 
Upon  a  calm  sea  drifting:  and  meanwhile 
The  mournful  wanderer  dreams.   Behold !  he  walks 
On  heaven's  pavement ;  brotherly  he  talks 
To  divine  powers :  from  his  hand  full  fain 
Juno's  proud  birds  are  pecking  pearly  grain : 
He  tries  the  nerve  of  Phoebus'  golden  bow, 
And  asketh  where  the  golden  apples  grow : 
Upon  his  arm  he  braces  Pallas'  shield. 
And  striv^  in  vain  to  unsettle  and  wield 
A  Jovian  thunderbolt :  arch  Hebe  brings  ' 

A  full-brimm'd  goblet,  dances  lightly,  sings 
And  tantalizes  long ;  at  last  he  drinks. 
And  lost  in  pleasure  at  her  feet  he  sinks. 
Touching  with  dazzled  lips  her  starlight  hand, 
He  blows  a  bugle, — an  ethereal  band 
Are  visible  above  :  the  Seasons  four, — 
Green-kirtled  Spring,  flush  Summer,  golden  store 
In  Autumn's  sickle.  Winter  frosty  hoar. 
Join  dance  with  shadowy  Hours;  whUe  still  the  bUMy 
Ih  swells  unmitigated,  still  doth  last 
To  sway  their  floating  morris.    '*  Whose  is  this  7 
Whose  bugle  ?"  he  inquires:  they  smile — ^"O  Dis! 
Why  is  this  mortal  here  ?   Dost  ihon  not  know 
Its  mistress'  lips  ?  Not  thou  ?-— Tis  Dian's :  lo ! 
She  rises  crescented!"  He  looks,  'tis  she, 
His  very  goddess :  good-bye  earth,  and  sea. 
And  air,  and  pains,  and  care,  and  suffering ; 
Good-bye  to  all  but  love !   Then  doth  he  spring 
Towards  her,  and  awakee— and,  strange,  o'ertiead, 
Of  those  same  fragrant  exhalations  bred. 
Beheld  awake  his  very  dream :  the  Gods 
Stood  smiling ;  merry  Hebe  laughs  and  nods ; 
And  Phcebe  bends  towards  him  crescented. 
O  stale  perplexing !  On  the  pinion  bed. 
Too  well  awake,  he  feels  the  panting  side 
Of  his  delicious  lady.    He  who  died 
For  soaring  too  audacious  in  the  sun. 
Where  that  same  treacherous  wax  began  to  run. 
Felt  not  more  tongue-tied  than  findyimon. 
His  heart  leapt  up  as  to  its  rightful  throne, 
To  that  fair-flhadow'd  passion  puked  its  wvf-^ 
Ah,  what  perplexity!  Ah,  well-ft<lay! 
So  fond,  so  beauteous  was  his  bed-Mlow, 
He  could  not  help  but  kiss  her:  then  be  grew 

3V        I 


Awliile  forgetful  of  all  beauty  save 

Young  Phoebe's,  golden-hair'd ;  and  so  'gan  crave 

Forgiveness :  yet  he  tum'd  once  more  to  look 

At  the  sweet  sleeper, — all  his  soul  was  shook, — 

She  press'd  his  hand  in  slumber;  so  once  more 

He  could  not  help  but  kiss  her  and  adore. 

At  this  the  shadow  wept,  melting  away. 

The  Latmian  started  up :  *'  Bright  goddess,  stay ! 

Search  my  most  hidden  breast !  By  buth's  own  tongue, 

I  have  no  dsdal  heart :  why  is  it  wrung 

To  desperation  7  Is  there  naaght  for  me. 

Upon  the  bourn  of  bliss,  but  misery  7" 


These  words  awoke  the  stranger  of  dark 
Her  dawning  love-look  rapt  Endymion  blesses 
With  'havior  soft.    Sleep  yawn'd  fifom  underneath. 
**  Thou  swan  of  Ganges,  let  us  no  more  breathe 
This  murky  phantasm !  thou  contented  seem'st 
Pillow'd  in  lovely  idleness,  nor  drearo'st 
What  horrors  may  discomfort  thee  and  me. 
Ah,  shouldst  thou  die  from  my  heart-breachery !« 
Yet  did  she  merely  weep— her  gentle  soul 
Hath  no  revenge  in  it ;  as  it  is  whole 
In  tenderness,  would  I  were  whole  in  love ! 
Can  I  prize  thee,  fahr  maid,  all  [Hice  above. 
Even  when  I  feel  as  true  as  innocence  7 
I  do,  I  do.~What  is  this  soul  then  7  Whence 
Came  it  7  It  does  not  seem  my  own,  and  I 
Have  no  self-passion  or  identity. 
Some  fearful  end  must  be ;  where,  where  it  itt 
By  Nemesis !  I  see  my  spirit  flit 
Alone  about  the  da>k — Forgive  me,  sweet ! 
Shall  we  away  7"   He  roused  the  steeds;  they  beat 
Their  wings  chivalrous  into  the  clear  air, 
Leaving  old  Sleep  within  his  vapory  lair. 

The  good-night  blush  of  eve  was  waning  slow, 
And  Vesper,  risen  star,  began  to  throe 
In  the  dusk  heavens  silvery,  when  they 
Thus  sprang  direct  towards  the  Galaxy. 
Nor  did  speed  hinder  converse  seft  and  strange- 
Eternal  oaths  and  vows  they  interchange, 
In  such  wise,  in  such  temper,  so  aloof 
Up  in  the  winds,  beneath  a  starry  roof^ 
So  witless  of  their  doom,  that  verily 
Tis  well-nigh  past  man's  search  their  hearts  to  see ; 
Whether  they  wept,  or  laugh'd,  or  grieved,  or  toy*4— 
Most  like  with  joy  gone  mad,  with  sonow  cloy'd. 


Full  facing  their  swift  fUght,  from  ebon  streak* 
The  moon  put  forth  a  little  diamond  peak. 
No  tngger  than  an  unobserved  star. 
Or  tiny  point  of  fairy  scimitar ; 
Bright  signal  that  she  only  stoop'd  to  tie 
Her  silver  sandals,  ere  deliciouriy 
She  bow'd  into  the  heavens  her  timid  head. 
Slowly  she  rose,  as  though  she  would -have  fled 
While  to  his  lady  meek  the  Carian  tum'd. 
To  mark  if  her  dark  eyes  had  yet  discem'd 
This  beauty  in  its  birth — Despair!  despair! 
He  saw  her  body  ftding  gaunt  and  spare 
In  the  cold  moonshine.  Straight  he  seized  herwriM; 
It  melted  from  his  grasp ;  her  hand  he  kiss'd, 
And,  homr!  kM^d  hii  own— he  was  alone. 
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Uidii  lor  ihB  foni  to  wander 

uk  regicnu  ■»  around  ii.  vi 
r  buried  eriefi  Iho  apiril  »( 


lliB  propot  I 


'    Of  "Very  ill  =  U"«  i""  i"  r«  W 
Who  hath  noi  joumey'd  in  ihi"  nimve  holl. 
Bal  Tew  hive  ever  ftli  how  calm  and  woll 
Bl»p  malt  Iw  had  in  tliM  deep  den  oT  all. 
Then  auguiah  do«  nM  iiing,  nor  plniBUre  poll ; 
WmvJiurrii.'aniai  beat  ever  bl  the  giM. 
Tel  all  w  atill  wilhin  and  deaolale. 
Beael  wiih  plaioTul  gtuu.  v/ahsa  yp  hoar 
No  Bound  io  loud  on  when  on  cnrlain'il  bici 
The  dosih-wBleh  lick  »  iiuled.    Knler  nons 
Wlw  Blrive  Ihsrafiir:  on  iha  ludden  il  ii  won. 
Jual  when  the  aufleror  beguia  Io  hum, 
Then  il  i.  free  to  him;  and  froia  an  um, 
Btill  fed  by  melting  ice.  he  mkei  a  drnughl— 
Toung  Semele  «uch  richneB  never  quaft 
In  her  malrmal  kmjing.    Happy  gluom  ■ 
Darii  ParadiM  I  where  pole  becumea  ihe  bloom 
Of  heallh  by  due ;  where  lilenoo  droorietu 
|g  man  aniculale;  where  hopca  inlcel; 
Where  ^ii>e  eyes  are  ibe  hrighlol  far  dial  beep 
Their  lidi  shut  loogeal  in  a  dreomlcn  aleep. 
O  haniy  Bpiiit-home '.  Q  wondroua  loal '. 
Pregnuil  with  audi  B  den  la  lave  ihe  whole 
In  Ihine  own  depth.    Halt,  gentle  Ctriaa ! 
For.  never  irinrR  ihy  griefa  and  wotn  began. 
Haal  diou  fell  un  conienl :  a  gripvniDi  faud 
Hath  led  ih™  10  thii  Cnve  of  Quietude. 
Aye.  bii  lull'cl  Kiul  nu  there,  although  upborne 
With  dnngeruoe  ipcod  :  and  n  he  did  not  mourn 
Betauae  he  know  not  whither  ho  waa  ffjing. 
80  happy  waa  ho,  not  the  serial  hlowing 
Of  tmmpoB  at  clear  parley  from  the  ooal 
Coold  rouw  froni  thai  fine  retiah,  that  high  foul 
They  ilung  the  fealher'd  hone;  with  fierce  alann 
~     He  flopp'd  toward!  the  lonnd.    ALqji  !  no  charm 
Could  Ull  Endymion'i  heoil,  or  he  had  view'd 
A  akyey  musk,  1 


Andai 


With  isnnel  gisMi.  and  balm,  and  golden  fiam. 
Savory,  laller-miol.  and  mlunibinec. 
Cool  panley.  bowl  awiei.  and  lunny  Ihyma ; 
Yea,  every  (tower  and  leaf  of  evory  obfflr. 
Ail  giUher'd  in  Ihe  dewy  morning:  hie 
I  Away!  fly.  fly  I— 

Ciyilalltoe  hniiher  of  Ihe  hdl  of  heaven, 
Aquarim!  10  whom  king  Jove  hm  jiien 
Two  ligiud  pulse  alreiuiB  'aleod  of  teilhrr'd  nir 
Two  fon-hke  louniainm — Ihine  illanuuingi 

For  Dian  pby : 
DiBolvB  Iha  froaen  parity  of  air ; 
Let  (hy  white  ehoulden  dlvciy  and  bare 
Slow  cold  through  nalery  pinioni,-  make  more  bi 
The  SlarQueen'a  creKeiK  on  her  morriai 

Ugflle,  haste  away ! 
Cailor  hoi  lamed  the  [ilanel  lioa,  aaal 
And  of  the  Hear  hu  i'ollut  moiieiy; 
A  third  it  in  the  race '.  who  ii  tho  Ihild, 
Speeding  away  ■wifl  at  the  eaglo  birdt 


Warbling  the  while  bb  if  10  lull  and  greet 
The  wanderer  in  hii  path.    Thus  warbled  they. 
While  peal  the  vision  wont  in  brighl  array. 

■'  Who,  who  from  Dian'a  feoM  would  bo  Bway  I 
For  all  the  golden  ban  era  of  the  day 
'  Are  empty  led  1  Who,  who  away  wuuld  bo 
From  Cynlhio'a  weddmg  and  feaovily  I 
NolHeaperua:  Io!  upon  hiaiilvcr  wing» 
Be  leana  away  lor  higheal  heaven  and  linga, 
Snapping  hia  lucid  Gngcn  merrily : — 
Ah.ZephytU"^  ort  hens,  and  Flora  tool 
Ve  tender  hibbeia  of  the  rain  and  dew. 
Young  i^ayraiuoa  of  the  roee  and  daBbdil, 
Bb  oaraful,  en  ye  sntei  in,  Io  fill 


The  I 


inpuigCi 


i 


i[  bow  Gmcc^ 


The  Conlaot'a  artow  ready  w 

Some  enemy :  for  Ibrth  hia  bow  ii  bent 

Into  the  blue  of  heaven.    He  '11  bo  abenl. 

Pale  imroWlar, 
When  he  ihall  heor  the  wedding  lulea  a-phyinc-— 
Andromeda!  awoet  wumanl  why  delaying 
So  timidly  among  Ihe  stam  r  Gunie  hither ! 
Join  thii  bright  throng,  and  uimbly  follow  whithn 

They  all  are  going. 

Sou.  beliin  Java  newly  bow'd. 

9p!  lor  Ihee,  calling  to  Jove  aloud. 
Thee,  gentle  lady,  did  be  disenthral : 
Ye  ahall  br  ever  hve  ami  lave,  for  all 

Thy  ictua  are  flowiog^ 
By  Dnphne'i  IVighi,  boholJ  Apollo ! — " 


Endyniion  heard  not;  down  hta  steed  him  bore, 
Pnme  Io  Ihe  green  head  of  a  mialy  bilL 

Tlii  fint  touch  of  the  earth  went  nigh  to  kill. 
Aloal"  aaid  ho,  -  Here  I  but  always  home 
hroughdangemiu  winds,  bad  but  my  (iialile{B  wd 


Horrors  whid 
For  my  own  1 
Who  hvea  he 

The  groH ;  I  feel  Uie  solid  ground — Ah.  1 
It  ia  Ihy  voice— <livineiil !  Whote  I— who ; 
Left  thee  bo  quiet  on  thii  bed  of  dew  I 
Behold  upon  this  happy  earth  we  are  < 
Lcl  ua  aye  love  each  olher;  let  ua  fuie 
On  foresWniita,  and  never,  never  go 
Among  Ihe  abodes  of  morluLi  here  below 
Or  bo  by  phODlona  duped.   Odealinyl 
Into  B  lal^nlh  now  my  aonl  would  %. 

I  on  thia  apoi  will  olTcr:  Pan  will  bid 
Vi  live  in  peace,  in  love  and  peace  ooioni 
Uia  loital  wddernOK*.    I  have  clung 


tUIn 
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*IVi  nothing,  loved  a  nothing,  nothing  seen 

Or  felt  but  a  great  dream !  Oh,  I  have  been 

Preaumptuous  against  love,  against  the  sky, 

Against  all  elements,  against  the  tie 

Of  mortals  each  to  each,  against  the  bloonii 

Of  flowers,  msh  of  rivers,  and  the  tombt 

Of  heroes  gone !  Against  his  proper  glory 

Has  my  own  toul  conspired :  so  my  story 

Will  I  to  children  utter,  and  repent 

There  never  Uved  a  mortal  man,  who  bent 

ffia  appetite  beyond  his  natural  sphere, 

Bat  starved  and  died.     My  sweetest  Indian,  here, 

Here  will  I  kneel,  for  thou  redeemed  hast 

My  life  from  too  thin  breathing :  gone  and  past 

Are  cloudy  phantasms.     Caverns  lone,  &rewell ! 

And  air  of  visions,  and  the  monstrous  swell 

Of  visionary  seas !  No,  never  more 

Shall  airy  voices  cheat  me  to  the  shore 

Of  tangled  wonder,  breathless  and  aghast. 

Adieu,  my  daintiest  Dream !  although  so  vast 

My  love  is  still  for  thee.     The  hour  may  come 

When  we  shall  meet  in  pure  elysium. 

On  earth  I  may  not  love  thee ;  and  therefore 

Doves  will  I  ofier  up,  and  sweetest  store 

All  through  the  teeming  year :  so  thou  wilt  shine. 

On  me,  and  on  this  damsel  foir  of  mine, 

And  bless  our  simple  lives.     My  Indian  bliH ! 

My  river-lily  bud !  one  human  kiss ! 

One  sigh  of  real  breath— one  gende  squeeze, 

Warm  as  a  dove's  nest  among  summer  trees, 

And  warm  with  dews  that  ooze  from  living  blood ! 

Whither  didst  melt  ?  Ah,  what  of  that  ? — all  good 

We  Ul  talk  about — no  more  of  dreaming. — Now, 

Where  shall  our  dwelling  be  ?  Under  the  brow 

Of  some  steep  mossy  hill,  where  ivy  don 

Would  hide  us  up,  although  spring  leaves  were  none ; 

And  where  dark  yew'trees,  as  we  rustle  through, 

Will  drop  their  scarlet-berry  cups  of  dew? 

0  thou  wouldst  joy  to  live  in  such  a  place ! 
Dusk  for  our  loves,  yet  Ught  enough  to  grace 
Those  gentle  limbs  on  mossy  bed  reclined : 
For  by  one  step  the  blue  s^  shouldst  thou  find. 
And  by  another,  in  deep  dell  below. 

See,  through  the  trees,  a  little  river  go 
All  in  its  mid-day  gold  and  glimmering. 
Honey  from  out  the  gnarled  hive  I'll  bring, 
And  apples,  wan  with  sweetness,  gather  ^ee« — 
Cresses  that  grow  where  no  man  may  them  te^ 
And  sorrel  untom  by  the  dew-claw'd  stag : 
Pipes  will  I  fashion  of  the  sjrrinx  flag, 
That  thou  mayst  always  know  whither  I  roam. 
When  it  shall  please  thee  in  our  quiet  home 
To  listen  and  think  of  love.    Still  let  me  speak ; 
Still  let  me  dive  into  the  joy  I  seek, — 
For  yet  the  past  doth  prison  me.    The  rill. 
Thou  haply  mayst  delight  in,  will  I  fill 
With  foiry  fishes  from  the  mountain  tarn. 
And  thou  shalt  feed  them  from  the  squirrel'i  bam. 
Its  bottom  will  I  strew  with  amber  shells. 
And  pebbles  blue  from  deep  enchanted  welli. 
Its  sides  I  '11  plant  with  dew-eweet  eglantine, 
And  honeysuckles  full  of  clear  bee-wine. 

1  will  entice  this  crystal  rill  to  trace 
Love's  silver  name  upon  the  meadow's  fiuse. 
I  '11  kneel  to  Vesta,  for  a  flame  of  fire ; 
And  to  god  Phcebus,  for  a  golden  lyre ; 
To  Empress  Dian,  for  a  hunting-apear ; 
To  Vesper,  for  a  taper  silver-clear. 


That  I  may  see  thy  beauty  through  the  night ; 
To  Flora,  and  a  nightingale  shall  light 
Tame  on  thy  fmger ;  to  the  River-gods, 
And  they  shall  bring  thee  taper  fishing-rods 
Of  gold,  and  lines  of  Naiad's  long  bright  tress. 
Heaven  shield  thee  for  thine  utter  loveliness ! 
Thy  moesy  footstool  shall  the  altar  be 
'Fore  which  I  '11  bend,  bending,  dear  love,  to  thee : 
Those  lips  shall  be  my  Delphos,  and  shall  speak 
Laws  to  my  footsteps,  color  to  my  cheek. 
Trembling  or  stedfostness  to  this  same  voice. 
And  of  three  sweetest  pleasurings  the  choice : 
And  that  afifectionate  light,  those  diamond  things 
Those  eyes,  those   passions,  those   supreme  pearl 

springs. 
Shall  be  my  grief,  or  twinkle  me  to  pleasure. 
Say,  is  not  bliss  within  our  perfect  seizure  7 
O  that  I  could  not  doubt?" 


The  mountaineer 
Thus  strove  by  fimcies  vain  and  crude  to  clear 
His  brier'd  path  to  some  tranquillity. 
It  gave  bright  gladness  to  his  lady's  eye. 
And  yet  the  tears  she  wept  were  tears  of  sorrow ; 
Answering  thus,  just  as  die  golden  morrow 
Beam'd  upward  fjfom  the  valleys  of  the  east : 
"*  O  that  the  flutter  of  this  heart  had  ceased. 
Or  the  sweet  name  of  love  had  pass'd  away ! 
Young  feather'd  t3nrant !  by  a  swifl  decay 
Wilt  thou  devote  this  body  to  the  earth : 
And  I  do  think  that  at  my  very  birth 
I  lisp'd  thy  blooming  titles  inwardly ; 
For  at  the  first,  first  dawn  and  thought  of  thee, 
With  uplif\  Ifands  I  blest  the  stars  of  heaven. 
Art  thou  not  cruel  ?  Ever  have  I  striven 
To  think  thee  kind,  but  ah,  it  will  not  do ! 
When  yet  a  child,  I  heard  that  kisses  drew 
Favor  from  thee,  and  so  I  kisses  gave 
To  the  void  air,  bidding  them  find  out  love : 
But  when  I  came  to  feel  how  far  above 
All  fiincy,  pride,  and  fickle  maidenhood. 
All  earthly  pleasure,  all  imagined  good. 
Was  the  warm  tremble  of  a  devout  kiss, — 
Even  then,  that  moment,  at  the  thought  of  this. 
Fainting  I  fell  mto  a  bed  of  flowers. 
And  languish'd  there  three  days.  Ye  milder  powers. 
Am  I  not  cruelly  wrong'd  ?  Believe,  beUeve 
Me,  dear  Endjrmion,  were  I  to  weave 
With  my  own  fancies  garlands  of  sweet  life. 
Thou  shouldst  be  one  of  all.     Ah,  bitter  strife ! 
I  may  not  be  thy  love :  I  am  forbidden — 
Indeed  I  am— thwarted,  afifrighted,  chidden, 
By  things  I  trembled  at,  and  gorgon  wrath. 
Twice  Imst  thou  ask'd  whither  I  went :  henceforth 
Ask  me  no  more !  I  may  not  utter  it. 
Nor  may  I  be  thy  love.    We  might  commit 
Ourselves  at  once  to  vengeance ;  we  might  die ;       * 
We  might  embrace  and  die :  voluptuous  thought 
Enlarge  not  to  my  hunger,  or  I  'm  caught 
In  trammels  of  perverM  deliciousness. 
No,  no,  that  shall  not  be:  thee  will  I  bless. 
And  bid  a  long  adieu." 


The  Carian 
No  word  ratura'd .  bodi  lovelorn,  silent,  wan. 
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No  longue  ahBll  uk.  whcnri! 


Endjrmkjn !  unlupiiy  f  il  nigli  grievn 
H«  10  brlwld  IbH  thu>  Ln  but  oitnms : 
Eiukied  en  IhH,  bul  InJ^r  Ibil  I  deGm 
[Vulh  llie  beil  moiic  in  a  linl-boni  aong. 

knd  ihau  riult  aid— Eiu)  Ihou  nol  aided  ms  F 
Eh,  iDODolifhl  EmpcTor  I  lelidly 
llu  bsaii  ihy  meed  Tor  many  ihoknuid  jeert; 
Tm  onen  h«ve  I.  on  the  brinli  or  lasn, 
Houm'd  w  if  yflt  Ihou  tvort  a  ibreiLerf — 
f  orgetlin;  Ihe  old  tale. 


tlo  did  not  BUr 
Bk  e^  ftom  ihe  deod  Irov«.  ur  dup  nnall  polw 
Of  joy  hs  lojghl  hgve  Tell.     The  spirit  culli 
lTDfiid«l  Dnuranih.  whan  wild  il  itiayi 
Through  (he  oJd  sardan-grouad  of  bojriiih  dqyi. 
A  tittie  unwnrd  ran  the  very  flresm 
By  which  ha  look  hia  liiit  riof\  poppy  dream : 
And  on  Iho  very  bark  'gund  which  lie  leonl 
A  ctescent  ho  liad  CDtvcd.  and  round  il  ipenl 
Bii  ikill  in  little  itan.     The  leoniing  tree 
Hiul  iwoira  and  gnwn'd  llio  piois  choiDcCery, 


lehftd  ni 


(elope  J 
caeath  whiiu  rooty  ihiidA 
hi«  tamed  leoponfe  piny'd  i 
>»  light,  or  javehD, 
era  his  bad  nevor  been— 


Up  which 
And  not  ■ 
B*  had  not' 
Nor  could  u 
Fly  iDlbeai 
And  yet  he  I 


Why  doea  hii  lady  smila.  plotuing  her  eye 
With  all  hti  Mnvwin^  I  Hn  see*  her  noL 
Bnl  who  HI  •lorea  on  him  I  Ha  siater,  lara  '. 
pMoa  of  the  woudi !  Con  ihe  endure— 
Ifopcnible — hatv  dearly  ihey  embnice  '. 
Hii  lady  amilei ;  dclighl  ia  in  her  face ; 
"  Il  ia  no  ireaeheiy. 

"  Deoi  brother  mine  '■ 
Endymion,  wrap  nol  w '.  Why  abouldn  thou 
yfbBD  all  great  Idtmoa  «  eiott  will  be  T 
llank  the  great  godi,  and  look  not  bitterly ; 


Thou  aurely  codal  not  Uar  b  mind  in 
Come  hoikd  in  hnnd  with  an«  ki  beaut 
.  B«  happy  bat}|  of  you  !  Tor  1  will  pull 
The  llowsn  of  autumn  for  j-oiit  coron 
Pan'i  holy  prieal  Ibr  young  Rndyminn 
And  when  he  ia  reetoreil.  thou,  tbiresl 
Sholt  be  our  qtieen.  Now.  ia  it  not  a 
To  aee  ye  thiia, — not  very,  veiy  aail  ? 
Peihapa  ye  are  lew  happy  to  bo  glad  : 
O  teal  aa  if  it  werH  a  common  day  ; 
Fne-voiccd  a*  one  who  never  wai  an 


Nol  etoQ  I,  for  one  u-hole  DwDth,  will  < 
Into  tbe  bonn  that  have  paai'd  ua  by, 
Sines  in  my  urbor  1  did  aii 


OUen 


u  CynihiiL  qucon  of  light; 
For  the  Goolhaayerm  old  utw  yealj:mighl 
Good  viiioni  m  the  air.— whence  »ill  befall. 
Ai  aay  iheie  aagci,  health  pcrpeioal 
To  ahepherdi  Bud  their  Hni^lu ;  and  runhennon!. 
In  IKwi'i  bee  they  renii  tbe  genile  lore : 
Therefore  Ibr  bor  ibeae  vegper-caroli  ore. 
Our  Dieadl  will  all  be  tliere  from  ni^  and  &r. 
Many  upno  ihy  denih  have  diloea  made : 
And  tnany,  eveu  now.  Iheir  ibrebeoda  ahftl* 
With  cypreo.  on  a  day  of  aacrtficeL. 
Now  ainging  fhi  oor  maida  shall  tlKn  deiiae; 
And  pluck  ihe  «orruw  Irom  uur  huntunea'a  bm^ 
Tell  me,  my  bidy-queen.  bow  to  o>|iduw 
Thia  way  wiinl  brother  lo  hia  righttiii)  joy>  • 

Ilix  fate  inoat  goddon-Uke.     Qelp  me,  1  pray, 

Tu  lure — Endymion,  door  brother,  >ay 

What  oils  thee  T"  He  irjuld  bear  no  mara.  and  M 

Bent  hia  anil  fiercely  Uke  a  spiriiual  bow. 

And  iwoiig'd  il  inK-anlly.  and  ralmly  aaid  : 

"  I  would  have  thee  my  only  friend,  bwem  aaiii 

My  only  vlaitor  '.  not  ignonuit  though. 

That  Iboae  decepliona  which  fiir  |ilca>ure  ga 

'MoDg  men.  are  pleuiires  real  an  real  may  bt: 

But  ihoie  are  hi^er  ones  I  may  nol  aee, 

If  impionily  an  nnhly  reulm  1  lake. 

„  .  lad  day  by  day.  until 
Of  ibe  empyrean  I  baie  dmiik  my  liU. 
iM  il  content  Ihee,  Slater,  aeeing  me 


Where  thou  i 


rd  reahn  uliall  pta^ier  i 
oil  hi^allh  confide, 
in  yuung  maid  ainda 
rr.     Thou  uluue. 


Thy  spirit  in  Hi 
Through  ma  Ibi 
For  to  thy  tnngi 

Willi  Ihee  aa  a 

I  may  eoutid  Bltaligoty :  but  when,  dcaiE 

■a  aeeal  il  lot  my  happine«a,  no  pearl 

I  irespon  down  Ihoee  cheeks.     Companic 

I  be  conteni  to  dwell  with  lier.  to  ihare 

Tllia  ainar's  love  wilh  me  1"  Like  one  rengi 

And  bent  by  circuinaiancea.  and  thetvby  blLi 

'~     'IfcomminnenL  tbuj  ihnl  meek  unkoom 

•f  my  ean  tuu  Oowu, 


Of  ji 


'  Duill  :■ 


Rtih  1  h 


Well  then 
Tender  aoever.  but  ia  Jovc'a  own  care. 
Long  have  I  sought  for  reft,  and,  unaware. 
Behold  1  Dud  it:  so  eialled  loo! 

alter  my  own  heart  I  1  knew.  I  knew 
Hiere  waa  a  place  unienanted  in  it ; 
In  that  aama  void  white  Chmtity  shall  ait. 
■  me  niKhily  lo  lone  slumber. 
Upa  1  vow  me  U  the  number 
Of  Dian'a  Birierhood :  and,  kind  bdy. 
Wilh  thy  good  help,  Ibia  vary  nijht  ahall  so 
S6i 
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are  da3rB  to  her  &ne  consecrate." 

ie\B  a  dreamer  what  doth  most  create 
n  particular  fright,  ao  these  three  felt : 

one,  who,  in  aAer  ages,  knelt 
nfer  or  Baal,  when  he  'd  pine 

little  aleep :  or  when  in  mine 
ler-ground,  a  sleeper  meets  his  frienda 
now  him  not     Each  diligently  bends 
Is  common  thoughts  and  things  for  very  fear ; 
7  their  ghastly  malady  to  cheer, 
iking  it  a  thing  of  yes  and  no, 
Dusewives  talk  of.     But  the  spirit>blow 
ruck,  and  all  were  dreamers.     At  the  last 
ion  said :  "  Are  not  our  fates  all  cast ! 
and  we  here  7  Adieu,  ye  tender  pair  * 
"  Whereat  those  maidens^  with  wild  stare, 
I  dizzily  away.     Pained  and  hot 
38  went  after  them,  until  they  got 
>  a  cypress  grove,  whose  deadly  maw, 
swiA  moment,  would  what  then  he  saw 
for  ever.     **  Stay ! "  he  cried.  "  ah,  stay ! 
lamsels !  hist !  one  word  I  have  to  say : 
Indian,  I  would  see  thee  once  again, 
thing  I  dote  on :  so  I'd  fain, 
ye  should  hand  in  hand  repair, 
98e  holy  groves  that  silent  are 

great  Dian's  temple.     I  '11  be  yon, 
per's  earliest  twinkle— they  are  gone — 
[!e,  once,  once  again — "  At  this  he  preas'd 
ids  against  his  face,  and  then  did  rest 
id  upon  a  rooasy  hillock  green, 

remain'd  as  he  a  corpse  had  been 

long  day ;  save  when  he  scantly  lifted 
38  abroad,  to  see  how  shadows  shifled 
iie  slow  move  of  time^— sluggish  and  weaiy 
be  poplar  tops,  in  journey  dreary, 
ach'd  the  river's  brim.    Then  up  he  roee, 
owly  as  that  very  river  flows, 
[  tow'rds  the  temple-grove  with  this  lament : 
such  a  golden  eve  7   The  breexe  is  sent 
i  and  sof^  that  not  a  leaf  may  fidl 
the  serene  father  of  them  all 
lown  his  summer  head  below  the  west 
m  I  of  breath,  speech,  and  speed  posseot, 
the  setting  I  must  bid  adieu 

for  the  last  time.     Night  will  strew 

damp  grass  myriads  of  lingering  leaves, 
ith  them  shall  I  die ;  nor  much  it  grieves 
,  when  summer  dies  on  the  cold  sward. 

have  been  a  butterfly,  a  lord 
irers,  garlands,  love-knots,  silly  posies, 
,  meadows,  melodies,  and  arbor-roses ; 
igdom  's  at  its  death,  and  just  it  is 
should  die  with  it :  so  in  all  this 
Bcall  grief,  bale,  sorrow,  heart-break,  woe, 
B  there  to  plain  of 7   By  Titan's  foe 
ut  rightly  served.*'    So  saying,  he 
I  lightly  on,  in  sort  of  deathful  glee ; 


Laughing  at  the  clear  stream  and  setting  son. 
As  though  they  jests  had  been :  nor  had  he  done 
ffis  laugh  at  Nature's  holy  comitenance. 
Until  diat  grove  appear'd,  as  if  perchance. 
And  then  his  tongue  with  sober  seemlihed 
Gave  utterance  as  he  enter'd :  **  Ha !"  I  said, 
**  King  of  the  butterflies  {  but  by  this  gloom, 
And  by  old  Rhadamanthus*  tongue  of  doom, 
This  dusk  religion,  pomp  of  solitude, 
And  the  Promethean  clay  by  thief  endued. 
By  old  Satumus'  forelock,  by  his  bead 
Shook  with  eternal  palsy,  I  did  wed 
Myself  to  things  of  light  from  infoncy; 
And  thus  to  be  cast  out,  thus  lorn  to  die^ 
Is  sure  enough  to  make  a  mortal  man 
Grow  impious."    So  he  inwardly  began 
On  things  for  which  no  wording  can  be  found ; 
Deeper  and  deeper  sinking,  until  drown'd 
Beyond  the  reach  of  music :  for  the  choir 
Of  Cynthia  he  heard  not,  though  rough  brier 
Nor  muflSing  thicket  interposed  to  duU 
The  vesper  hjrmn,  far  swollen,  soft  and  full« 
Through  the  dark  pillars  of  those  sylvan  aisles. 
He  saw  not  the  two  maidens,  nor  their  smiles. 
Wan  as  primroses  gather'd  at  midnight 
By  chilly-finger'd  spring.   **  Unhappy  wight ! 
Endymion!"  said  Peona,  *'  we  are  here ! 
What  wouldst  thou  era  we  all  are  laid  on  bier 7" 
Then  he  embraced  her,  and  hia  lady's  hand 
Press'd,  saying :  *  Sister,  I  would  have  command. 
If  it  were  heaven's  will,  on  our  sad  fate." 
At  which  that  dark-eyed  stranger  stood  elate. 
And  said,  in  a  new  voice,  but  sweet  as  love. 
To  Endymion's  amaze :  **  By  Cupid's  dove, 
And  so  thou  shalt !  and  by  the  IHy  truth 
Of  my  own  breast  thou  shalt,  beloved  youth ! " 
And  as  she  spake,  into  her  face  there  cam 
Light,  as  reflected  from  a  silver  flame : 
Her  long  Uack  hair  swell'd  ampler,  in  display 
Full  golden ;  in  her  eyes  a  brighter  day 
Dawn'd  blue  and  full  of  love.   Ay,  he  beheld 
Phcsbe,  his  passion!  joyous  she  upheld 
Her  ludd  bow,  continuing  thus :  "  Drear,  drear 
Has  our  delaying  been ;  but  foolish  fbar 
Withheld  me  fint ;  and  then  decrees  of  fate ; 
And  then  'twas  fit  that  from  this  mortal  state 
Thou  shouldst,  my  love,  by  some  unlook'd-for  change 
Be  spiritualized.     Peona,  we  shall  range 
These  forests,  and  to  thee  they  safe  shall  be 
As  was  thy  ^adle ;  hither  shalt  thou  flee 
To  meet  us  many  a  time."    Next  Cynthia  bright 
Peona  kias'd,  and  bleas'd  with  fair  good-night : 
Her  brother  kias'd  her  too,  and  knelt  adown 
Before  his  goddess,  in  a  blissful  swoon. 
She  gave  her  foir  hands  to  him,  and  behold. 
Before  three  swiflett  kisses  he  had  told. 
They  vamsh'd  far  awayS^^Peooa  went 
Home  through  the  gkxuny  wood  in  wonderment  • 
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iUntia. 


Vron  B  Dme,  before  Ibe  laory  brooda 
Draw  Nynii)h  and  Halyr  (ma  ihe  pmpenxu  woodi 
B«lbw  KiiiK  Oboron'n  bnghl  diwlum. 
Sceplre.  mil  manilc,  diup'd  wiUi  ilawy  gem. 
Frighird  nwny  Ihe  Diyidi  sod  Ihe  Fnuiu 
Fium  ruihea  gnoa.  end  brakcii,  and  cowiUp'd  lanru 
n  HanuM  emply  left 


Upon  liKr  cnat  ahe  wore  ■  wumiidi  lire 
Spiiaklcd  wilh  itan.  lihe  Ariadoe'i  Inr: 

She  hiHl  n  WHnan'anwulfa  nilh  uU iU  pcuU cumiiiiWi 
And  for  ber  pje* — wbul  could  BQcb  e]m  ilo  Ihrf* 
Bui  weep,  and  weep,  Ibsl  they  were  bam  «  brf 
■  Pnnerpine  elill  wccp»  Ibr  her  Stcilifea  air 
er  Ihrml  wu  serpeDl,  bill  (be  ntwdt  ihr  tpnkn 
I  Ibrough  bubbling  brjuey .  fiw  Idie^  oke. 


liar 

Fniin  bigh  Olyoipua  bad  h 


lii!bt. 


Into 


IT,  and  ntude  i 
orw  nf  Crol 


Ukei 


I  hi 


ip'd  Telci 


Ip  Hen 


ligbt. 


akei  lii*  prey: 


PesrU,  wt 
F-tby 
And  in  t 
Wsrea[ 


rred  ulnnd  dwell 
nhom  nil  boofnt  Soiyn  knelt ; 
bite  reel  the  lenguid  Trilon  pDuc'd 
!  on  land  tboy  wilber'd  and  adorHl. 
iprnij^  where  ebe  lo  balbe  wuh  wont 

flimeaebe  might  baimt. 
lb  gilbt  unknown  lo  any 


80  Ilermee  Iboughi.  and  a  eelutial  heal 
BumI  fTwn  hii  winged  boeli  Id  either  ear, 
Thai  rmni  a  wbitenea,  ai  Ibe  lily  clear, 
Bliwh'd  inn  roae*  'mid  hii  golden  hair. 
Fallen  in  )ealaiu  curia  abaul  hii  abnulden  bare. 
FmiD  rale  Id  vale,  (him  wood  lo  wood,  he  flew, 
Breaihing  11 


nany  a 


a  bend, 
ol  nympb  prepared  her  ae 


In  Tain ;  Ihe  nweel  nymph  might  nowhere  be  fininc 
And  BD  he  reated,  on  Ihe  lonely  ground, 
Pemive.  and  Tull  of  painful  jealnniiea 
Of  the  Wood-Goda,  and  even  Ihe  leiy  Ireea. 
There  aa  he  alood.  be  heard  a  mournful  Toico, 
finch  la  once  heard,  in  gentle  heart.  dcAlroyt 
All  pnin  bul  pity  :  Ihna  Ihe  lone  Foice  apake : 
"  When  from  thia  wreathed  tomb  ehall  I  awake  t 
When  move  in  a  aweel  body  fit  for  life. 
And  lose,  and  pleamre,  ond  iha  ruddy  Btrife 
•  Of  heanaiindbp.?  Ah,  miaemble  mel" 
The  God,  dnve-foDted.  glided  silenlly 
Round  bush  and  tree,  ioft-bruahing,  in  hia  apeed. 
The  laller  grmsm  anil  full-BoweriHg  weed, 
Onbl  be  found  u  palpilaEing  mialia. 
Bright,  azid  clr<|Un-couchBnt  in  s  diiaky  bnke. 


iilling.  on  n  Ibrono  of  gold. 
Among  Ihe  GodA,  upon  Ol^mpiie  old. 
The  only  aad  one  ;  for  thou  didil  nol  bear 
The  aoD.  lule-iingcr'd  Musee  chanting  dear. 
Nor  DV(D  Apollo  when  he  aang  atone. 
Deaf  to  hia  throbbing  Ihroal'a  long,  long  meloA 

[  dreaml  I  aaw  Ihee,  rolled  in  purple  Baka. 

IU  llmugh  the  rlonda,  aa  nnmii^  ton 
Bi  a  bright  Pbvbean  dan. 

Too  genllo  Heimet,  hul  Ihou  found  the  maidr 
Wlioreal  Ihe  alar  of  Leibe  nM  dalay'd 
f&B  luey  eloquence,  and  Ihna  inqoirvd  : 

mlli-lipp'd  aerpenl,  aqreljr  higJi  iiapind 
Thnu  beauleoua  wrealh  wilh  melsnrholy  ey^ 


"  I  awenr,"  said  Ilormea,  "  by  my  Betpeni  r 
And  by  thine  pye*.  nod  by  thy  aiarry  cnnv 
Ughl  flew  hia  earneal  worda.  aniaiig  ihe 

Then  Ihus  again  ihe  brilliiinca  feminine: 
-  Too  fr&il  <iC  bean '.  for  ihia  loai  nyniph  of 
Free  u  the  air.  invinbly,  ihe  aunyi 

•  Ihandese  Hilda :  her  plcannl 
iiinible  feel 


in  Ihe  ,_ 


bmnchea  gi 


agordiBi 


VerTnilion-*pol  led. 
Striped  likt 

And  full  of  aUver  r 
DiMOlved.  or  brigbl 
Their  luatren  wilh  1 
So  nunbow-eideil.  i< 
ffi>e  aminU  al  onn 


I  weary  lendrib,  and 
She  plucka  Ibe  fniil  unaeen.  *he  Oaihea 
And  by  my  power  i>  her  beauty  veii'd 
To  keep  It  unaffninlcd,  unonail'd 

love-glaiicei  of  unlovely  eyea, 
/n.  Fduu,  and  Meai'd  Silcnu'  ■ 
Pale  grew  her  inunornlily.  Ibr  woe 
Of  all  tlieae  loven,  and  ahe  grieved  as 


thra.  freckled  like  a  pud. 


Ihiokci 
Her 


ur  in  woinl  ayroj* 

To  wander  aa  ahe  lovoa.  i 

TboD  oball  behold  b< 

If  ibou  wilt,  D  ihoa 

Then,  oace  apiin.  the  cbamiHl  God  began 

hnoalli.Bnd  thnogh  the  KIpei 


wonld  keep 

eriy, 
Hermea,  Ihon  alene, 


^i»^ 
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Ravish'd  she  lifted  her  Circean  head, 

Blush'd  a  Uve  damask,  and  iwifl-lisping  said, 

**  I  was  a  woman,  let  me  have  once  more 

A  woman's  shape,  and  charming  as  before. 

I  love  a  jrouth  of  Corinth — O  the  bliss ! 

Give  me  my  woman's  form,  and  place  me  where  he  is. 

Stoop,  Hermes,  let  me  breath  upon  thy  brow, 

And  thou  shalt  see  thy  sweet  nsrmph  even  now.** 

The  God  on  half-shut  feathers  sank  serene, 

She  breathed  upon  his  eyes,  and  swift  was  seen 

Of  both  the  guaided  nymph  near-smiling  on  the  green. 

It  was  no  dream ;  or  say  a  dream  it  was, 

Real  are  the  dreams  of  Gods,  and  smoothly  pass 

Their  pleasures  in  a  long  immortal  dream. 

One  warm,  flush'd  moment,  hovering,  it  might  seem 

Desh'd  by  the  wood-n3rmph's  beauty,  so  he  bum'd ; 

Then,  lighting  on  the  printless  verdure,  tum*d 

To  the  swoon'd  serpent,  and  with  languid  arm, 

Delicate,  put  to  proof  the  lithe  Caducean  charm. 

So  done,  upon  the  n)rmph  his  eyes  he  bent 

Full  of  adoring  tears  and  blandishment. 

And  towards  her  stept :  she,  like  a  moon  in  wane, 

Faded  before  him,  cower'd,  nor  could  restrain 

Her  fearful  sobs,  seli^folding  like  a  flower 

That  faints  into  itself  at  evening  hour : 

But  the  God  fostering  her  chilled  hand. 

She  felt  the  warmth,  her  eyelids  open'd  bland 

And,  like  now  flowers  at  morning  song  of  bees, 

Bloom'd,  and  gave  up  her  honey  to  the  lees. 

Into  the  green-recessed  woods  diey  flew ; 

Nor  grew  they  pale,  as  mortal  loven  da 


Left  to  herself,  the  serpent  now  began 
To  change ;  her  elfin  blood  in  madness  ran, 
Her  mouth  foam'd,  and  the  grass,  therewith  besprent. 
Withered  at  dew  so  sweet  and  virulent ; 
Her  eyes  in  torture  fix'd,  and  anguish  drear. 
Hot,  glazed,  and  wide,  with  lid-lashes  all  sear, 
Flash'd  phosphor  and  sharp  sparks,  without  one  cool- 
ing tear. 
The  colors  all  inflamed  throughout  her  train. 
She  writhed  about,  convulsed  with  scarlet  pain : 
A  deep  volcanian  yellow  took  the  place 
Of  all  her  milder-mooned  body's  grace  ; 
And,  as  the  lava  ravishes  the  mead, 
Spoilt  all  her  silver  mail,  and  golden  brede : 
Made  gloom  of  all  her  frecklings,  streaks  and  ban, 
Eclipsed  her  crescents,  and  lick'd  up  her  stars : 
So  that,  in  moments  few,  she  was  undrest 
Of  all  her  sapphires,  greens,  and  amethyst 
And  rubious-argent ;  of  all  these  bereft. 
Nothing  but  pain  and  ugUness  were  left. 
Still  shone  her  crown ;  that  vanish'd,  also  die 
Melted  and  disappeared  as  suddenly ; 
And  in  the  air,  her  new  voice  luting  soft, 
Cried,  **  Lycius !  gentle  Lycius ! " — ^Bome  aloft 
With  the  bright  mists  about  the  mountains  hoar. 
These  words  dissolved  :  Crete's  forests  heard  no  more. 


Whither  fled  Lamia,  now  a  lady  bright, 
A  full-bom  beauty  new  and  exquisite  f 
She  fled  into  that  valley  they  pass  o'er 
Who  go  to  Corinth  from  Chenchreas'  shore ; 
And  rested  at  the  foot  of  those  wild  Iiiljs, 
The  rugged  founts  of  the  Pergean  rills, 


And  of  that  other  ridge  whose  barren  back 
Stretches,  with  all  its  mist  and  cloudy  rack. 
South-westward  to  Cleone.    There  she  stood 
About  a  yovokg  bird's  flutter  from  a  wood. 
Fair,  on  a  sloping  green  of  mossy  tread. 
By  a  clear  pool,  wherein  she  passioned 
To  see  herself  escaped  from  so  sore  ills. 
While  her  robes  flaunted  with  the  daflfodils. 

Ah,  happy  Lycius!— for  she  was  a  maid 
More  beautiful  than  ever  twisted  braid. 
Or  sigh'd,  or  blush'd,  or  on  spring-flower'd  lea 
Spread  a  green  kirtle  to  the  minstrelsy : 
A  virgin  purest  lipp'd,  yet  in  the  lore 
Of  love  deep  leam'd  to  th^  red  heart's  core : 
Not  one  hour  old,  yet  of  sciential  brain 
To  unperplex  bliss  from  its  neighbor  pain ; 
Define  their  pettish  limits,  and  estrange 
Their  points  of  contact,  and  swift  oounterchange ; 
Intrigue  with  the  specious  chaos,  and  dispart 
Its  most  ambiguous  atoms  with  sure  art ; 
As  though  in  Cupid's  college  she  had  spent 
Sweet  days  a  lovely  graduate,  still  unshent. 
And  kept  his  rosy  terms  in  idle  languishment 

Why  this  fiur  creature  chose  so  fairily 
By  the  wayside  to  linger,  we  shall  see ; 
But  first  'tis  fit  to  tell  how  she  could  muse 
And  dream,  when  in  the  serpent  prison-house. 
Of  all  she  list,  strange  or  magnificent , 
How,  ever,  where  she  will'd,  her  spirit  went ; 
Whether  to  faint  Elysium,  or  where 
Down  through  tress-UfUng  waves  the  Nereids  fiur 
Wind  into  Thetis'  bower  by  many  a  peariy  stair ; 
Or  where  God  Bacchus  drains  his  cups  divine, 
Stretch'd  out,  at  ease,  beneath  a  glutinous  pine ; 
Or  where  in  Pluto's  gardens  palatine 
Mulciberli  columns  gleam  in  far  piazzian  Une. 
And  sometimes  into  cities  she  would  send 
Her  dream,  with  feast  and  rioting  to  blend ; 
And  once,  while  among  mortals  dreaming  thus. 
She  saw  the  young  Corinthian  Lycius 
Charioting  foremost  in  the  envious  race. 
Like  a  young  Jove  with  calm  uneager  face. 
And  fell  into  a  swooning  love  of  him. 
Now  on  the  moth-time  of  that  evening  dim 
He  would  return  that  way,  as  well  she  knew. 
To  Corinth  from  the  shore ;  for  freshly  blew 
The  eastern  soft  wind,  and  his  galley  now 
Grated  the  quay-stones  with  her  brazen  prow 
In  port  Cenchreas,  from  Egina  isle 
Fresh  anchor'd ;  whitlier  he  had  been  awhile  ' 
To  sacrifice  to  Jove,  whose  temple  there 
Waits  with  high  marble  doors  for  blood  and  incense 

rare. 
Jove  heard  his  vows,  and  better'd  his  desire ; 
For  by  some  freakful  chance  he  made  retire 
From  his  companions,  and  set  forth  to  walk,     « 
Perhaps  grown  wearied  of  their  Corinth  talk : 
Over  the  solitary  hills  he  fared. 
Thoughtless  at  fint,  but  ere  eve's  star  appev|d 
His  phantasy  was  lost,  where  reason  fades. 
In  the  calm'd  twilight  of  Platonic  shades. 
Lamia  beheld  him  coming,  near,  more  near- 
Close  to  her  passing,  in  indifference  drear, 
His  silent  sandals  swept  the  mossy  green; 
So  iiei(^bor'd  to  him,  and  yet  so 
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%•  aooA :  he  phi  a,  nhul  up  in  mrnloiu^ 
Bis  mind  wnipp'J  like  tii>  mnllr,  vihile  her  rjea 
rolluw'd  Ilia  Mcr*-  ■"')  hct  neck  ngal  wbile 
rucn'd— nyUnhliiiK  Ihiu, "  Ah,  Lyciui  bdghl '. 
And  will  TDU  Ihi'*  du  on  ili*  bJli  ikoe  I 
Lyciui.  look  hack  I  «ul  be  «ini>  jiiy  ahown.' 
He  did ;  not  wiith  H>ld  wwidet  l^mgly. 
Bui  OrpIwu»4ike  «I  an  EaryiliDe 


[<  Kem'd  be  bad  loved  tbein  ■  whole  eununet  long  : 

And  10011  hie  eyee  hed  drunk  hor  bemlly  up, 

lAiving  no  drop  in  the  bewilderlug  cup, 

And  aUll  ihe  cup  we*  nill.— while  he,  arnid 

Ihi  ahe  thould  venlah  ere  bii  lip  had  paid 

Duo  edortuou,  Utat  began  to  arioi* ; 

llei  tofl  look  cnwinKoo)-,  ahe  Bawhii  chain  aoetir*: 

'  Leave  Ifaee  ekiBO !  lnok  bark '.  Ah.  Goddea,  aee 

Whoihcr  my  •ye*  am  evn  htm  ftom  Ihee '. 

Vol  piiy  do  noi  Ibia  aad  hcerl  bcbe — 

Rywi  ni  Ihoii  viuiatacel  an  I  altail  die. 

i^y  !  Ihoughi  Nsiador  the  riven.  Way: 

ro  Ihy  tut  wuhea  will  Ihy  arrcama  oliey : 

SUy :  ihough  the  grreneal  vnndi  be  Iby  domiin. 

Alone  ihey  can  dhnk  up  lh«  morning  run: 

Though  a  dcHended  Heind.  will  nol  one 

or  ihine  herRKHiimn  nalen  keep  in  lime 

Thy  ipherei.  and  ai  Ihy  iilver  pnuy  ahine  t 

So  aweHlly  lo  theee  rariah'd  ean  of  miiw 

Came  Uiy  aneel  greelin;.  ihal  if  Uioii  ahoukfaf 

Thy  nemoiy  will  waaie  me  lo  a  ahaile; — 

For  pily  do  nol  meli!" — -  If  I  ahould  May," 

Said  Lemis.  "  here,  upoa  ihia  Ooor  of  clay. 

And  pain  my  ilepa  upon  ihne  Itowen  loo  roiifl 

What  isnil  ihon  aay  or  do  of  chanp  onaiiBh 

To  dull  the  nice  remeubmnre  of  my  honte  I 

Thou  canal  not  aak  me  with  thee  hen  lo  nam 

Over  these  hilli  and  valeo.  where  na  joy  ia, — 

Empty  of  immorlalily  and  blia*  I 

Thou  tttl  a  ichoiar,  Lyc-iua,  owi  oliial  know 

In  human  ciimea.  imd  live :  Aiaa !  poor  youth. 
What  taale  of  pnrer  air  halt  ihou  10  aoolhe 
My  eaeeDce  1    What  aercner  palocea. 
Where  I  may  nil  my  many  >en»i  pleaw, 
And  by  myHlcriouiileightaa  hundred  Ihinlaeppe 


aubile  iluid  in  her  vrina 
Than  Ihrobbing  blood,  and  that  the  eelfMoM  |h 
Inhabited  hei  Jrail-«1ning  heart  at  his. 

OBg  ID  Corinlh.  where,  ahe  «id. 

It  half  reiiiod.  and  there  bad  ltd 
Daya  hnpsiy  as  the  gold  coin  rould  invenl 
Without  the  Bid  of  love ;  yel  in  coaieoi 
Till  «he  saw  him.  aa  once  the  peaa'd  hun  by. 
Where  'guiui  a  column  he  leant  ihoughifnily 
At  Venua'  temple  porrh,  'mid  beiketi  heop'i) 
"'" hotl»  and  Qowen.  newly  reap'd 


[ate  oa  Ihal  ei 

The  Adonian  lean ;  whereof  the  law  no  man 

BulweplaJDneIhoaedayi.lar  whyihauUitiei 

Lyeiua  from  dcolh  awoke  into  nioaxe, 

To  aAfl  her  alill.  axid  amging  en  iweci  layi ; 

lien  from  amaze  into  dslighi  he  lell 

To  heather  whisper  uniaan'i  lorv  to  nell; 

To  utiperplei'd  debghi  and  plesaiire  known. 
Lei  the  mad  poela  say  whaie'er  ihey  pleoae 
Of  the  aweels  of  Fairies,  Peria,  Goddraee. 


Then 


a,  lake,  and  w 


lateriali. 
Aa  a  real  woman,  lined  indeed 
Krom  Pyrr^'a  pehblM  or  old  Adam's  seed. 
Thiia  gentle  Lamia  jadged,  and  judged  arigkL 
That  Lyciu.  roold  nol  love  in  half  a  frighl. 
So  threw  the  goddeta  off  and  won  hia  bean 
More  pleflBSDily  by  playing  woman's  pan. 
With  no  more  awe  ihan  what  her  beauty  gave, 
That,  Hhilo  ii  Bmutc.  sctll  guaraniied  ii>  save. 
LyciuB  to  all  made  eloquonl  reply. 
Marrying  lo  e\eiy  srord  a  twin-boin  aigb ; 
And  last,  poiniing  to  Corinth,  aak'd  her  mtat. 
If  'IRBi  U»  lar  Ihal  night  liir  her  toR  bvl. 
The  way  woa  short,  ibr  Lamia'a  eagemeia 
Made,  by  a  spell.  Iht  iriplo  league  decrease 


■nptoev, 


He. 


The  CI 

or  so 


w  for  her 


it  favori 
couid  bfightei 


Bui  reiher,  if  her  e 

With  brighter  eyea 

Put  her  new  lips  to  tut.  and  gave  alresh 

The  life  the  had  so  Uingled  in  her  m»h ; 

And  at  he  from  one  tmnce  was  wakening 

Inio  another,  the  began  to  ting, 

Happy  in  beauty,  life,  and  love,  and  every  Ibing, 

A  tong  of  love,  loo  iweel  for  eanhly  lyree. 

While,  like  held  bieaita,  the  Stan  drew  in  their  ponl- 


■J.hkei  .  _.   

wide-spreaded  night  above  her  lowen. 
Men,  women,  rich  and  poor,  in  ihe  cool  houta. 
Shuffled  [heir  anndoli  o'er  Ihe  pavement  while, 

n  vicallhy  feanvolt. 

._.„  -jdowt  on  Ihe  walla. 

Or  foimd  ihem  clusicr'd  in  the  corniced  ahade 

arch'd  temple  door,  or  dusky  cohMiaade. 


id  then  (h 


ingfii 


'd  gmy  beard,  sharp  eyes,  ai 


Slo»«Bpp*d,  an 
Lyciot  shrank  cl 
Into  fail  mantle, : 
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urried  LBmia  trembled :  **  Ah,"  laid  he, 

o  you  shudder,  bve,  eo  ruefully  ? 

es  your  tender  palm  diflM>lve  in  dewt"— 

earied,"  said  &ir  Lamia :  '*  tell  me  who 

Id  man  ?  I  cannot  bring  to  mind 

ires :  LyduB !  wherefore  did  you  blind 

'  from  his  quick  eyes  ?"  Lycius  replied, 

pollonius  sage,  my  trusty  guide 

d  instructor ;  but  to-night  he  seemi 

•t  of  folly  haunting  my  sweet  dreama.' 


»» 


)  yet  he  spake  they  had  arrived  before 
d  porch,  with  lofty  portal  door, 
lung  a  silver  lamp,  whose  phosphor  glow 
d  in  the  slabbed  steps  below, 
a  star  in  water ;  for  so  new, 
jnsullied  was  the  marble  hue, 
gh  the  oystal  polish,  liquid  fine, 
dark  veins,  that  none  but  feet  divine 
er  have  touch'd  there.     Sounds  iEolian 

I  from  the  hinges,  as  the  ample  span 
vide  doors  disclosed  a  place  unknown 
ne  to  any,  but  those  two  alone, 

}w  Persian  mutes,  who  that  same  year 
en  about  the  markets :  none  knew  where 
uld  inhabit ;  the  most  curioua 
tl'd,  who  watch'd  to  trace  them  to  their  houe : 
the  fUtter-winged  verse  must  tell, 
I's  sake,  what  woe  afterwards  befell, 
i  humor  many  a  heart  to  leave  them  thus, 
ra  the  busy  world  of  more  incredulous. 

PART  n. 

a  hut,  with  water  and  a  crust, 
e,  forgive  us !— cinders,  ashes,  dust ; 
a  palace  is  perhaps  at  last 
ievous  torment  than  a  hermit's  fast  .* — 
a  doubtful  tale  from  fairy-land, 
•  the  non-elect  to.understand. 
:ius  lived  to  hand  his  story  down, 
It  have  given  tlie  moral  a  fresh  frown, 
;h*d  it  quite :  but  too  short  was  their  biias 
d  distrust  and  hate,  that  make  the  soft  voice 
hiss. 

there,  nightly,  with  terrific  glare, 
salons  grown  of  so  complete  a  pair, 

and  buzz'd  his  wings,  with  fearful  roar, 
he  lintel  of  their  chamber<loor, 
vn  the  passage  cast  a  glow  upon  the  floor. 

II  this  came  a  ruin :  side  by  side 
ere  enthroned,  in  the  eventide, 
couch,  near  to  a  curtaining 

liry  texture,  fjfom  a  golden  string, 

into  the  room,  and  let  appear 

1  the  summer  heaven,  blue  and  clear, 

two  marble  shafts : — there  they  repoaed, 

iise  had  made  it  sweet,  with  eyelids  closed, 

I  tythe  which  bve  still  open  kept, 

ey  might  see  each  other  while  they  ahnoat 

slept ; 
rom  the  slope  side  of  a  suburb  hill, 
Dg  the  swallow's  twitter,  came  a  thrill 
pel»— Lyciui  started — the  aoanda  fled, 
a  tbougfat,  a  buaadng  in  hia  bead. 
3  W 


For  the  first  time,  since  fint  he  harbor'd  in 

That  purple-lined  palace  of  sweet  sin. 

His  spirit  pass'd  beycmd  its  gdden  bourn 

Into  the  noisy  world  almost  fcnwora. 

The  lady,  ever  watchful,  penetrant. 

Saw  this  with  pain,  so  arguing  a  want 

Of  somediing  more,  mora  than  her  empery 

Of  joys ;  and  she  began  to  moan  and  sigh 

Becauae  he  mused  beyond  her,  knowing  well 

That  but  a  mcnnent's  thought  is  paasion's  passing-beU. 

"Why  do  you  sigh,  fair  creature?"  whisper'd  he : 

"  Why  do  yon  think  7"  retum'd  the  tenderly : 

**  You  have  deaerted  roe ;  where  am  I  now  7 

Not  in  your  heart  while  care  weighs  on  your  brow : 

No,  no,  you  have  dismiss'd  me ;  and  I  go 

From  your  breast  houseless :  ay,  it  must  be  so.** 

He  answer'd,  bending  to  her  open  eyes. 

Where  he  was  mirror'd  small  in  paradise, — 

"  My  silver  planet,  both  of  eve  and  mom ! 

Why  will  you  plead  younelf  scy  sad  forlorn. 

While  I  am  striving  bow  to  fill  my  heart 

With  deeper  crimson,  and  a  double  smart  ? 

How  te  entangle,  trammel  up  and  snare 

Your  soul  in  mine,  and  labjrrinth  you  there, 

like  the  hid  sc«it  in  an  unbudded  rose  7 

Ay,  a  tweet  kks — you  see  your  mighty  woes. 

My  thoughts !  shall  I  unveil  them  7  Listen  then ! 

What  mortal  hath  a  prize,  that  other  men 

May  be  confounded  and  abash'd  withal. 

But  lets  it  sometimes  pace  abroad  majestical. 

And  triumph,  aa  in  thee  I  should  rejoice 

Amid  the  hoarse  alarm  of  Corinth's  vdce. 

Let  my  foes  choke,  and  my  friends  shout  afiur. 

While  through  the  thronged  streets  your  bridal  car 

Wheels  round  its  dazzling  spokes." — ^The  lady's  cheek 

Trembled ;  she  nothing  said,  but,  pale  and  meek, 

Arose  and  knelt  before  him,  wept  a  rain 

Of  sorrows  at  his  words ;  at  last  with  pain 

Beseeching  him,  the  while  his  hand  she  wnmg. 

To  change  his  purpose.    He  thereat  was  stung. 

Perverse,  with  stronger  &ncy  to  reclaim 

Her  wild  and  timid  nature  to  his  aim ; 

Besides,  for  all  his  love,  in  self-despite. 

Against  his  better  sel£  he  took  delight 

Luxurioua  in  h<Nr  sorrows,  soft  and  new 

His  passion,  cruel  grown,  took  on  a  hue 

Fierce  and  sanguineous  as  'twas  possible 

In  one  whose  brow  had  no  dark  veins  to  swell 

Fine  was  the  mitigated  fury,  like 

Apollo's  presence  when  in  act  to  strike 

The  serpent — Ha,  the  serpent !  certes,  she 

Was  none.    She  burnt,  she  loved  the  t3nnBnny, 

And,  all-subdued,  consented  to  the  hour 

When  to  the  bridal  he  should  lead  his  paramour. 

Whispering  in  midnight  silence,  said  the  youth, 

"  Sure  some  sweet  name  thou  hast,  though,  t^  my 

truth, 
I  have  not  ask'd  it,  ever  thinking  thee 
Not  mortal,  but  of  heavenly  progeny. 
As  still  I  da     Hast  any  mortal  name. 
Fit  appellation  for  this  dazzhng  frame  7 
Or  friends  or  kinsfolk  on  the  citied  earth, 
To  share  our  marriage-feast  and  nuptial  miith?" 
**  I  have  no  friends,"  said  Lamia,  "no,  not  one ; 
My  pwaence  in  wide  Corinth  hardly  known : 
My  parenta*  bonea  are  in  their  dusty  una    " 
Sepokkrad,  where  no  kindled  incense  bniot, 
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Willi  any  pleunin  on  mr,  du  ml  bid 
Old  Apoilaniiu — Ihim  hiiu  Uerp  no  hii]." 
hfc\uf.  perplei'd  ■!  ivurdi  k  blind  uid  blank, 
Muda  cIdk  inquiry  i  fmtn  Hbii«  touch  ahp  ilinnk. 
Fttguing  ■  ilMp  i  and  ho  lo  Iho  dull  ahiide 
or  deep  •IcDp  in  ■  miMiwnt  w-u  bctray'd. 

II  \nt  Itas  cuiKm  tbm  id  bring  owsy 
file  bnde  ftom  home  Bi  bluthing  ibui  of  day, 
Vell'd,  In  B  rhariol,  hPisliled  along 
By  nniwn  lluwcn,  luirliei.  nivl  b  nurriage  nng, 
Wlih  other  pogHDU ;  bul  ihit  Ikir  unkoomi 
llnd  DIM  a  ftund.     So  being  left  alune 
(Lyriui  \m  gone  in  lummon  nil  hu  kin). 
And  knowing  ■nroly  the  could  ucver  win 
llu  Ibniiih  hmn  from  iii  nuid  inrnpoiuncsi, 
She  HI  haiiHilli  liigb-lhoiishled,  how  lo  d(0« 
The  miwry  in  Gl  nuignifieence, 
She  did  K.  bat  "til  doubtful  hnw  and  wbenM 
Came,  and  who  were  her  aubrte  aervilon. 
About  Ihi 


Pwai  Apolhnuni :  tomethuig  too  \ie  tnugh'd, 
LI  Ihough  tome  knoUy  problem.  Thai  hkd  doA 
Hii  panenl  thougbl.  had  now  lieguii  lo  Ih«*, 
'     '  Dive  and  mell:  '1  wai  jiui  as  be  foraHw. 


L,c[, 


To  Ibrce  himself  upon  you,  and  infnl  J 

n  presence  die  brifhl  Ihmng     1 
Of  younger  frienda  |  yel  mu«l  I  do  lhi»  wnin^     ] 
And  you  fbrgive  me,"     Lyriiu  blmli'd,  and  led 
The  old  mnn  ibmugh  ihe  inner  doon  broad  ipnid 
Wiih  reconciling  wordi  and  couneoua  mim 
Turning  inio  iiveM  milk  ilie  lophiii'a  apltco. 


Of  wealthy  loMte  w 
Fill'd  wilh  pervading  1 
Itelbro  each  Incid  pan« 


I  Ibe  banquet- 


There 


jmiUil 


lliD  gtowlng  bonquel-roam  ihene  wilh  wid»«relMd 

grat*. 
A  baimling  muric  lole  pcrtiUfB  and  lone 
SuppoTlnna  of  Ihe  faiiy-mof,  made  moan 
Throughoul.  an  fearful  Ihe  whole  chalm  niighl  &de. 
Freah  carved  cedar,  minuching  a  glade 
Of  palm  and  plantain,  mel  Irom  either  aide. 

Two  painu  and  ilien  two  plantains,  and  «  on. 
From  eillier  aide  their  atema  hranch'd  one  lo  ono 
Ail  down  the  oiiled  palace ;  and  bcnenib  all 
There  ran  a  BfTeam  of  lamps  alnu^ht  on  from  wall 

So  canopied,  lay  >n  iintiuLed  feaal 
Teeming  wiih  odon.     Lamia,  regal  dreal, 
Silenlly  paced  about,  and  aa  ihe  wonl. 
In  pale  conlented  lorl  of  diiiconlent, 
Miaion'd  her  vicwld«  aervunu  lo  enrich 

Beiween  the  ucoetenu.  marbled  plain  at  Hnl, 

Cune  jaipcr  ponelt;  then,  anon,  there  burat 

Forth  creeping  imagery  of  ilighler  iroBt, 

And  wilh  the  larger  wove  in  amall  intticaciec, 

Apptoring  all,  she  (aded  al  self-will. 

And  ihut  the  chamber  up,  dove,  hiuh'd  and  atUl. 

Complete  and  ready  for  llio  revels  rude. 

When  dreaded  gueUi  would  come  lo  spoil  hernliiode. 

The  day  appear'd,  and  all  the  gossip  rout. 
Oaenwleia  Lvciua!  Madman!  wherefore  flout 
clcusler^d 


Each  by  a  nrnMl  tiipod  hold  aloft. 
Whom  slender  {eel  nido4%tervc<l  upon  Ihe  iDft 
Waohwt»red  (arpola :  lifly  WTealbi  of  «i»ke 
From  fifty  censen  their  bghl  vi»}'&gr  iooIl 
To  the  high  not,  ilill  mimirk'd  a>  diey  mn' 

J  the  mirror'd  walla  by  twiiKlouds  ndoroua. 
Tvcelve  ([Aered  lablis.  by  silk  Hnts  imphrred. 
High  OS  the  level  of  a  nun's  breast  rcai'd 
On  libhard'*  psw«,  upheld  the  heavy  gold 
Of  trujB  and  goblets,  and  Ihe  tloie  Ihnce  loU 

me  from  [he  gloomy  Inn  wjth  merry  sliuie. 
Thus  loaded  with  a  feast,  the  tables  >u»d. 
Each  ahriniog  in  the  midst  the  inugo  of  a  Qod. 


fives  in  ofiler  placed 

.  wondering 

Mt  and  blaze  of  wea 


Sofl  w 


.1  the  I 


icthal 


■  along, 


The  lilent-bltning  fsi 
And  show  to  camnnn 
The  herd  appioaeh'd : 
Arriving  at  Ihe  portal,  goxed 


under-song 
Kept  up  among  tlie  gueau  diHnunitig  low 
At  fuBl.  for  scarcely  wv  Ihe  wine  al  flow  : 
Bul  when  ihe  happy  vioiage  louch'd  their  braiu 
lender  Ihey  lolk.  and  louder  come  the  amini 
Of  ]»worful  instruments : — Iho  gorgeous  dyes. 
The  Eparo.  the  splendor  of  the  draperies. 
The  roof  of  awful  richnctc.  ncciarous  cheer. 
Beautiful  slave*,  and  lAmin's  self  appear. 


guosi 


-And  enier'd  m 


celling:  for 


with  busy  brob, 
new  the  street, 


Remetuber'd  it  from  childhood  all  cc 
Wiihom  0  gap.  yel  ne'er  before  had  Been 
TTjal  royal  porch,  that  high-built  loir  demeano ; 
So  in  Ihey  bunird  all,  maxed,  curious  and  keen : 
Save  one,  who  looh'd  thereon  Willi  eye  severe. 
And  Willi  eilin-planlfld  stepa  wallt'd  in  amlara ; 


Now,  when  the  ^ 

And  every  soul  from  hue 
ore  so  sirange  :  for 
make  Elyaian  shade 
was  God  Bacchus  o 

Fluih'd  were  ihoir  chee' 


n  iromnieli  freed. 


Oarlati 


brighl : 


From  vales  deflowcrV 
In  basheii  of  bright  o 
High  M  the  handles  I 


LAMIA. 


89 


Of  every  guest ;  that  each,  as  he  did  please, 
Blight  &ncy-fit  his  brows,  silk-pillow'd  at  his 


What  wreath  for  Lamiaf  What  fi>r  Lydusf 
What  for  the  sage,  old  ApoUoniiis ! 
Upon  her  aching  forehead  be  there  hung 
The  leaves  of  willow  and  of  adder's  tongue; 
And  for  the  youth,  quick,  let  us  strip  for  him 
The  thyrsus,  that  his  watching  eyes  may  svnm 
Into  forgetfulness ;  and,  for  the  sage. 
Let  spear-grass  and  the  spiteful  thistle  wage 
War  on  his  temples.    Do  not  all  charms  fly 
At  the  mere  touch  of  cold  philosophy? 
Tliere  was  an  awful  rainbow  once  in  heaven : 
We  know  her  woof,  her  texture ;  she  is  given 
In  the  dull  catalogue  of  common  things. 
Philosophy  will  clip  an  Angel's  wings. 
Conquer  all  mysteries  by  rule  and  line, 
Empty  the  haunted  air,  and  gnomed  min»— 
Unweave  a  rainbow,  as  it  erewhile  made 
The  tender-person'd  Lamia  melt  into  a  shade. 


By  her  glad  Lycius  sitting,  in  diief  place, 
Scarce  saw  in  all  the  room  another  fiice. 
Till,  checking  his  love  trance,  a  cup  he  took 
Full-brimm'd,  and  opposite  sent  forth  a  look 
'Cross  the  broad  table,  to  beseech  a  glance 
From  his  old  teacher's  wrinkled  countenance. 
And  pledge  him.   The  bald-head  philosopher 
Had  fix'd  his  eye,  without  a  twinkle  or  stir 
Full  on  the  alarmed  beauty  of  the  bride. 
Browbeating  her  fair  form,  and  troubling  her  sweet 

pride. 
Lycius  then  press'd  her  hand,  with  devout  touch, 
As  pale  it  lay  upon  the  nsy  couch : 
T  was  icy,  and  the  cold  ran  through  his  veins ; 
Then  sudden  it  grew  hot,  and  all  the  pains 
Of  an  unnatuml  heat  shot  to  his  heart 
*'  Lamia,  what  means  this?  Wherefore  dost  thou  start  ? 
Know'st  thou  that  man  ?"  Poor  Lamia  answered  not. 
He  gazed  into  her  eyes,  and  not  a  jot 
Own'd  they  the  lovelorn  piteous  appeal : 
More,  more  he  gazed  :  his  human  senses  reel : 
Some  angry  spell  that  loveliness  absorbs ; 
There  was  no  recognition  in  those  orbs. 
**  Lamia ! "  he  cried — and  no  sofl-toned  reply. 
The  many  heard,  and  the  loud  revelry 
Grew  hush ;  the  stately  music  no  more  breathes ; 
The  myrtle  sicken'd  in  a  thousand  wreaths. 
By  faint  degrees,  voice,  lute,  and  pleasuro  ceased ; 
A  deadly  silence  step  by  stop  increased. 
Until  it  seem'd  a  horrid  presence  there. 
And  not  a  man  but  felt  the  terror  in  his  hair. 
*'  Lamia !"  he  shriek'd :  and  nothing  but  the  shriek 
With  its  sad  echo  ^id  the  silence  break. 
"  Begone,  foul  dream ! "  he  cried,  gazing  again 
In  the  bride's  &ce,  where  now  no  azure  vein 


Wander'd  on  fair-spaced  temples ;  no  soft  bloom 

Milted  the  cheek ;  no  pession  to  illume 

The  deep-recessed  vision : — all  was  blight ; 

Lamia,  no  longer  fiiir,  there  sat  a  deadly  white. 

**  Shut,  shut  those  juggling  eyes,  thou  ruthless  man ! 

Turn  them  aside,  wretch !  or  the  righteous  ban 

Of  all  the  Gods,  whose  dreadful  images 

Here  represent  their  shadowy  presences. 

May  pierce  them  on  the  sudden  With  the  thorn 

Of  painful  blindness ;  leaving  thee  forlorn, 

In  trembling  dotage  to  the  feeblest  fright 

Of  conscience,  for  their  long-ofifended  might. 

For  all  thine  impious  proud-heart  sophistries. 

Unlawful  magic,  and  enticing  lies. 

Corinthians !  look  upon  that  gray-beard  wntch ! 

Mark  how,  poesess'd,  his  lashless  eyelids  stretch 

Around  his  demon  eyes !  Corinthians,  see ! 

My  sweet  bride  withers  at  their  potency." 

••  Fool !"  said  the  sophist,  in  an  under-tone 

Gruff  with  contempt ;  which  a  death-nighing  moan 

From  Lycius  answer'd,  as  heartstruck  and  lost, 

He  sank  supine  beside  the  aching  ghost 

**  Fool !  Fool !"  repeated  he,  while  his  eyes  still 

Relented  not,  nor  moved ;  **  from  every  ill 

Of  life  have  I  preserved  thee  to  this  day. 

And  shall  I  see  thee  mode  a  serpent's  prey?" 

Then  Lamia  breathed  death-breath ;  the  sophist's  eye, 

like  a  sharp  spear,  went  through  her  utterly. 

Keen,  cruel,  perceant,  stinging :  she,  as  well 

As  her  weak  hand  could  any  meaning  tell, 

Motion'd  him  to  be  silent ;  vainly  so. 

He  look'd  and  look'd  again  a  level — ^No ! 

*'  A  Serpent ! "  echoed  he ;  no  sooner  said. 

Than  with  a  frightful  scream  she  vanished : 

And  Lycius'  arms  were  empty  of  delight. 

As  were  his  limbs  of  life,  from  that  same  night 

On  the  high  couch  he  lay! — his  friends  came  round 

Supported  him — no  pulse,  or  breath  they  found. 
And,  in  its  marriage  robe,  the  heavy  body  wound.* 


•  "  Pbilostratas,  in  his  foarth  book  tie  Fita  Jtpolh»ii, 
bath  a  memorable  instance  in  this  kind,  which  I  may  not 
omit,  of  one  Menippus  Lycius,  a  youug  man  twenty-five 
years  of  age,  that  going  betwixt  Cenchreas  and  Corinth, 
met  such  a  phantasm  in  the  habit  of  a  fair  gentlewoman, 
which  taking  him  by  the  hand,  carried  him  home  to  her 
house,  in  the  suburbs  of  Corinth,  and  told  him  she  was  a 
Phoenician  by  birth,  and  if  lie  w^ould  tarry  with  her,  be 
should  hear  her  sing  and  play,  and  drink  such  .wine  as 
never  any  drank,  and  no  man  should  molest  him ;  but  she. 
being  (kir  and  lovely,  would  die  with  him,  that  was  fkir 
and  lovely  to  behold.  The  young  man,  a  philosopher, 
otherwise  staid  and  discreet,  able  to  moderate  his  pasnons, 
though  not  this  of  love,  tarried  with  her  a  while  to  his 
great  content,  and  at  last  married  her,  to  whose  wedding, 
amongst  other  guests,  came  Apollonius ;  who,  by  boom 

Kobable  conjectures,  found  her  out  to  be  a  serpent,  a 
mia;  and  that  all  her  furniture  was,  like  Tantalus'  gokl, 
described  by  Homer,  no  substance  but  mere  illusions. 
When  she  saw  herself  descried,  she  wept,  and  desired 
Apollonius  to  be  silent,  but  he  would  not  be  moved,  aad 
thereupon  she,  plate,  house,  and  all  that  was  in  it,  van- 
ished in  an  instant :  many  thousands  took  notice  of  tUs 
fkct,  for  it  was  done  in  the  midst  of  Greece."— BuaToa's 
AKOtam^  ^  JHelMuMf,  Part  3,  Sect.  2,  Memb.  I,  Sabs.  L 
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KsatKlu,  or  tnr  )^ot  ot  mmiX; 

A  STORY  FROM  BOCCACCIO, 


ftJM  Inbel.  poor  nrnpls  Inbel '. 

lonato,  »  young  polmet  In  Lovp'a  Bye! 
IVy  naiild  nrH  in  Ihs  aeW-taioe  immiuD  dwell 

Wilbout  vHiie  «iir  of  hearU  tome  nuilaflr  i 
Acy  could  not  Bl  SI  meali  bul  feci  ban  well 

ll  aaothrHl  web  in  be  ihe  olbet  by ; 
niey  could  ml.  >ur«.  bermtb  Ihe  nnie  nor  ilsep 
Bul  ID  euh  Diher  dream,  and  nightly  wmp. 


Wi(h  Dvery  mom  Iheir  lavo  grew  tenderer, 
Wiib  e%~ery  DVc  deeper  uid  le-ndorer  ilill  i 

H«  migbl  not  m  luiue,  field,  or  gard«i  itu. 
BoL  her  full  ihape  would  til  hi*  —oat  flUi 

And  bn  mntinual  voice  WM  plBoanicr 
To  her,  Ihan  noJM  of  ireei  or  hidden  rill  j 


ihelUch, 


ni. 

He  knew  whoae  gentle  band  i 

Bi^rore  the  dear  had  given  her  to  dj 

And  Trom  her  ehmnbeMviudow  hs  m 
Her  beiuly  fariher  ibun  Ihe  £ilcnn 

And  onulani  u  her  veipen  would  hi 


IV. 
A  'Vhbnie  long  month  of  May  in  thin  eaA  plight 

Made  iboir  rheeki  paler  by  the  break  of  June : 
'  To-morrow  will  I  Inw  to  my  delight, 

To-mormw  will  I  «ik  my  lody'i  bogn." — 
'O  may  I  never  Ke  another  night, 

Lorenio,  if  thy  lif«  breathe  noi  love's  time." — 
So  (pake  they  tu  Iheir  piliowij  but,  alai. 
HoDBylea  day*  and  dayi  did  he  let  pas  i 


'  How  ill  "he  i«,"  Slid  he.  -  I  may  not  (peak, 
And  yet  I  will,  and  lell  ray  love  all  plain: 
If  looki  ipenk  lavo-lawi,  1  will  drink  her  teui, 
And  at  the  leut  will  uaitle  off  her  carsa" 

vr. 

Bo  wd  he  ooe  loir  morning,  and  all  day 
Hit  heart  beat  awfully  agoinil  hii  aide : 

And  lo  bia  heart  he  inwotdly  did  pray 

For  power  to  iiicak ;  but  aiill  the  ruddy  tide 

Slifled  hia  vmee.  and  puked  nmlve  away — 
Fsver'd  bii  high  conceit  of  such  g  bride. 

Yel  bfoughr  him  in  the  meekn^a  of  &  child  : 

■*iw.'  tfbvn  piaKon  ia  both  mMk  ani  -mW. 


irih 


Bebeve  how 

My  «oul  i«  to  it!  domn :  I  would  noi  gnetr 
Thy  hood  by  unwoloome  prBaaiag,  would 
nine  eye*  by  gazing :  but  I  carmoi  li** 

Another  nighi.  anil  not  my  fuaion  ihnis. 


vn. 


)  once  more  he  had  waked  and  inguiihed 
A  dreary  night  of  love  and  niaery, 

'  laabel'i  quick  eye  had  not  been  wed 
To  every  lymbol  on  biv  forehead  high ; 

lie  Biw  it  wanng  very  pale  and  dead. 
And  Etnighi  all  fiush'd ;  fo.  liipcd  [enderty. 

Uirenjn!" — hew  ihe  cea»ed  her  timid  qoafc 

ut  in  her  lone  and  look  he  rood  Ihe  mt 

vni. 


Br  any  thing  belie  i 


j>ve !  thou  an  leading  me'fniin  wintry  aH^  4 
Ledy!  ihou  leadcU  me  to  aummeE  cliUMi,        a 
And  I  muat  uile  the  blwoma  thai  unToU  f 

In  its  ripe  warmih  thi>  graciona  inoming  II 
said,  hia  erewhile  umid  lifs  graw  bold. 
And  pneaiod  with  hert  in  dewy  rhyme : 
eat  bliis  wai  ivilh  them,  eiid  great  h 


rou       f 

fingOitll 
»id.  f 
me:  I 

hei^^BMi 


The  inward  fragranre  of  each  other'a  he*rt 
he,  to  her  chamber  gone,  a  ditty  lair 

mey'd  dart ; 


XI, 

All  cloae  they  inel  again,  before  the  duik 
Rod  taken  from  the  itan  it>  pleaaani  veil. 

All  cloae  they  mat.  all  evee,  before  Ihe  duak 
Hod  taken  from  Iho  ilan  ilt  pleaaant  vail. 

Cloae  in  a  bower  of  byacJTilh  and  muik. 

Unknown  of  any.  free  irom  whiipeting  tal& 

Abi  better  bad  It  been  for  ever  an. 

Than  idle  ean  iliould  pleasure  in  their  wo*. 

xn. 

'ere  they  unhappy  then  T^lt  canrtot  be — 
Too  many  lean  for  lovers  have  been  abed. 

00  many  sighs  give  we  to  them  in  fee. 
Too  much  of  piiy  after  they  are  dead. 

00  many  doleful  itoriea  do  we  aee. 
Whow  matter  in  bright  gold  wore  be»t  bo  read 

itept  in  such  a  page  where  TlWKUs'  spouse 

^erft*  \*^i*:**  *t«i:*  \ITCIM*1«  him  bo^^-m. 
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xm. 

Bot,  for  the  geo«ral  award  of  bye. 

The  little  sweet  doth  kill  much  bittemea; 

Tliough  Dido  silent  is  in  under-grove. 
And  Isabella's  was  a  great  distress. 

Though  young  Lorenzo  in  warm  Indian  clove 
Was  not  embalm'd,  this  truth  is  not  the  lesa— 

Even  bees,  the  little  almsmen  of  spring-bowan, 

Know  there  is  richest  juice  in  poison-floweis. 

XIV. 

With  her  two  brothers  thw  fair  lady  dwelt. 
Enriched  from  ancestral  merchandise, 

And  for  them  many  a  weary  hand  did  swell 
In  torched  mines  and  noisy  focloriee. 

And  many  once  proud-quiver'd  loins  did  melt 
In  blood  from  stinging  whip ; — ^with  hollow  eyes 

Bfany  all  day  in  dazading  river  stood, 

To  take  the  richored  drillings  of  the  flood. 

XV. 
For  them  the  Ceylon  diver  held  his  breath. 

And  went  all  naked  to  the  hungry  shark ; 
For  them  his  ears  gush'd  blood ;  for  them  in  death 

The  seal  on  the  cold  ice  with  piteous  baric 
Lay  full  of  darts ;  for  them  alone  did  seethe 

A  thousand  men  in  troubles  wide  and  dark  * 
Half-ignorant,  they  turn'd  an  easy  wheel. 
That  set  sharp  racks  at  work,  to  pinch  and  peeL 

XVL 

Why  were  they  proud  ?  Because  their  marble  founts 
Gush'd  with  more  pride  than  do  a  wretch's  taan  Y — 

Why  were  they  proud  f  Because  fair  orange-mounts 
Were  of  more  soft  ascent  than  laiar^tairs ! 

Why  were  they  proud  ?  Because  red-lined  aoooonti 
Were  richer  than  die  songs  of  Grecian  yean  f 

Why  were  they  proud  ?  again  we  ask  aloud. 

Why  in  the  name  of  Glory  were  they  proud  ? 

xvn. 

Yet  were  these  Fbrentines  as  sel^retired 
In  hungry  pride  and  gainful  cowardice. 

As  two  close  Hebrews  in  that  land  insjHred, 
Paled  in  and  vineyorded  fiom  beggarapies ; 

The  hawks  of  ship-mast  forests— the  untired 
And  pannier'd  mules  for  ducats  and  old 

Quick  cat's-paws  on  the  generous  stray-away, 

Great  wits  in  Spanish,  Tuscan,  and  Afalay. 


xvin. 

How  was  it  these  same  leger>inen  could  spy 
Fair  Isabella  in  her  downy  nest? 

How  could  they  find  out  in  Lorenn's  eye 
A  straying  from  his  toil  f  Hot  Egypt's  peit 

Into  their  vision  covetous  and  sly ! 

How  could  these  money-bags  see  east  and 

Tet  so  they  did— and  every  dealer  fair 

Must  see  behind,  as  doth  the  hunted  hare. 


XIX. 

O  eloquent  and  famed  Boccaccio! 

Of  thee  we  now  should  ask  fbigiviag  boon, 
And  of  thy  spicy  myriieB  as  they  blow. 

And  of  thy  roses  amorous  of  the  mocna 
And  of  thy  liliei,  that  do  paler  grow 

Now  they  can  no  more  hear  thy  ^littem'f 
For  yentnring  syllablei  that  ill  besaeia 
TIm  quiet  jlM>ms  of  auch  a  piteoiif  tlMme. 


XX. 

Grant  thou  a  pardon  here,  and  then  the  tale 

Shall  move  on  soberly,  as  it  is  meet ; 
There  is  no  other  crime,  no  mad  assail 

To  make  old  prose  in  modem  rhyme  more  sweet : 
But  it  is  done — succeed  the  verse  or  fail — 

To  honor  thee,  and  thy  gone  spirit  greet; 
To  stead  thee  as  a  verse  in  English  tongue, 
An  echo  of  thee  in  the  north-wind  sung. 

XXI. 

These  brethren  having  found  by  many  signs 
What  love  Lorenzo  for  their  sister  had. 

And  how  she  loved  him  too,  each  unconfinea 
His  bitter  thoughts  to  other,  well-nigh  mad 

That  he,  the  servant  of  their  trade  designs. 
Should  in  their  sister's  bve  be  bUthe  and  glad. 

When  'twas  their  plan  to  coax  her  by  degrees 

To  some  high  noble  and  his  olive-trees. 

XXIL 
And  many  a  jealous  conference  had  they. 

And  many  times  they  bit  their  lips  alone. 
Before  they  fix'd  upon  a  surest  way 

To  make  the  youngster  for  his  crime  alone ; 
And  at  the  last,  these  men  of  cruel  clay 

Cut  Mercy  with  a  sharp  knife  to  the  bone; 
For  they  resolved  in  some  forest  dim 
To  kill  Lorenzo,  and  there  bury  him. 

xxra. 

So  on  a  pleasant  morning,  as  he  leant 

Into  the  sunrise  o'er  the  balustrade 
Of  the  garden-terrace,  towards  him  they  bent 

Their  footing  dirough  the  dews ;  and  to  him  said, 
**  You  seem  there  in  the  quiet  of  content, 

Lorenzo,  and  we  are  most  loth  to  invade 
Calm  speculation ;  but  if  you  are  wise, 
Bestride  your  steed  while  cold  is  in  the  skies. 

XXIV. 

**  To-day  we  purpose,  ay,  this  hour  we  mount 
To  spur  three  leagues  towards  the  Apennine ; 

Come  down,  we  pray  thee,  ere  the  hot  sun  count 
His  dewy  rosary  on  the  eglantine." 

Lorenzo,  courteously  as  he  was  wont, 

Bow'd  a  fiur  greeluig  to  these  serpents'  whine ; 

And  went  in  haste,  to  get  in  readiness. 

With  belt,  and  spur,  and  bracing  huntsman's  dress. 

XXV. 

And  as  he  to  the  court-yard  pass'd  along. 
Each  third  step  did  he  pause,  and  listen'd  ofl 

If  he  could  hear  his  lady's  matin-song, 
Or  the  light  whisper  of  her  footstep  soft  ; 

And  as  he  thus  over  his  passion  hung. 
He  heard  a  laugh  full  musical  aloft; 

When,  looking  up,  he  saw  her  features  bright 

Smile  through  an  in-door  lattice,  all  deUght. 

XXVI. 
** Love,  Isabel !"  said  he,  ** I  was  in  pain  ' 

Leat  I  should  miss  to  bid  thee  a  good-morrow : 
Ah !  what  if  I  should  lose  thee,  when  so  foin 

I  am  to  iiiile  all  the  heavy  sorrow 
Of  a  poor  three  hours'  absence !  but  we  11  gain 

Out  of  the  amorous  dark  what  day  doth  borra>w. 
Good-bye!  Ill  soon  be  back."— ^Good-bfe!" said sIm 
And  IB  Yua  ^«a\  iflbA  <^»s&«^ T!Mirc\>|. 

W4 


KEATB'8  POETICAL  WORKS. 


XX  VII. 

hiDu) 

wo  brolheri 

and  IhoLr  murdar'd  nu 

Bode 

pMi&irFI 

nnce.  la  where  Arno 

hull- 

iluoagh  >tr( 

dcrthfim 

Inetf  wuh  duicui 

{  tiulruih.  an)  ihn  br 

(Ma 

Em)- 

Ptduainn 

he&«bfli..    Sick  and 

wnn 

Tho  bwiton'  Ihco  in  ihB  ford  did  wni 

•.  fliuh  mih 

loVf^—They  i»»'d  iho  wbIot 

MS  ■  ror«l  quicl  tc 

r  Iho  .loughler. 

XXVIU. 

n». 

nu  lAreon  ilain  and  baried  In. 

ThB 

e  in  Ihal  «it«l  >tid  bu  enM  love  c 

U!  »l>sai»uld 

ItRL 

l)«  ui  lonelir 

bt)» 

■in: 

ih  audden  apBed, 


Tha)fdi[^'dIhairiwonlain  ilie  water,  an 
rheir  hoiHH  honwwan).  wiili  u'cnvulaed  tf 
_S»ch  richer  by  hii  btiDg  a  murderer. 

XSIX. 

They  luld  Iheir  aiM 

Lorpnta  lifld  ta'nn  Biup  lor  roretgn  land*. 
BerRiiae  cif  WHne  {pval  ur^cDcy  and  need 

In  LhfliT  affiun.  t^  airing  Innly  handri. 
Hiur  jir] !  pul  on  thy  flliHiog  n'idow'H  weed. 

And  'acape  at  unce  fmn  Ilope'a  ai'cuned  banda  j 
TiHlay  (hau  will  a 
And  ihe  neil  day  will  be  a  day  of 

XXX. 

She  iv«e]]a  alono  (be  pleuorea  ml  t 

Sorely  >he  nepi  unliJ  IIid  oighl  i 
And  then,  initeod  of  love,  O  miacr) 

She  btooded  o'or  the  Imuty  alon 
!!■  image  in  Ihe  diuk  aha  Mnni'd  t 

And  lo  the  lilence  ronde  a  genlli 


Bol  Sollbhn™.  LoTe'a 

eouain,  held  not  long 

lu  fiery  vigil  in  tier 

ingle  brcaat; 

She  fretted  for  the  gold 

on  hour.  n.>d  htrng 

Upon  !lio  limo  with 

overiah  uiireal- 

Not  long-for  .oon  into 

her  hearl  a  Ihrotig 

Of  higher  oceuponu. 

B  richer  leal, 

Came  ingic ;  piusian  a 

ot  to  be  aubdued. 

And  nmw  for  hot  love  in  invcl*  mde. 

XXXII. 

In  the  tnid^days  of  avit 

ran,  on  ihcir  evra 

The  breath  of  W.iit 

r  cornea  fhim  far  Bwa 

And  the  aiek  weal  mn 

nually  bereavea 

or  aome  gold  linge, 

nd  playa  a  roundelay 

Of  death  arwing  iho  hi 

•hee  and  the  leavea. 

To  make  all  baro  bclbro  ho  dan*  to  amy 

From  hia  north  cavern 

So  aweet  Inbel 

%  gmduEi]  decay  from 

beauty  felt. 

xxxni. 

Becaose  Lotetiio  cntne  not.    Oflenliraea 

She  aak'd  her  biotheta,  with  on  eye  all  pole. 
Striving  to  be  itiwlfi  what  dungeon  climea 

Could  keep  him  ofT  ao  long  T  They  apoke  a  lalo 
l^ine  alter  liniB.  to  (|uiel  her.    Their  rrimea 

Came  on  ibem,  like  a  amoke  tiom  Huisma'i  lale 
•id  ol-eiy  nighl  in  dreama  Ihey  Ktoan'd  aloud. 

aep  their  mtei  lu  hci  snowy  a\ut>ud. 


XXXIV. 

ad  ahe  had  died  in  drowsy  ignoFiiiice. 
Bui  for  a  thing  mo»  deadly  dark  than  all ; 
came  like  a  fierre  potion,  dnink  by  chann, 
Whifh  aavn  u  lick  man  from  Ihe  rcaiher'il  |a 
>r  aomo  few  gaaping  nnnienia ;  hkc  a  laa«, 
Wabng  an  Indian  from  hia  cloudy  ball 
With  cruel  pierc*.  and  bringing  him  again 
SetUB  of  Ihe  gnawing  fire  at  bean  and  bnot 

XXXV. 


Lorenioi 

1  raarr'd  hi>  glony  hair  whi(4i  once  cobI 
Luuro  iniD  the  eun.  and  pul  c«Id  dean 
[Ipun  hia  lijK,  and  taken  Ihe  aoft  lute 
From  hia  lorn  vmco,  and  pan  hia  loaraed  eaa 
llad  made  a  miiy  chartriel  tor  hia  leara. 

XXXVI. 

Strange  Bound  it  was,  whon  the  pale  ■hadna 
there  wua  atrivinj.  in  its  piiooua  longa 
To  apeak  aa  when  on  earth  it  Wat  awnke. 

And  [aabella  on  ita  muaic  hung; 
Languut  Ibere  wu  in  ii.  and  Ireinuloua  ahake. 

in  a  polejed  Druid'a  harp  unaimng ; 
And  through  it  moun'd  a  ghoatty  undersong, 
^oaiae  ttight-guili  aopulchral  brie»  anuog. 

XXXVII. 

EB,  Ihongh  wild,  were  itiU  all  dewy  bri^ 
th  love,  and  kepi  nil  phnntom  fear  aloof 
Iho  poor  girl  by  mogte 


or  the  late  darken'd  lii 


Tidworf      J 


lioi-slune  weighs  ujnn  my  feel ; 
e  biwcliea  and  high  chr*Inuia  died 
and  prickly  nula;  a  sheep-tiild  Uelt 
n  beyond  the  nver  lo  my  bed : 


Upon  I 


Alon 


:  chant  ulone  1 


re  dweUiog 


While  little  Biiunda  of  life  oro  nund  mo  Lneliioi 
And  glooay  bera  bI  noon  do  fieldnard  paaa. 

And  many  a  chapel-bell  the  hour  ia  telling. 
P.iining  me  through^  those  aoundi  grow  nifange  lomi 
And  thou  on  diatani  in  Humanity, 

XI. 
- 1  know  H-hal  was,  I  feel  fnll  well  whal  it. 

And  I  should  mge,  if  apirils  could  go  mad  ; 
Though  I  Ibrgei  the  loale  of  ooilhly  bliaa. 

Thai  pnleneia  warran  my  grave,  sa  Ihough  I  had 
A  Seraph  chuwn  from  Ihe  bright  abyn 

To  he  m;  agntBc  :  ihy  palenen  oiakea  me  glad . 
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XLI. 

moum'd  "  Adieu  !'*—diMolved,  and  left 
m  darkness  in  a  slow  turmoil ; 
>f  healthful  midnight  sleep  bereft, 
g  on  rugged  hours  and  fruitless  toil, 
ir  eyes  into  a  pillowy  cleft, 

the  spangly  gloom  froth  up  and  boil : 
d  Isabella's  eyelids  ache, 
I  dawn  she  started  up  awake ; 

XUT. 
"  said  she,  "  I  knew  not  this  hard  life, 
it  the  worst  was  simple  misery ; 
iome  Fate  with  pleasure  or  with  strife 
i  us — happy  days,  or  else  to  die ; 
IS  crime — a  brother's  bloody  knife ! 
Ipirit,  thou  hast  school'd  my  infancy : 
iee  for  this,  and  kiss  thine  eyes, 
thee  mom  and  even  in  the  skies." 

xLnr. 

full  morning  came,  she  had  devised 
3  might  secret  to  the  forest  hie  ; 
night  find  the  clay,  so  dearly  prized, 
;  to  it  one  latest  lullaby  ; 
hort  absence  might  be  unsurmised, 
he  the  inmost  of  the  dream  would  by. 
she  took  with  her  an  aged  nurse, 
into  that  dismal  fbrest-hearse. 

XLIV. 

y  creep  along  the  riverHside 

9  doth  whisper  to  that  aged  Dame, 

looking  rouiMi  the  champaign  wide, 

ler  a  knife. — **  What  feverous  hectic  flame 

lee,  child  f — What  good  can  thee  betide, 

)u  shouldst  smile  again?" — ^The  evening 

»me, 

lad  found  Lorenzo's  earthy  bed ; 

vas  there,  the  berries  at  his  head. 

XLV. 

not  loiter'd  in  a  green  church-yard, 
his  spirit,  like  a  demon-mole, 
agh  the  clayey  soil  and  gravel  hard, 
ikuU,  cofiin'd  bones,  and  funeral  stole ; 
:h  form  that  hungry  Death  hath  marr'd, 
ng  it  once  more  with  human  soul  ? 
I  holiday  to  what  wai  felt 
lella  by  Lorenzo  knelt. 

XLVI. 

into  the  fresh-thrown  mould,  as  though, 
ice  did  fully  all  its  secrets  tell ; 
)  saw,  as  other  eyes  would  know 
bs  at  bottom  of  a  crystal  well ; 
nurderous  spot  she  seem'd  to  grow, 
1  native  lily  of  the  dell : 
her  knife,  all  sudden,  she  began 
pe  fervently  than  misers  can. 

XLVn. 
im'd  np  a  soiled  glove,  whereon 

had  play'd  in  purple  phantaiiea ; 
it  with  a  lip  more  chill  than  stone, 

it  in  her  boaom,  where  it  dries 
s  utterly  unto  the  bone 
lintiea  made  to  still  an  infiuif  s  crief : 
■he  work  again ;  mnr  stay'd  her  care, 
IT  tmek  Mt  timm  iwr  veiliog  hair. 


XLVIII. 

That  old  nurse  stood  beside  her  wondering, 
Until  her  heart  felt  pity  to  the  core 

At  sight  of  such  a  disinal  laboring. 

And  so  she  kneeled,  with  her  locks  all  hoar. 

And  put  her  lean  hands  to  the  horrid  thing : 
Three  hours  they  labor'd  at  this  travail  sore ; 

At  last  they  felt  the  kernel  of  the  grave, 

And  Isabella  did  not  stamp  and  rave. 

XUX. 
Ah !  wherefore  all  this  wormy  circamstance ! 

Why  linger  at  the  jrawning  tomb  so  long  ? 
O  for  the  gentleness  of  old  Romance, 

The  simple  plaining  of  a  minstrel's  song ! 
Fair  reader,  at  the  old  tale  take  a  glance. 

For  here,  in  truth,  it  doth  not  well  belong 
To  speak  .*— O  turn  thee  to  the  very  tale, 
And  taste  the  music  of  that  vision  pale. 


With  duller  steel  than  the  Persian  sword 
They  cut  away  no  formless  monster's  head. 

But  one,  whose  gentleness  did  well  accord 

With  death,  as  life.  The  ancient  harps  have  said 

Love  never  dies,  but  lives,  immortal  Lord : 
If  Love  impersonate  was  ever  dead. 

Pale  Isabella  kiss'd  it,  and  low  moan'd. 

Twaa  love ;  cold* — dead  indeed,  but  not  dethroned. 

LI. 

In  anxious  secrecy  they  took  it  home. 
And  then  the  prize  was  all  for  Isabel  .* 

She  calm'd  its  wild  hair  with  a  golden  comb. 
And  an  around  each  eye's  sepulchral  cell 

Pointed  each  fringed  lash ;  the  smeared  loam 
MTith  tears,  as  chilly  as  a  dripping  well. 

She  drench'd  away : — and  still  she  comb'd,  and  kept 

Sighing  all  day— and  still  she  kiss'd,  and  wept 

LII. 

Then  in  a  silken  scarf,— sweet  with  the  dews 
Of  precious  flowers  pluck'd  in  Araby, 

And  divine  liquids  come  with  odorous  ooze 
Through  the  cold  serpent-pipe  refreshfully^ — 

She  wrapp'd  it  up ;  and  for  its  tomb  did  choose 
A  garden-spot,  ^'herein  she  laid  it  by, 

And  cover'd  it  with  mould,  and  o'er  it  set 

Sweet  Basil,  which  her  tears  kept  ever  wet. 

un. 

And  she  forgot  the  stars,  the  moon,  and  sun, 
And  she  forgot  the  blue  above  the  trees. 

And  she  forgot  the  dells  where  waters  nm. 
And  she  forgot  the  chilly  autumn  breeze ; 

She  had  no  knowledge  when  the  day  was  done. 
And  the  new  mom  she  saw  not :  but  in  peace 

Hung  over  her  sweet  Basil  evermore. 

And  moistened  it  with  tean  imto  the  core. 

UV. 
And  so  she  ever  fed  it  with  thin  tears. 

Whence  thick,  and  green,  and  beautiful  it  grew. 
So  that  it  smelt  more  balmy  than  its  peers 
Of  Baal-tofts  in  Florence ;  for  it  drew 
Natim  besidea,  and  life,  fhxn  human  fean. 
From  the  ftst^noiildering  head  there  shut  fimn 
view: 
So  that  the  ienral,  sa&U|  cwdutad^ 
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Lv. 


O  Melnncboly,  hnget  htm  m 

O  Moiiic,  Muiic  braalhn  dnpontlingly ! 
0  Echo,  Ei^ho.  rnHD  HOHr  KKnbre  t>le. 

Unknown.  LelheaOi  ugh  1u  ii>"^  dgh  ' 
BpiriiB  ID  pier,  liA  up  your  heiirli,  nrtd  Baijle 

LiA  up  your  hekda.  ivtetiL  ^nlL  heanLy^ 


iipglel 


u  your  cyprM 


LVl. 


UoKa  huher.  ill  yt  lylliihliv 

From  Ihs  deep  IhrosI  of  wl  Malpomeuc 
■nuoiigh  hninMil  lyre  in  Inigic  nriliir  go, 

And  loucli  iha  ilniigi  inio  a  nyUcry  i 

ouml'uUy  upon  the  winili  utd  law 


For" 
Among  Iho  dtmd  :  t 
Cnl  by  on  Indkn  fb 


LVIT 


O  luve  lbs  palm  lo  witliPr  by  inelfi 

Lei  lutt  qnick  Winier  chill  ita  dying  hour  J — 

II  may  Dol  be— iboH  Bsdlilei  or  pelf 
Her  braihren,  noKd  ihe  conlinon]  thawer 

Frnm  her  dead  cyna ;  an<l  mnny  a  curioiu  air 
Among  her  kindrrd.  wonder'J  ih«I  mnh  damr 

Of  youth  and  hmoly  ahoold  be  thiown  ankle 

By  one  raark'd  oul  lo  be  a  Noble't  bride. 

LVUt. 
And,  fanhermorB.  her  brelhrpn  wonJer'd  much 

Why  she  ail  dnuping  by  Ihe  Ba«l  green, 
And  nhy  it  lluuriih'd,  ai  by  owgic  touch  j 

Greatly  Ihcy  wooiler'd  Hbalihe  Ihingmigblmean 
n*y  could  nut  lurely  gtee  belieT.  that  nirh 
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if  gey. 


nererorc  they  nateh'd  a  lime  nhen  they  mig 
llua  hidden  nbim ;  ant!  long  Ihey  walch'd  in 

For  aeldoni  did  ihe  go  lo  rhnpel  shrill. 
And  Boldom  fell  she  any  hunger-pain ; 


LX, 
Yet  Ihcy  nmirived  to  aleal  Ihe  Buil-poi, 

The  ihing  wu  Tile  with  green  lol  Uviil  apnl, 
And  yel  they  knew  it  wai  Lorenio't  hit . 

The  guerdon  of  their  murder  they  had  gui. 
And  B  left  norrDce  in  a  niaD]tini'i>  ipacr. 

Nevi!r  lo  turn  agvn — Afiny  Ihey  went. 

With  hktod  upun  Iheir  heads,  to  bamihoMtii. 

LXI. 

0  HclaDdioly.  totn  thine  eyes  anayl 

O  Music,  Muse,  breathe  dnpondii^yl 
0  Echo.  Echti.  on  lonie  other  day. 

PiuiQ  iilea  Leihpan,  aigh  la  u>— O  aigh! 
Spirit,  of  griei:  ting  nol  your  "  Well*™, !" 

For  taabel.  aweel  Itabet.  will  die ; 
Will  the  a  dDOth  too  lone  and  incompleie, 
Now  Uiey  have  la'eu  away  her  R— il  iwaeL 

LXH. 
Pttooui  the  look'd  on  dead  and  kdwIih  Ihn^ 

■king  f>r  her  luei  Bnail  amoniualf ; 
And  wiih  molodioQa  churkle  in  ihe  alringa 

Of  her  lorn  voice,  she  oftcniiniM  would  aj 
After  the  Pilgrim  in  bia  wanderings. 

To  ask  him  where  her  Baail  wn :  and  w[i» 
r  WRi  hid  from  her  ^  "  For  crael  'I  ia,"  aud  iM. 
To  steal  my  Baul-pol  away  Horn  me." 

Lsra. 

>nd  ao  she  pined,  rod  »  she  died  fiirlanb 

Imptiirins  for  her  Doiil  to  Ihe  laM. 

In  pity  a(  her  love,  ao  DveiraaE, 
And  a  KBd  dilty  of  ihia  Mory  bom 

From  mouih  lo  mouth  Ihnmgli  all  ihe  eoanuy  ^B- 

ill  ia  the  burthen  aung — -"  O  cruelty. 
To  steal  my  Biuil-jiot  sway  from  me  '." 
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I. 

St.  Aones'  Evi — Ah.  bilter  cfaill  it  wn ! 

The  owl,  for  all  hii  rcalheia,  wai  »wld  j 

The  hare  bmpM  trembling  through  the  froiotl  giui. 

And  silent  wai  the  fleck  in  woolly  fold  : 

Numb  were  the  Beadaman's  fingers,  while  he  told 

His  leeaiy,  and  while  his  frosted  breath, 

Beem'd  taking  Aighl  for  heaven,  without  a  death, 
PesI  the  sweel  Virgin's  picture,  while  his  pnyar  he 

n. 

His  prayer  ha  mith,  Ihii  patienl.  My  aan ; 
Then  take*  his  lamp,  and  riaeth  from  hia  kneea. 
And  Imek  relumeth.  meagsT,  batefoat.  wvt, 
liMV  ibe  chapel  aisle  by  dow  itipiM: 


Hw  Kulptured  dead,  on  each  ula,  seem  u  fie 
Impnson'd  in  black,  patgalortal  nita  : 
Knlshta.  ladies,  praying  in  dnrab  onu'riea, 
He  fosBeth  by ;  and  hia  weak  spirit  Jsila 
To  dusk  how  they  may  acbs  in  icy  hooda  and  a 

in. 

Northward  he  loniefli  thmngh  a  little  Anr, 
And  scarce  three  aleps,  ere  Music'*  golden  ton 
Flatier'd  to  lean  this  aged  man  and  poor  ,- 
But  no — alteady  had  his  death-bell  mng ; 
The  joys  of  all  his  life  were  said  tad  sung ; 
Ilis  was  hai^  penance  oo  St  Agne^  Eve : 
AjKtther  nay  he  went,  and  avn  amockg 
.      Roogh  aaheasalbefcrliJiiiral^  reprieve, 
\  Ksiii  i&\  lo^vVn^  k^iAk,ta  naen' sake  lo  siii 
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IV. 

That  ancient  Baadimnn  heard  the  preliide  nA ; 
And  M)  it  chanced,  for  many  a  door  wae  wide» 
From  hnny  to  and  fro.    Soon,  up  aloft, 
The  nlver,  marling  trumpets  'gan  to  chide  : 
The  level  chamben,  ready  with  their  pride, 
Were  glowmg  to  receive  a  thouiand  goeiti: 
The  cvved  angeli,  ever  eegereyed, 
Stared,  where  upon  their  heads  the  cornice  rati, 
With  hair  blown  back,  and  wingi  pat  oro«-wiee  on 
their  breasfiiu 


At  length  bant  in  the  argent  revelry. 
With  plume,  tiara,  and  aU  rich  array, 
NomerouB  as  shadows  haunting  fairily 
The  brain,  new  stuflTd,  in  yoath,  with  triumphs  gay 
Of  old  romance.    These  let  us  wish  away. 
And  turn,  sole-thoughted,  to  one  Lady  there. 
Whose  heart  had  brooded,  all  that  wintry  day. 
On  love,  and  wing'd  St  Agnes'  saintly  care. 
As  she  had  heard  old  dames  full  many  times  declare. 

VI. 

They  told  her  how,  upon  St  Agnes'  Eve, 
Young  Virgins  might  have  visions  of  delight, 
And  soft  adorings  from  their  loves  receive 
Upon  the  honey'd  middle  of  the  night. 
If  ceremonies  due  they  did  aright ; 
As,  supperless  to  bed  they  must  retire, 
And  couch  supine  their  beauties,  lily  white ; 
Nor  look  behind,  nor  sideways,  but  require 
Of  Heaven  with  upward  eyes  for  all  that  they  desire. 

vn. 

Full  of  this  whim  was  thoughtful  Madeline ; 
Tlie  music,  yearning  like  a^God  un  pain. 
She  scarcely  beard :  her  maiden  e3res  divine, 
Fix'd  on  the  floor,  saw  many  a  sweeping  train 
Pass  by — she  heeded  not  at  all :  in  vain 
Came  many  a  tiptoe,  amorous  cavalier. 
And  back  retired ;  not  oool'd  by  high  disdain. 
Bat  she  saw  not :  her  heart  was  otherwhere : 
She  sigh'd  for  Agnes'  dreams,  the  sweetest  of  the  year. 

vra. 

She  danced  along  with  vague,  regardless  eyes. 
Anxious  her  lips,  her  breadiing  quick  and  short : 
The  hallow'd  hour  was  near  at  hand :  she  sighs 
Amid  the  timbrels,  and  the  throng'd  resort 
Of  .whisperers  in  anger,  or  in  sport; 
'Mid  looks  of  love,  defiance,  hate,  and  scorn, 
Hoodwink'd  with  fiiiry  fimcy ;  all  amort. 
Save  to  St  Agnes,  and  her  lambs  unshorn. 
And  all  the  bliss  to  be  before  to-morrow  mom. 

IX. 

So,  purposing  each  moment  to  retire. 
She  linger'd  still.    Meantime,  across  the  moots. 
Had  come  young  Pbrphyro»  with  heart  on  fire 
For  Madeline.    Beside  the  portal  doois, 
Buttress'd  from  moonlight,  stands  he,  wad  implorai 
All  saints  to  give  him  sig^t  of  Madeline, 
But  fer  one  moment  in  the  tedious  hoon, 
That  he  might  gaze  and  worship  all  imsetn ; 
Perchance  speak,  kneel,  touch,  kiss— in  sooth  such 
thhigs  have  been. 

3X 


X. 

He  ventures  in :  let  no  baB*d  whisper  tell : 
All  eyes  be  muffled,  or  a  hundred  swords 
Will  storm  his  heart  Love's  fev'rous  citadel : 
For  him,  those  chambeis  held  barbarian  hordes. 
Hyena  foemen,  and  hot>blooded  lords. 
Whose  very  dogs  would  execrations  ho^ 
Against  his  lineage  t  not  one  breast  aflords 
Ifim  any  mercy,  in  that  mansion  foul. 
Save  one  old  bMdame,  weak  in  body  and  in  sooL 

XI. 

Ah,  happy  chance !  the  aged  creature  came. 
Shuffling  along  with  ivory-headed  wand. 
To  where  he  stood,  hid  from  the  torch's  flame. 
Behind  a  broad  hall-pillar,  far  beyond 
The  sound  of  merriment  and  chorus  bland : 
He  startled  her :  but  soon  she  knew  his  &ce, 
And  grasp'd  his  fingers  in  her  palsied  hand. 
Saying, "  Mercy,  Porphyro !  hie  diee  from  this  pUioe ; 
They  are  all  here  to-night,  the  whole  bloodthirsty 


race: 


I 


XU. 


*'Get  hence!  get  hence!  there's  dwarfish  Hilde- 

brand; 
He  had  a  fever  late,  and  in  the  fit 
He  cursed  thee  and  thine,  both  house  and  land: 
Then  there 's  that  old  Loid  Maurice,  not  a  whit 
Mcnre  tame  for  his  grey  hairs — Alas  me  I  flit  f 
Flit  like  a  ghost  away." — **  Ah,  gossip  dear. 
We're  safe  enough;  here  in  this  ann«hair  si^ 
And  tell  me  how"— ^  Good  Saints !  not  here,  not 
here; 
Follow  me,  child,  or  else  these  stones  will  be  thy  bier." 

xm. 

He  Ibllow'd  through  a  bwly  arched  way. 
Brushing  the  cobwebs  with  his  lofVy  plume. 
And  as  she  mutter'd  **  Well-a— well-a-day ! " 
He  Ibund  him  in  a  little  moonlit  room, 
Ptole,  latticed,  chill,  and  silent  as  a  tomb. 
**  Now  tell  me  where  is  Madeline,"  said  he, 
'^  O  tell  me,  Angela,  by  the  holy  loom 
Which  none  but  secret  sisteriiood  may  see. 
When  they  St  Agnes'  wool  are  weaving  pioosly." 


XIV. 

**  St  Agnes !  Ah !  it  is  St  Agnes'  Eve~ 
Yet  men  will  murder  upon  holy  days : 
Thou  must  hold  water  in  a  witch's  neve. 
And  be  liege-lord  of  all  the  Elves  and  Fays, 
To  venture  so :  it  fills  me  with  amaze 
To  see  thee,  Porphyro !— ^  Agnes'  Eve ! 
God's  help !  my  lady  fair  the  conjuror  plays 
This  very  night :  good  angels  her  deceive ! 
But  let  me  laugh  awhile,  I  've  mickle  time  to  grieve." 

XV. 

Feebly  she  laugheih  in  the  languid  moon. 
While  Pbrphyro  upon  her  &ce  doth  look, 
like  paaled  urchin  on  an  aged  crooe 
Who  keepeth  ckned  a  wondrous  riddle-book. 
As  spectacled  she  sits  in  chhnney-nook. 
But  soon  his  eyes  grew  brilliant,  when  die  told 
His  lady's  porpose ;  and  he  scarce  coaM  brook 
Tears,  at  flie  thought  of  those  enchantmenti  oold, 
Ani  MtdfliyoA  «AiM^\&L^K^^^%ISBBiSa«Si^ 


J 
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XVL 

_  hii  femr,  ad  in  hk  pibml  bHrt 
yvpteitoli  OMAdolhlMpnpoM 
IMML  thtf  ndBM  th»  InUnM  rttfli 


liAr,  Wt  hit  pliff  nd  dMp^  nd 
lot  MBrtlfbtdKi 


zvn. 

« I  win  ml  ten  Wr,  Iqr  aU  mbm  I  raMr." 
QBBditaplifiot  "Onqrliw'vtndgmM 
Wten  av  wMk  tolM  dMn  wfaiRMr  ill  iMt 
If  €M  or  kirioft  1114^  I  diiphMk 
Or  look  with  nfiu  pMBon  in  hir  Am: 
Good  Anfda,  belMT*  me  fay  dMM  tttn; 
Or  I  win,  OTOD  in  A  moaMnt^  ipooe, 
Awalwi  wtdi  hofiid  iboot,  my  imanmk^  wmn. 
And  bioid  Aam,  tlioiifh  dwj  bo  mora  ftng'd 
woItoo  and  bam.** 

zvni. 

«  Ah !  why  wflt  fhoQ  aAight  a  fttbla  nol  f 
A  poor,  waak,  paby^irioke^  oh«ld^yald  thing. 
WbMB  pawinf^Mtt  may,  ara  dw  mUmght,  lott ; 
WbMo  pnyaiB  ftr  Ifaaa,  aach  mom  and  aivanfaif; 
Wara  navar  niaiPd.'*— Una  plaining,  dolh  aha 

btii« 
A  gandar  opaach  ftom  burning  Potphyioi 
8a  wofU,  and  of  audi  daep  aunuwing, 
Ttmt  Angela  gtvei  praoiee  die  wiU  do 
WhataTor  be  diaU  widi,  betide  her  waal  or 


Wbidi  wai,  to  lead  him,  in  cloie  aecrecy, 
Even  to  Madeline's  chamber,  and  there  hide 
Him  in  a  cloaet,  of  such  privacy 
That  he  might  see  her  beauty  unespied, 
And  win  perhaps  that  night  a  peerless  bride, 
While  legion'd  fiuries  paced  the  coverlet. 
And  pale  enchantment  held  her  sleepy-eyed. 
Never  on  such  a  night  have  lovers  met. 
Since  Meriin  paid  his  Demon  all  the  monstrous  debt 

XX. 

*■  It  shall  be  as  thou  wishest,"  said  the  Dame : 
**  All  cates  and  dainties  shall  be  stored  there 
Quickly  on  this  feas^night:  by  the  tambour  frame 
Her  own  lute  thou  wilt  see :  no  time  to  spare, 
For  I  am  slow  and  feeble,  and  scarce  dare 
On  such  a  catering  trust  my  dizzy  head. 
Wait  here,  my  child,  with  patience;  kneel  in  prayer 
The  while :  Ah !  thou  must  needs  the  lady  wed, 
Or  may  I  never  leave  my  grave  among  the  dead.'* 

XXI. 

80  saying  slie  hobbled  off*  with  busy  fear. 
The  lover's  endless  minutes  slowly  pass'd ; 
The  dame  retum'd,  and  whisper'd  in  his  ear 
To  follow  her ;  with  aged  eyes  aghast 
From  fright  of  dim  espial.    Safe  at  last. 
Through  many  a  dusky  gallery,  they  gain 
The  nuuden's  chamber,  silken,  hush'd,  and  chaste 
When  Porphyio  took  coven,  i^eaaed  vxoakn. 


Uhaa 
Wiikdlfar 
Om  tm*d,  and 
Taaaafrkfal 


Oat 

IliHida 


ifaalrfipaidia 
nokob  m  paind 
thadoor.dia 
TV>^Miaraaair,aBd 
Ho  vttai^d  ayUafala,  or. 
Bat  to  her  heart,  har  haavft 
Funfav  with  akiqaanea  tor 
Aa  ihoqijh  a  toogndaai 
Har  throat  in  vain,  and  die, 


hanlad  la« 

•n 


baiida! 

wwobiNk 
balinysUo; 


hauialifia^iahwi 


nocvA 


A  rMiwinf  hi^  and  iripl»«nh'd  thai* 

^11  gmlTniTil  TriTh  rirrw  hwginlw 
Of  floilib  aad  flowon,  and  boMhoB  of 
And  diaMDdad  widi  patea  of 
Innnnarabia  of  aiuna  ad  aplwirtid 
Aa  nra  dw  tjgaMnodiVi  ~ 
And  in  tha  iddai, 'nMDg 
And  twOight  lainta,  tnd  fiin 
A diiaUad  aoMshaoo  falorik'ttwiih  hloodaf 
and  ldiB|p> 


XXV. 

Full  on  this  caaement  diona  the  wintry  moon. 
And  threw  warm  gules  on  Madeline's  Air  breait. 
As  down  she  knelt  ibr  heaven's  grace  and  boon: 
Rose-bloom  fell  on  her  hands,  together  prest. 
And  on  her  silver  cross  soft  amethyst. 
And  on  her  hair  a  glory,  like  a  saint : 
She  seem'd  a  splendid  angel,  newly  drest. 
Save  wings,  for  heaven : — Porphyro  grew  fiunt: 
Sbe  knelt,  so  pure  a  thing,  so  free  from  mortal  *■«"»- 

XXVI. 

Anon  hia  heart  revives :  her  vespeia  done. 
Of  all  its  wreathed  pearls  her  hair  she  frees ; 
Unclasps  her  wanned  jewels  one  by  one ; 
Loosens  her  fragrant  boddice ;  by  degrees 
Her  rich  attire  creeps  rustling  to  her  knees : 
Hal^hidden,  like  a  mermaid  in  sea-weed, 
Pensive  awhile  she  dreams  awake,  and  sees. 
In  fancy,  fiur  Sl  Agnes  in  her  bed. 
But  dares  not  look  behind,  or  all  the  charm  is  fled 


XXVII. 

Soon,  trembling  in  her  soft  and  chilly  neat, 
In  sort  of  wakeful  swoon,  perplex'd  she  lay. 
Until  the  poppied  warmth  of  deep  oppreas'd 
Her  soothed  limbs,  and  soul  fiuigoed  awmy ; 
Flown,  Hke  a  thought,  until  the  morrow-day ; 
Blissfully  haven'd  botli  from  joy  and  pain ; 


Clasp'd  like  a  missal  where  swait  Paynima  pny ; 

^  _^ ^  Blinded  alike  from  sundnne  and  from  rain, 

fiar  poor  ffuida  hurried  back  w\ih  agiiiea'm\MxV»B&>  hik^QofiP^^inM^D^^  «.  b«id  agaia 
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xxvni. 

Storn  to  this  paradite,  and  w  entranced, 
Porphyro  gazed  upon  her  empty  dress. 
And  IsRten'd  to  her  breathing,  if  it  chanced 
To  wake  into  a  slumberous  tenderness ; 
Which  when  he  heard,  that  minute  did  he  blea. 
And  breathed  himself:  then  from  the  closet  crept, 
Noiseless  as  fear  in  a  wide  wilderness, 
And  over  the  hush'd  carpet,  silent,  slept, 
And  'tween  the  curtains  peep'd,  where,  lo  S— how  fast 
she  slept 

XXIX. 

Then  by  the  bed-side,  where  the  faded  moon 
Made  a  dim,  silver  twilight,  soft  he  set 
A  table,  and,  half  anguish'd,  threw  thereon 
A  cloth  of  woven  crimson,  gold,  and  jet  .* — 
O  for  some  drowsy  Morphean  amulet ! 
The  boisterous,  midnight,  festive  clarion. 
The  kettle-drum,  and  ftr>heard  clarionet. 
Affray  his  ears,  dough  but  in  dying  tone : — 
The  hall-door  shuts  again,  and  all  the  noise  is  gone. 

XXX. 

And  still  she  slept  an  azure-lidded  sleep. 
In  blanched  linen,  smooth,  and  lavendcr'd. 
While  he  from  forth  the  closet  brought  a  heap 
Of  candied  apple,  quince,  and  plum,  and  gooid ; 
With  jellies  soother  than  the  creamy  curd. 
And  lucid  syrops,  tinct  with  cinnamon ; 
Manna  and  dates,  in  argosy  transferr*d 
From  Fez ;  and  spiced  dainties,  every  one, 
Ftom.  silken  Samarcand  to  cedar'd  Lebanon. 


XXXI. 

These  delicates  he  heap'd  with  glowing  hand 
On  golden  dishes  and  in  basketB  bright 
Of  wreathed  silver :  sumptuous  diey  stand 
In  the  retired  quiet  of  the  night. 
Filling  the  chilly  room  with  perfume  light — 
**  And  now,  my  love,  my  seraph  fair,  awake ! 
Thou  art  my  heaven,  and  I  thine  eremite : 
Open  thine  eyes,  for  meek  St  Agnes*  sake, 
Or  I  shall  drowse  beside  thee,  so  my  soul  doth  ache. 


XXXIV. 

Her  eyes  were  open,  but  she  still  beheld. 
Now  wide  awake,  the  vision  of  her  sleep : 
There  was  a  painful  change,  that  nigh  ezpeU'd 
The  blisBes  of  her  dream  so  pore  and  deep. 
At  which  fair  Madeline  began  to  weep. 
And  moan  forth  witless  wmds  with  many  a  sigh ; 
While  still  her  gaze  on  Porphyro  would  keep; 
Who  knelt,  with  joined  hands  and  piteous  eye. 
Fearing  to  move  or  speak,  she  look'd  so 


If 


XXXII. 
Thus  whispering,  his  warm,  unnerved  arm 
Sank  in  her  pillow.    Shaded  was  her  dream 
By  the  dusk  curUuns : — 'twas  a  midnight  chann 
Impoarible  to  melt  as  iced  stream : 
The  lustrous  salvers  in  the  moonlight  gleam; 
Broad  golden  fringe  upon  the  carpet  lies : 
It  seem'd  he  never,  never  could  redeem 
From  such  a  sted&st  spell  his  lady*s  eyes ; 
So  mused  awhile,  entoil'd  in  woofed  phantasiei. 

xxxni. 

Awakening  up,  he  took  her  hollow  lute* — 
Tumultuousr-and,  in  chords  that  tenderest  be, 
He  play'd  an  ancient  ditty,  long  since  mute, 
In  Provence  call'd, **  La  belle  dame  sans  mercy;*' 
Close  to  her  ear  touching  the  melody ; — 
Wherewith  disturb'd,  she  utter'd  a  sof^  moan : 
He  ceased— she  panted  quick— and  suddenly 
Her  blue  aflfrayed  eyes  wide  open  nboae : 
Upon  hk  knees  he  sank,  pale  as  wnooanculptiiwd 


XXXV. 

**  Ah,  Porphyro ! "  said  she,  **  but  even  now 
Thy  voice  was  at  sweet  tremble  in  mine  ear, 
Mwde  tunable  with  every  sweetest  vow ; 
And  those  sad  eyes  were  spiritual  and  elear: 
How  changed  thou  art !  how  pallid,  chill,and  drear! 
Give  me  that  voice  agaiq,  my  Porphyro, 
Those  looks  immortal,  those  complainings  dear ! 

0  leave  me  not  in  this  eternal  woe. 

For  if  thou  diest,  my  Love,  I  know  not  where  to  go." 

XXXVI. 

Beyond  a  mortal  man  impassion'd  &r 
At  these  voluptuous  accents,  hie  arose. 
Ethereal,  flush'd,  and  like  a  throbbing  star 
Seen  'mid  the  sapphire  heaven's  deep  repose ; 
Into  her  dream  he  melted,  as  the  rose 
Blendeth  its  odor  with  the  violet, — 
Solution  sweet :  meantime  the  frosUwind  Mows 
Like  Love's  alarum  pattering  the  sharp  sleet 
Against  the  window-panes ;  St  Agnes'  moon  hath  set 

xxxvn. 

Tis  daik:  quick  pattereth  the  flaw-blown  sleet: 
**  This  is  no  dream,  my  bride,  my  Madeline ! " 
Tis  dark:  the  iced  gusts  still  rave  and  beat : 
**  No  dream,  alas !  alas !  and  woe  is  mine ! 
Porphyro  will  leave  me  here  to  fode  and  pine.^ 
Cruel !  what  traitor  could  thee  hither  bring  ? 

1  curse  not,  for  my  heart  w  lost  in  thine. 
Though  thou  fomkest  a  deceived  thing ; — 

A  dove  forlorn  and  lost  with  sick  unpruned  wing.** 

XXX  vin. 

"  My  Madeline !  sweet  dreamer !  lovely  bride ! 
Say,  may  I  be  for  aye  thy  vassal  blest? 
Thy  beautjr's  shield,  heart^haped  and  vermeil  dyed  f 
Ah,  silver  shrine,  here  will  I  take  my  rest 
After  so  many  hours  of  toil  and  quest, 
A  famish'd  pilgrim^— saved  by  miracle. 
Though  I  have  found,  I  will  not  rob  thy  nest 
Saving  of  thy  sweet  self;  if  thou  think'st  well 
To  trust,  fiur  MMleline,  to  no  rude  infideL" 

XXXIX. 

**  Hark !  'tis  an  elfin4rtorm  from  fiury-land. 
Of  haggard  seeming,  but  a  boon  indeed : 
Arise — arise !  the  morning  is  at  hand ; — 
The  bloated  wassailers  will  never  heed : — 
Let  us  away,  my  love,  with  happy  speed ; 
There  are  no  ears  to  hear,  or  eyes  to  seer- 
Drown'd  all  in  Rhenish  and  the  sleepy  mead : 
Awake !  arise !  my  love,  and  fearless  be, 
For  o'er  tbe  ■outben  moon  I  have  a  home  for  ftM." 
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8he  hurried  at  hk  words,  bewt  wiih  fean* 
For  there  were  sleeping  dngoos  all  aroaiid. 
At  glaring  watch,  perhaps,  with  ready 
Down  the  wide  stairs  a  darkling  way  they  founds- 
In  all  the  house  was  heard  no  human  sound. 
A  chain^iropp'd  lamp  was  flickering  by  each  door ; 
The  arras,  rich  with  hoiseman,  hawk,  and  hoiiDd, 
Flotler'd  in  the  besieging  wind's  uproar ; 
And  the  long  carpets  ruse  along  the  gusty  floor. 

XLI. 
They  glide,  like  phantoms,  into  the  wide  haU ; 
Like  ^lantoms  to  the  iron  porch  they  glide. 
Where  lay  the  Porter,  in  uneasy  sprawl. 
With  a  huge  empty  flagon  by  lus  side : 


The  wakeful  Uoodhoond  roae,  and  shook  hiiUdi 
But  his  sagadoos  eye  an  inmate  owna : 
By  one.  and  one,  the  bolts  full  easy  slide  >- 
Tlie  chains  lie  silent  on  the  ibot-wom  stooei; 
Hie  key  turns,  and  the  door  upon  lis  hinges 


XliL 

And  they  are  gone :  ay,  ages  kog  afB 
Theee  k>vaia  iad  away  into  the  storm. 
That  night  the  Baron  dreamt  of  many  a  woe. 
And  all  his  warriopguests,  with  sbada  and  ftra 
Of  witch,  and  demon,  and  laige  coffin-worm, 
Were  long  be-nightmared.     Ai^ela  the  oU 
Died  palsy4witch'd,  with  meagre  ftoe  delbnit 
The  Beadsman,  after  Ihousand  aves  IdU, 
For  ajre  unaought'for  slept  among  hia  aahm  eoU. 


iilfivetion; 


BOOK  L 


Deep  in  the  shady  sadness  of  a  vale 

Far  sunken  from  the  healthy  breath  of  mom. 

Far  from  the  fiery  noon,  and  eve's  one  star, 

Sat  gray-hair'd  Saturn,  quiet  as  a  stone. 

Still  as  the  silence  round  about  his  lair ; 

Forest  on  forest  hung  about  his  head 

Like  cloud  on  cloud.    No  stir  of  air  was  there, 

Not  so  much  life  as  on  a  summer's  day 

Robs  not  one  light  seed  from  the  feather'd  grass, 

But  where  the  dead  leaf  fell,  there  did  it  rest. 

A  stream  went  voicelcsH  by,  still  deadened  more 

Ry  reason  of  his  fallen  divinity 

Spreading  a  shade  :  the  Naiad  *mid  her  reeds 

Press'd  licr  cold  finger  closer  to  her  Ii|is. 

Along  the  margin-sand  large  foot-marks  went, 
No  further  than  to  where  his  feet  had  stray'd, 
And  slept  there  since.     Upon  the  sodden  ground 
His  old  right  hand  lay  nerveless,  listless,  dead, 
Unsceptred ;  and  his  realmless  eyes  were  closed ; 
While  his  Iraw'd  head  scem'd  list'ning  to  the  Earth, 
Ilis  ancient  mother,  for  some  comfort  yet 

It  seera'd  no  force  could  wake  him  from  his  place ; 
But  there  camo  one,  who  with  a  kindred  hand 
Touch'd  his  wide  shoulders,  after  bending  low 
With  reverence,  thougli  to  one  who  knew  it  not. 
She  was  a  Goddess  of  the  infant  world ; 
By  her  in  stature  the  tall  Amazon 
Had  stood  a  pigmy's  height :  she  would  have  ta'en 
Achilles  by  the  liair  and  bent  his  neck ; 


•  If  any  apolojry  be  thought  nercwtary  for  the  appear- 
ance of  the  unflnirthod  poem  of  IIypkrion,  the  pablifhers 
beg  to  HtRte  that  th<>y  alone  are  rennonnible,  as  it  was  print- 
ed at  th««ir  particular  rftquest,  and  r<»ntrary  to  the  wwh  of 
the  author.  TIm^  ]>nom  wan  ini*»nd*»d  to  have  been  of 
equal  lensth  with  Ksdymion,  bnt  tlM^  reception  fiven  to 
Ibst  work  discoiiragt.'d  \\\v  author  (rom  vtooscditxf^. 


Or  with  a  finger  stay'd  Ixkm's  wheeL 
Her  free  was  large  as  that  of  Memphiaii  sphiai, 
Pedestall'd  haply  in  a  palace-coort. 
When  sages  look'd  to  Eg3rpC  lor  their  lore. 
But  oh!  how  imlike  marble  was  that  free: 
How  beautiful,  if  Sorrow  had  not  made 
Sorrow  more  beautiful  than  Beauty's  oel£ 
There  was  a  listening  fear  in  her  regard, 
As  if  calamity  had  but  began ; 
As  if  the  vanward  clouds  of  evil  dwyu 
Had  spent  their  malice,  and  the  sullen  rear 
Was  with  its  stored  thunder  laboring  upi 
One  hand  she  press'd  upon  that  aching  spot 
Where  beats  the  human  heart,  as  if  just  there, 
Though  an  immortal,  she  felt  cruel  pain : 
The  other  upon  Saturn's  bended  neck 
She  laid,  and  to  the  level  of  his  ear 
Leaning  with  parted  lips,  some  words  she  spake 
In  solemn  tenor  and  deep  organ-tone  : 
Some  mourning  words,  which  in  our  feeble  tongue 
Would  come  in  these  like  accents  ;  O  how  frail 
To  that  large  utterance  of  the  early  Gods ! 
"  Saturn,  look  up ! — though  wherefore,  poor  old  Kio 
I  have  no  comfort  for  thee,  no  not  one : 
I  cannot  say, '  O  wherefore  sleepost  thou  ? 
For  heaven  is  parted  from  thee,  and  the  earth 
Knows  thee  not.  thus  afflicted,  for  a  God  ; 
And  ocean  too,  with  all  its  solemn  noise. 
Has  from  thy  sceptre  poss'd ;  and  all  the  air 
Is  emptied  of  thine  hoary  majesty. 
Thy  thunder,  conscious  of  the  new  command, 
Rumbles  reluctant  o'er  our  fallen  house ; 
And  thy  sharp  lightning  in  unpractised  hands 
Scorches  and  bunis  our  once  serene  domain. 
O  aching  time !  O  moments  big  as  yean ! 
All  as  ye  pass  swell  out  the  moiL^trous  truth. 
And  press  it  so  upon  our  weary  griefs 
That  imbelief  has  not  a  space  to  breathe. 
Saturn,  sleep  on : — O  thoughtless,  why  did  I 
Thus  violate  thy  slumbrous  solitude  f 
Why  should  I  ope  thy  meUnchoIy  eyes  ? 
, Saturn,  sleep  on !  while  at  thy  feet  I  weep.*" 
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nrhen,  upon  a  tnncod  ■ummer-night, 
green-robed  aedftton  of  mighty  woods, 
iks,  branch-charmed  by  the  earnest  stan» 
,  and  eo  dream  all  night  without  a  stir, 
irom  one  gradual  solitary  gust 
comes  upon  the  silence,  and  dies  cff, 
he  ebbing  air  had  but  one  wave : 
le  these  words  and  went ;  the  while  in  tears 
ach'd  her  fair  large  forehead  to  the  groniKl, 
here  her  falling  hair  might  be  outspread 
and  silken  mat  for  Saturn's  feet 
con,  with  alternation  slow,  had  shed 
Iver  seasons  four  upon  the  night, 
ill  these  two  were  postured  rootionlesB, 
Atural  sculpture  in  cathedral  cavern ; 
ozen  God  still  couchant  on  the  earth, 
le  sad  Goddess  weeping  at  his  feet : 
It  length  old  Saturn  lifted  up 
led  eyes,  and  saw  his  kingdom  gone, 
11  the  gloom  and  sorrow  of  the  place, 
lat  fair  kneeling  Goddess ;  and  then  spakA 
h  a  palsied  tongue,  and  while  his  beaid 
horrid  with  such  aspen-malady : 
tder  spouse  of  gold  Hyperion, 

I  feel  thee  ere  I  see  diy  face ; 
ip,  and  let  me  see  our  doom  in  it ; 
ip,  and  tell  me  if  this  feeble  shape 
im's ;  tell  me,  if  thou  hear'st  the  voice 
urn ;  tell  me,  if  this  wrinkling  brow, 

and  bare  of  its  great  diadem, 
like  the  front  of  Saturn.    Who  had  power 
ke  me  desolate  ?  whence  came  the  strength  f 
vas  it  nurtured  to  such  bursting  forth. 
Fate  seem'd  strangled  in  my  nervous  gnsp  f 
is  so ;  and  I  am  smother'd  up, 
uried  from  all  godlike  exercise 
luence  benign  on  planets  pale, 
nonitions  to  the  winds  and  seas, 
iceful  sway  above  man's  harvesting, 

II  those  acts  which  Deity  supreme 
lase  its  heart  of  love  in. — ^I  am  gone 
from  my  own  bosom :  I  have  left 
ong  identity,  my  real  self, 

Inhere  between  the  throne,  and  where  I  sit 
m  this  spot  of  earth.     Search,  Thea,  search ! 
thine  eyes  eteme,  and  s[diere  them  round 
all  space :  space  starr'd,  and  lorn  of  light : 
region'd  with  life-air :  and  barren  void ; 
I  of  fire,  and  all  the  yawn  of  hell — 
I,  Thea,  search !  and  tell  me,  if  thou  seest 
ain  shape  or  shadow,  making  way 
nings  or  chariot  fierce  to  repossess 
ven  he  lost  erewhile :  it  must — it  must 
ripe  progress — Saturn  must  be  King, 
tiere  must  be  a  golden  victory ; 

must  be  Gods  thrown  down,  and  tmmpeti 

blown 
umph  calm,  and  hymns  of  fSsstival 
the  gold  clouds  metropolitan, 
I  of  soil  proclaim,  and  silver  stir 
ings  in  hollow  shells ;  and  there  shall  be 
ful  things  made  new,  for  the  surprise 
)  sky-children ;  I  will  give  oommiiiid : 

Thea!  where  is  Saturn f 


s  passinm  UAed  him  upon  his  ftet, 
lade  hk  hands  to  struggle  in  the  air. 


His  Druid  locks  to  dmke  and  ooie  with  svreat. 

His  eyes  to  fever  out,  his  voice  to  cease. 

He  stood,  and  heard  not  Thea's  sobbing  deep; 

A  little  time,  and  then  again  he  snatch'd 

Utterance  thus . — **  But  cannot  I  create  t 

Cannot  I  form  f  Cannot  I  fiuhion  forth 

Another  world,  another  universe. 

To  overbear  and  crumble  this  to  naught? 

Where  is  another  chaos  f  Where  7"— That  wotd 

Found  way  unto  Olympus,  and  made  quake 

The  rebel  thrpe.    Thea  vras  startled  up, 

And  in  her  bearing  was  a  sort  of  hope. 

As  thus  she  quick-voiced  spake,  yet  full  of  awe. 

**  This  cheers  our  fiillen  house:  oome  toour  fiienda 

0  Saturn !  oome  away,  and  give  them  heart ; 

1  know  the  covert,  for  thence  came  I  hither." 
Thus  brief;  then  with  beseeching  eyes  she  went 
With  backward  footing  through  the  shade  a  spaoe : 
He  fbUow'd,  and  she  tum'd  to  lead  the  way 
Through  aged  boughs,  that  jrielded  like  the  mist 
Which  eagles  cleave,  upmounting  firom  their  nest 

Meanwhile  in  other  realms  big  tears  were  shed* 
More  sorrow  like  to  this,  and  such  like  woe. 
Too  huge  for  mortal  tongue  or  pen  of  scribe : 
The  Titans  fierce,  self-hid,  or  prison-bound, 
Groan'd  for  the  old  allegiance  once  more. 
And  listen'd  in  sharp  pain  for  Saturn's  voice. 
But  one  of  the  whole  mammoth-brood  still  kept 
His  sov^gnty,  and  rule,  and  majesty  ^-i- 
Blazing  Hyperion  on  his  orbed  fire 
Still  s^t,  still  BDufiTd  the  incense,  teeming  up 
From  man  to  the  sun's  God ;  yet  unsecure : 
For  as  among  us  mortals  omens  drear 
Fright  and  perplex,  so  also  shudder'd  he-~ 
Not  at  dog's  howl,  or  gloom-bird's  hated  screech. 
Or  the  fiimiliar  visiting  of  one 
Upon  the  first  toll  of  his  passing-bell. 
Or  prophesyings  of  the  midnight  lamp; 
But  horrors,  portion'd  to  a  giant  nerve. 
Oft  made  Hyperion  ache.    His  palace  bright, 
Bastion'd  with  pyramids  of  glowing  gold. 
And  touch'd  with  shade  of  bronxed  obelisks. 
Glared  a  blood-red  through  all  its  thousand  oourti, 
Arches,  and  dcHues,  and  fiery  galleries ; 
And  all  its  curtains  of  Aurorian  clouds 
Flush'd  angeriy :  while  sometimes  eagles'  wings, 
Unwen  before  by  Gods  or  wondering  men, 
Darfcen'd  the  plaice ;  and  neighing  steeds  were  heard, 
Not  heard  before  by  Gods  or  wimdering  men. 
Also,  when  he  wouki  taste  the  spicy  wreaths 
Of  incense,  breathed  aloft  from  sacred  hills. 
Instead  of  sweets,  his  ample  palate  took 
Savor  of  poisonous  brass  and  metal  sick : 
And  so,  when  harbor'd  in  the  sleepy  west. 
After  the  full  completion  of  fiur  day, — 
For  rest  divine  upon  exalted  couch. 
And  slumber  in  the  arms  of  melody. 
He  paced  away  the  pleasant  houn  of  ease 
With  stride  colossal,  on  fit>m  hall  to  hall ; 
While  fiur  vrithin  each  aisle  and  deep  recess. 
His  winged  mimons  in  dose  closteri  stood, 
Amaied  and  foil  of  leer ;  like  anxious  men 
Who  on  wide  plams  gather  in  panting  triMpa, 
WImh  eaithqnakes  jar  their  battlements  and  towata. 
Evao  now,  while  Saturn,  roused  fiom  icy  truice, 

581 


J— 


KEATS'S  POETICAL  WORKa 


Cwae  iloftf  upon  tb«  ibjcahold  of  ihs  wnl ; 
Then,  u  wu  Tvonl.  hia  iwlnof-daar  6tv/  ape 


In  ft*<nD»  BfL  uid  roolua*  lo  i 
ThM  inlel  Id  hvom  mugnificenM 
Stood  (ulJ-blowd.  Ibi  iha  Gud  u  e 


Ha  Biiu-il. 
>  Up  Boming  rg 


full  or  w 


•  JUtt  |iv>  ■  IDU',  u  if  of  eonblir  An. 
L  Hut  •cand  iMiy  Ihe  meek  slberanl  Houn 
'  And  made  th*ic  duve-wingi  ireiaU*.     Un  be  Hand. 
fioni  (UWlir  urn  lo  nmv>.  bom  vault  to  vauU, 
litraugh  bvwFn  of  fragniDl  and  cawreatliBd  ligtit. 
And  diDiound-'pavH]  Iubuvui  long  arradc*, 
UlUi]  he  reached  Ihe  gnnl  mam  rupoli ; 
Tbarv  etanding  fierce  bttoeaih*  b^  vuiinp'd  hd  loot. 
And  from  iho  (awmena  deep  lo  ihn  high  towon 
Jut'd  hit  own  pildoo  regioo ;  and  baTura 
Vw  quiienng  Ihundet  ihereupm  had  ccaied. 
Hit  voice  leapt  ooi.  detpiie  of  godlike  curb. 
To  Ihii  reaull :  "  O  draanu  of  daf  and  oigbl '. 
Omonitnnu  bfiatt  Oedigittof  poia  f 
O  ipectrea  bu^  in  a  «i]d.  rold  gloMDi 
O  Uok-eai'd  Phanlonu  u(  blacbw<«ded  pooli ! 
Wby  da  I  Juion-  ye '  why  liave  I  eeeo  ye  I  why 
■i  my  eternal  ewncc  Ibua  dialnughl 
"to  *eo  and  to  behold  Iheee  horron  new  t 
Swam  ii  IbUoa.  am  I  lou  to  &i]  I 
Aid  1 10  leave  ihia  haven  of  ray  real, 
Tbia  cndle  of  my  glocy,  Ihia  »{)  cbme, 
Thia  caJm  Inmriance  oriili«rul  light, 
Theae  ciyiullme  pevilionii,  and  pure  Dines, 
Of  (11  my  lutPDl  empire  F  ll  a  Icfl 
DeHrled,  void,  nor  any  haunt  o(  mine. 
The  blaie,  the  splendor,  and  the  tynimeliy. 

'  ul  darkneai.  death  and  darkiwaa. 


Etenl 


The  ah*dy  liaioiu  conje  to  du 
Innilt.  and  blind,  and  iiille  up  my  pomp — 
•    Fltl^— Na.byTelluiand  herbtiny  robeal 
Over  the  fiery  Iranlier  of  my  reilnia 
I  will  advance  *  lemble  righl  ana 
Stall  icdfe  that  in&ni  ihnnderor,  rebel  Jove, 
And  bid  old  Saturn  take  hia  Ihrooe  again."— 
He  (pake,  and  ceased,  the  while  a  heavier  ihreal 
Held  iiniggle  niiti  his  throat,  but  cBnw  not  Ibnh  j 

,BubbDb  inereaan  more  ihey  sail  out  "Hoih!" 
H>  Bl  Hyperion's  words  the  Phentomi  pale 
Bealirr'd  ihemielvcB.  ihriee  horrible  and  cold ; 
And  bora  Ibe  mimir'd  level  where  he  stood 
.   A  mial  Bni».  as  (ram  n  nununy  nuinh. 
Al  thit,  IhioDgh  all  hu  bulk  an  agony 
Crept  gradual,  fkom  the  feel  unto  the  ctDwn, 
Ijka  a  Uihe  aerpenl  vast  and  muKiilat 
Miking  alow  way,  with  hood  and  neck  convubad 
From  averstrained  might     Releoapd.  he  fled 
To  the  eastern  gales,  and  full  sii  dewy  hourm 
BOire  the  dawn  in  seaaon  due  should  blush, 
H»  braalhed  liercc  bcralb  sgaintt  Ihe  sleep;  parub 


Clear'd  Ihom  of  iieavy  vapoia,  burst  ^ttm  <ndt 
Suddenly  on  the  ocean's  chiliy  atrowns. 
The  planet  orb  of  bre.  whereon  he  lude 
Each  day  fram  ean  lo  wiat  the  heavcia  dmn^ 
Spnn  round  in  sable  ruitainin^  o<'  elouda  ; 
herefbre  veiled  quite,  blindfeld.  and  bid. 


Circles,  and  arcs,  and  bioad-beltuig  colurc, 
GiDW'd  tbnwfh.  and  wniujbl  upon  tti*  niu 
Sweel-ahaped  lighmingt  Ihai  tbe  nadtt  di 
tip  10  ibe  Kenilh, — hienglyptua  oU. 
Which  aagea  and  keen-eyed  auiotagen 
Then  bving  on  Ihe  eanh.  wiib  labuiog  tb 


Wonfr 


>vl»t.« 


ibair  impart  gna«. 
Their  Hiadom  long  since  fled. — Two  wmfs  llos  ■* 
roHen'd  fi>r  glory,  iwo  fair  argeni  winga. 
Ever  eiiilic>d  al  Sid  Ovd'i  approaeb : 

Kuan,  one  by  ona.  Oil  all  aiiiaptaadni  were : 
While  sul)  iho  damling  globo  rDBinlsin'd  ecli^a, 
AwaiUng  (or  Hypenoo'a  L^onunaod. 
Pain  would  be  have  Hiianianded.  lain  look  thna* 
And  bid  the  day  bsgin,  if  but  Du  change- 
He  might  noli — No.  though  a  primeval  God: 
The  lacnid  SMmai  might  not  be  dulurb'd. 
Thereliin  ibe  openUoi4i  of  the  dawn 
Siay'd  in  their  hiMb.  eien  as  here  'iia  bibl 
Those  ii'her  wingi  eipanded  aiaierly. 

i;  the  porcbea  wide 
Open'd  upon  Ibe  dusk  denwsnea  of  ni^bl 

1  briglil  TilBo.  froniied  with  noiv  wook 
10  bend,  by  banf  compulnon  bent 
His  sjiinl  to  the  somw  of  Ibe  time  i  H 

'  all  along  a  diKtial  tack  of  clonda,  ^H 

'  "    nd  mdiaofe  liiDL 


There 


Allni 


y.  Ihe  1 


nilhit 


h  pily.  a 


thy  ciealiag  1  at  whose  joy* 
And  palpitaiioaB  sweet,  and  pleaiure*  aofl, 
Cwlui,  wonder,  bow  they  csma  and  tvheneei 
nd  at  the  fruits  iltHrearwhai  sbapea  Ihey  be, 
istiiicl,  and  viiiblei  symbols  divine, 
Menifi'siaiione  of  thai  beauievot  life 
Diflbied  unseen  tbnjugbout  eternal  ipocvi 

f  new'fonn'd  art  thou,  oh  brighlaat  chlU! 
1.  tliy  brethren  and  ihe  Goddusea '. 
There  is  twl  feud  nmong  ye,  and  rebellion 


Of  BO 


mfall. 


I  saw  my  fini-bom  tumbled  from  bis  thmae  7 

Found  way  from  forth  the  thunders  round  his  bead '. 

in  vapon  hid  my  laee. 

■r  soch  doom  I  vague  fcor  ifaan  H : 

my  sons  inoal  unlike  Godt 

'reeled,  and  divmo 

.  solemn,  unduturb'd. 
Unruflled.  tike  high  Gods,  ye  Uved  and  niled  : 
Now  I  behold  in  yon.  fear,  ho^  and  wnlb  ; 
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Action*  of  rage  and  panion ;  even  as 
I  aee  them,  on  the  mortal  world  beneath, 
Ih  men  who  die. — Tbia  is  the  grief,  O  Son ! 
Sad  sign  of  ruin,  tudden  diamay,  and  jQill ! 
Tet  do  thou  strive ;  as  ihou  art  capable, 
As  thou  canst  move  aboat,  an  evident  God ; 
And  canst  oppose  to  each  malignant  hour 
Ethereal  presence : — I  am  but  a  voice ; 
My  life  is  but  the  life  of  winds  and  tides, 
No  more  than  winds  and  tides  can  I  avail . — 
Bat  thou  canst — Be  thon  therefore  in  the  van 
Of  circumstance ;  yea,  seize  the  arrow's  barb 
Before  the  tense  string  murmur^— To  the  earth! 
For  there  thou  wilt  find  Saturn,  and  his  woea. 
Bieantime  I  will  keep  watch  on  thy  bright  lun, 
And  of  thy  seasons  he  a  carefhl  nuise." — 
£re  half  this  region>whisper  had  come  down, 
^rperion  arose,  and  on  the  stars 
lifted  his  curved  lids,  and  kept  them  wide 
Until  it  ceased ;  and  still  he  kept  them  wide: 
And  still  they  were  the  same  bright,  patient  Han. 
Then  with  a  slow  incline  of  his  broad  breait, 
like  to  a  diver  in  the  pearly  seas, 
Forward  he  stoop'd  over  the  airy  shore, 
And  idunged  all  noiaeleas  into  the  deep  night 


BOOEH 


Just  at  the  self-same  beat  of  Timers  wide  wings 

Hyperion  slid  into  the  rusded  air. 

And  Saturn  gain'd  with  Thea  that  sad  place 

Where  Cybele  and  the  bruised  Titans  moum'd. 

It  was  a  den  where  no  insulting  light 

Could  glimmer  on  their  tears;  where  their  own  groans 

They  felt,  but  heard  not,  for  the  solid  roar 

Of  thunderous  waterfalls  and  torrents  hoarse, 

Pouring  a  constant  bulk,  uncertain  where. 

Crag  jutting  forth  to  crag,  and  rocks  that  seem'd 

Ever  as  if  just  rising  from  a  sleep. 

Forehead  to  forehead  held  their  monstrous  horns ; 

And  thus  in  thousand  hugest  phantasies 

Made  a  fit  roofing  to  this  nest  of  woe. 

Instead  of  thrones,  hard  flint  they  sat  upon, 

Couches  of  rugged  stone,  and  slaty  ridge 

Stubbom'd  with  iron.   All  wera  not  assembled : 

Some  chain'd  in  torture,  and  some  wandering. 

Cceus,  and  Gyges,  and  Briareiis, 

Typhon,  and  Dolor,  and  Porphyrion, 

With  many  more,  the  brawniest  in  assault. 

Were  pent  in  regicms  of  laborious  breath ; 

Dungeon'd  in  opaque  element,  to  keep 

Their  clenched  teeth  still  dench'd,  and  all  their  limbs 

Lock'd  up  like  veins  of  metal,  crampt  and  scraw'd ; 

Without  a  motion,  save  of  their  big  hearts 

Heaving  in  pain,  and  horribly  convulsed 

With  sanguine,  feverous,  boiling  gurge  of  pulse. 

Mnemosyne  was  straying  in  the  world ; 

Far  fiom  her  moon  bad  Phaobe  wander*d ; 

And  many  else  were  free  to  roam  abroad, 

But  fbr  the  main,  here  ibnnd  they  covert  diwr. 

Scarce  images  of  life,  one  here,  one  there, 


Lay  vast  and  edgeways ;  like  a  dismal  drqne 
Of  Druid  stones,  upon  a  fbriom  moor. 
When  the  chill  rain  begins  at  shut  of  eve. 
In  dull  November,  and  their  chancel  vault, 
The  Heaven  itself,  is  blinded  througfaoOt  night 
Each  one  kept  shroud,  nor  to  his  neij^bor  gave 
Or  word,  or  look,  or  action  of  despair. 
Creiis  was  one ;  his  ponderous  iron  maoe 
Lay  by  him,  and  a  shatter'd  rib  of  rock 
Told  of  his  rage,  ere  he  thus  sank  and  pined, 
lapetus  another ;  in  his  grasp, 
A  serpent's  plashy  neck ;  its  barbed  toDgoe 
Squeezed  from  the  gorge,  and  all  its  uncurl'd  lengdi 
Dead ;  and  because  the  creature  could  not  spit 
Its  poison  in  the  eyes  of  conquering  Jove. 
Next  Cottus :  prone  he  lay,  chin  uppeimost, 
As  though  in  pain ;  fbr  stUl  upon  the  flint 
He  ground  severe  his  skull,  with  open  moiidi 
And  eyes  at  horrid  working.   Nearest  him 
Aria,  bom  of  most  enormous  Ca^ 
Who  cost  her  mother  Tellus  keener  pangs, 
Though  feminine,  than  any  of  her  sons : 
More  thought  than  woe  was  in  her  dusky  ftoe, 
For  she  was  prophesying  of  her  glory ; 
And  in  her  wide  imagination  stood 
PaloMhaded  temples,  and  high  rival  &nes» 
By  Oxus  or  in  Ganges'  sacred  isles. 
Even  as  Hope  upon  her  anchos  leans, 
So  leant  she,  not  so  &ir,  upcm  a  tusk 
Shed  from  the  broadest  of  her  elephants. 
Above  her,  on  a  crag's  uneasy  shelve. 
Upon  his  elbow  raised,  all  prostrate  else, 
Shadow'd  Enceladus ;  once  iame  and  mild 
As  grazing  ox  un worried  in  the  meads ; 
Now  tiger-passion'd,  lion-tboughted,  wroth. 
He  meditated,  plotted,  and  even  now 
Was  hurling  mountains  in  that  second  war, 
Not  long  delay'd,  that  scared  the  younger  Gods 
To  hide  themselves  in  forms  of  beast  and  bird. 
Not  &r  hence  Atlas ;  and  beside  him  prone 
Phorcus,  the  sire  of  Gorgons.    Neighbor'd  close 
Oceanus,  and  Tethys,  in  whose  lap 
Sobb'd  Clymene  among  her  tangled  hair. 
In  midst  of  all  lay  Themis,  at  the  feet 
Of  Ops  the  queen  all  clouded  round  finom  sight ; 
No  shape  distinguishable,  more  than  when 
Thick  night  confounds  the  pine-tops  with  the  clouds  t 
And  many  else  whose  names  may  not  be  told. 
For  when  the  Muse's  wings  are  air-ward  spread. 
Who  shall  delay  her  flight  ?  And  she  must  chant 
Of  Saturn,  and  his  guide,  who  now  had  climb'd 
With  damp  and  slippery  footing  from  a  depth 
More  horrid  still.   Above  a  sombre  cliflf 
Their  heads  appear'd,  and  up  their  stature  grew 
Till  on  the  level  height  their  steps  found  ease : 
Then  Thea  spread  abroad  her  trembling  arms 
Upon  the  precincts  of  this  nest  of  pain. 
And  sidelong  fix'd  her  eye  on  Saturn's  fiice : 
There  saw  she  direst  stnfe ;  the  supreme  God 
At  war  with  all  the  frailty  of  grief^ 
Of  rage,  of  fear,  anxiety,  revenge, 
Remorse,  spleen,  hope,  but  roost  of  all  despair. 
Against  these  plagues  he  strove  in  vain ;  for  Fate 
Had  pour'd  a  mortal  oil  upon  his  head, 
A  disimointing  poison :  so  that  Thea, 
Affiig^ited.  kept  her  still,  and  let  him  pass 
First  onwards  in,  among  the  ftUen  tribe. 
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Ai  wilh  u*  mnriBl  men,  the  lujca  hurt 
b  ponefuled  more,  ■nd  fevaf'd  more. 
When  <i  ia  niKhing  10  tha  mournful  home 

Bo  Sstum.  oi  be  wilk'd  into  Ih(  mulai. 

Fell  rainl.  and  would  bave  lunk  uwng  Ihe  im, 

Bui  tbHt  he  mel  Enccladiu'a  eya, 

Wh«e  migbUnui^  mhI  «wa  of  him.  at  onu 

Came  Ukr  in  uMpmiKKi ;  and  he  fhanled. 

"Tilani,  haboM  your  God  ' '■  U  which  aoma  grean'd 

Bmie  ■uuied  on  ihcir  Imi  ;  mine  alao  abouiad  j 

And  0\a,  u[dl(liii(  her  Mock  fotdnl  vsil, 

flhow"d  her  I«l«  oheelw,  Wld  all  her  fiirehmd  waD. 

Bar  aye-brawa  (bin  and  jel.  aad  hoUoH  eyei. 

Thsra  u  a  nwing  in  the  bleak.gmwn  pinea 

When  Wiuut  liila  hii  rnice ;  there  ia  ■  noiaa 

Among  innnaruli  »h«i  a  God  gtrea  nign. 

WiLh  bushinf  luig«r,  how  b«  menna  to  Load 

Bia  longue  wilh  ibe  Aill  weigbiof  utlnrleB  Ihougbl. 

Widi  IhuDder.  uid  with  muaic,  and  wilh  pomp  ; 

Such  nuiae  ia  like  the  mar  of  hieik-grown  pinH 

Which,  whan  ii  caaiwa  in  ihis  mounisin'd  world, 

No  other  •uuud  auoosedi :  bui  csaaing  hare, 

Among  thcM  btlen,  Sntiira'a  voiix  there  lioni 

Crew  up  like  organ,  Ihat  twgint  uww 

Hi  amin,  Rben  other  hannoniea.  Hopt  ihort. 

I^Dve  Ibe  dinn'd  air  vibrating  ailverly. 

Thua  grow  il  up—'-  Not  in  my  own  «d  breait. 

Which  la  in  own  gnal  judge  and  ntrher  out 

Cvi  I  find  reoaoo  why  re  ahould  be  Ihoi: 

Not  in  Ihe  legenda  of  ihe  Itiei  of  dayi. 

Studied  Iraai  that  old  apint-liuvtd  book 

Which  alairy  Ursnua  wilh  flngnr  hrigbl 

Bavsd  TnHD  ihe  ahorea  of  du-kneea.  when  Ihe  \ft 

Ii>w-ebb'd  alill  hid  it  up  in  ahallaw  glaom; — 

And  Ihe  which  book  ye  know  I  cTer  kepi 

For  my  fina-baeed  footilool ; — Ah.  inflmt ! 

Of  elom. '■        ■■        '■        ■    ■     ■" 


mler-iiuarrelling 

■inai  the  other  three. 
At  fire  wiib  air  laud  warring  nbon  rsin-fliwdi 
DiDwn  both,  and  pren  them  both  agsinat  eiulh't  face. 
""'     e,  finding  eulphur,  a  quadruple  wrath 


.« 


id  batter'd,  ye  are  berel 


■  Can  I  lind  reaiun  why  ye  ahould  bi 
No.  nowhere  can  unriddle,  ihuuxh  I  learcli. 
And  pore  on  Nature's  uiiivcnal  icrutl 
Even  lo  awooning,  why  ye,  Diviiutiea, 
The  first-horn  nf  all  ihaped  and  palpable  God). 
Should  cower  beneaib  what,  in  compamon. 

O'erwhelm'd,  and  '  ' 

O  "niana.  ahall  1  i 

Shall  iMy-Croncbl'—Yegroan.    What  can  i  Ihi 

O  Heaven  wide!  0  nnKen  parent  dear! 

WhU  can  1 1  Tell  me,  all  ye  fareihren  God*. 

How  wo  can  war,  how  engine  our  great  wr«ih  > 

0  epeak  your  counael  now,  for  Saium'*  ear 
Ii  ail  B-bunger'd.    Thou,  Occanua, 
Pondered  Ugh  and  deapj  and  in  Ay  bee 

1  aea,  aatnnied,  that  aevera  eontoil 

Which  mmw  of  ihniight  and  muaing;  givewk*^ 


^loru ,-  and  the  God  of  the  Si^ ' 
■age.  irom  no  Aihenian  gnrt, 
n  in  bia  watery  ahade^ 
lork*  not  oosy.  and  begBB, 
which  hiB  ^t4nda»vflnac  H 


My  vuice  ia  not  a  bellows  unio  in* 

^islen.  ye  who  will,  whilit  I  bnB|  fnof 

ye.  peribm.  muat  be  conteni  lo  ^oop  i 

io  Ibe  pmal'  much  comlorl  will  i  give. 

If  ye  will  lake  Ihal  comfort  in  itt  Irulh. 

We  (all  by  com**  of  Kaiiire'a  law,  not  fata 

Of  ihunder,  or  of  Jove.    Grmi  Saturn,  dun 


lifted  n 


,d  only  b 


ahikded  lh>m  Ihjne  eyta. 
imugh  which  I  wandsr'd  to  elemal  miEb, 
id  Rm.  «  thou  niui  not  ilie  fini  of  powen 
an  thou  not  the  laat;  il  nnnoi  be. 
Thou  an  not  Ihe  beginning  nor  Ih*  end. 
From  chaoa  sod  pannlal  darknea  cams 
Ligbl,  Ihe  finl-rruit*  of  that  inteitine  beoU. 
Tlul  aullen  fermenl.  which  for  woodron  tub  J 
Waa  ripening  in  iliel£    'Hie  tipe  boor  ouna 
And  with  il  tig;ht.  and  ligbl.  engendeiiiu; 
ITpon  ill  own  producer,  Ibnftwith  looch'd 

t'pon  that  «ery  hour,  our  parentage. 

The  Heaveni  and  the  Earth,  vrere  roanifcat : 

lOD  ihou  fint-liam.  and  wo  Ihe  giniil^race. 

Found  ounelve*  roling  new  and  beauieoua  mfaK. 

lea  Ihe  pain  of  tnilh.  to  wheal 

Ibr  lo  bear  all  naked  tnilha, 

.  all  calm 


1 


and  ICanh  are  fairer,  lairer  &r 
Than  rhDn  and  blauk  Darknca.  (bough  onM  eUd 
And  a>  wo  ahow  beyond  dial  Heaven  and  Earth 
In  fiirm  and  ihape  compoci  and  beautifhl, 
Hill,  in  action  free,  compatiionahip, 
id  tbouaand  other  aigna  of  purer  llle ; 
on  our  heela  ■  fresh  perfoclion  ireeda, 
pnwer  more  atrong  in  beaniy.  bom  of  us 
id  Jilted  lo  cii-el  m.  sa  we  pnie 
In  glory  that  old  Dnrknvn :  nor  are  we 

by  oa  the  mis 
Of  shapelen  Chaoa.  Say.  doth  the  dull  aoil 
"*  ^  with  Ibe  proud  foreaii  il  haih  fed. 

lelylhaniieel/f 


it  deny  Ih 


cbiefc 


Or  ahall  the  tree  be  enrioua  of  Ihe  dove 
Baca'iw  it  Hioelh.  and  hath  mowy  winga 
To  wander  wherewilbal  and  find  ill  joyif 
Wo  are  aiicb  fbreai-trew,  and  our  tair  bou^ 
Have  bred  forth,  not  pale  aoliisrv  dovea. 
But  caglei  gohien-fealher' 


Above 


In  right  theraor;  for  'li>'  the  eternal  Uw 
That  Rial  in  benuty  ahouki  be  finrt  in  mi| 
Tea,  by  Hut  law,  anDllwr  nee  nar  Mn 
Our  CDDiineiQra  lo  nonm  ■•  i»e  ds  bo*. 
Have  ye  beheld  dw  yoong  Ood  ef  A*  8i 
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My  dwp<»e*or?  Have  ye  teen  his  fece  T 
Have  ye  beheld  hit  chariot,  foam'd  along 
By  noble-winged  creaturea  he  hath  made  ? 
I  aaw  him  on  the  calmed  waters  scud. 
With  inch  a  glow  of  beauty  in  hii  eyea. 
That  it  enforced  me  to  bid  lad  &rewell 
*IV>  all  my  empire :  farewell  aad  I  took. 
And  hither  came,  to  see  how  doloroua  ^« 
Had  wrought  upon  ye ;  and  how  I  might  beat 
Give  conaolation  m  thia  woe  ertreme. 
Receive  the  truth,  and  let  it  be  your  balm." 


Whether  through  po»d  conviction,  or  diadam. 
They  guarded  lilence,  when  Oeeanua 
Left  murmuring,  what  deepest  thought  can  tell  f 
But  so  it  was,  none  answer*d  for  a  space. 
Save  one  whom  none  regarded,  Clymene : 
And  yet  she  answer'd  not.  only  complain'd. 
With  hectic  lips,  and  eyes  up-looking  mild. 
Thus  wording  timidly  among  the  fierce : 
«  O  Father !  I  am  here  the  simplest  voice. 
And  all  my  knowledge  is  that  joy  is  gone. 
And  this  thing  woe  crept  in  among  our  hearty 
There  to  remam  for  ever,  as  I  fear: 
I  would  not  bode  of  evil,  if  I  thought 
So  weak  a  creature  could  turn  off  the  help 
Which  by  just  right  should  come  of  mighty  Gods ; 
Yet  let  me  tell  my  sorrow,  let  me  tell 
Of  what  I  heard,  and  how  it  made  me  weep. 
And  know  that  we  had  parted  from  all  hope. 
I  stood  upon  a  shore,  a  pleasant  shore. 
Where  a  sweet  clime  was  breathed  fSrom  a  land 
Of  fragrance,  quietnew,  and  trees,  and  flowers. 
Full  of  calm  joy  it  was,  as  I  of  grief; 
TVjo  full  of  joy  and  sofl  delicious  warmth ; 
So  that  I  felt  a  movement  in  my  heart 
To  chide,  and  to  reproach  that  solitude 
With  songs  of  misery,  music  of  our  woes ; 
And  sat  me  down,  and  took  a  mouthed  shell 
And  murmur'd  into  it.  and  made  melody — 
O  melody  no  more !  for  while  I  sang. 
And  with  poor  skill  let  pass  into  the  breeie 
The  dull  shell's  echo,  from  a  bowery  strand 
Just  opposite,  an  island  of  the  sea. 
There  came  enchantment  with  the  shifVing  wind. 
That  did  both  drown  and  keep  alive  my  ears. 
I  threw  my  shell  away  upon  the  sand. 
And  a  wave  fiU'd  it,  as  my  sense  was  fill'd 
With  that  new  blissful  golden  melody. 
A  living  death  was  in  each  gush  of  sounds, 
Elach  family  of  rapturous  hurried  notes. 
That  fell  one  after  one,  yet  all  at  once, 
Like  pearl  beads  dropping  sudden  from  their  string : 
And  then  another,  then  another  strain. 
Each  like  a  dove  leaving  its  olive  perch. 
With  music  wing*d  instead  of  silent  plumes. 
To  hover  round  my  head,  and  make  me  nek 
Of  joy  and  grief  at  once.   Grief  overcame, 
And  I  was  slopping  up  my  frantic  ean^ 
When,  past  all  hindrance  of  my  trembling  hands, 
A  voice  came  sweeter,  sweeter  than  all  tune. 
And  Btai  it  cried,  'Apollo !  young  Apollo ! 
The  rooming-bright  Apollo !  young  ApoUo!' 
I  fled,  it  followed  me,  and  cried,  'ApoOo!* 
O  Father,  and  O  Brethren !  had  ye  felt 
Those  ptffw  of  mine !  O  Satom,  hadst  thoa  ftlt, 
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Ye  would  not  call  this  too  indulged  tongue 
Presumptuous,  in  thus  venturing  to  be  heard !" 

So  fiir  her  voice  flow'd  on,  like  timorous  biook 
That,  lingering  along  a  pebbled  coast. 
Doth  fear  to  meet  the  sea :  but  sea  it  met, 
And  shudder'd ;  for  the  overwhelmmg  voice 
Of  huge  Enceladus  swallow'd  it  in  wrath : 

I  The  ponderous  syllables,  Uke  sullen  waves 
In  the  half-glutted  hollows  of  reef-rocks. 
Came  booming  thus,  while  still  upon  his  arm 
He  lean*d ;  not  rising,  from  supreme  contempt 
**  Or  shall  we  listen  to  the  over-wise, 
Or  to  the  over-fooUsh  giant.  Gods  f 
Not  thunderbolt  on  thunderbolt,  till  all 
That  rebel  Jove's  whole  armory  were  spent, 
Not  world  on  world  upon  these  shoulders  piled, 
Could  agoniie  me  more  than  baby-woida 
In  midst  of  this  dethronement  horrible. 
Speak !  roar  I  shout !  yell !  ye  sleepy  Titana  all 
Do  ye  forget  the  blows,  the  buflets  vile  f 
Are  ye  not  smitten  by  a  youngling  arm  ? 
Dost  thou  forget,  sham  Monarch  of  the  Wavea, 
Thy  scalding  in  the  aeasf  What!  have  I  roused 
Your  spleens  with  so  few  simple  words  as  these  ? 
O  joy !  for  now  I  see  ye  are  not  lost: 
O  joy !  for  now  I  see  a  thousand  eyes 
Wide  glaring  for  revenge !" — As  this  he  said. 
He  Ufled  up  his  stature  vast,  and  stood. 
Still  without  intermission  speaking  thus : 
**  Now  ye  are  flames,  I  '11  tell  you  how  to  born. 
And  purge  the  ether  of  our  enemies ; 
How  to  feed  fierce  the  crooked  stings  of  fire. 
And  singe  away  the  swollen  clouds  of  Jove, 
Stifling  that  puny  essence  in  its  tent 

0  let  him  feel  the  evil  he  hath  done ; 
For  though  I  scorn  Oceanus's  lore, 
Much  pain  have  I  for  more  than  loss  of  realma : 
The  days  of  peace  and  slumberous  calm  are  fled ; 
Those  days,  all  innocent  of  scathing  war. 
When  all  the  fair  Enstences  of  heaven 
Came  open-eyed  to  guess  what  we  would  speak  >- 
That  was  before  our  brows  were  taught  to  frown. 
Before  our  lips  knew  else  but  solemn  sounds ; 
That  was  before  we  knew  the  winged  thing, 
Victory,  might  be  kist  or  might  be  won. 

1  And  be  ye  miiKlful  that  Hyperion, 
Our  brighteat  brother,  still  is  undisgraced — 
Hyperion,  lo !  his  radiance  is  here !" 


All  eyes  were  on  Enceladus's  feoe, 
And  they  beheld,  while  still  Hyperion's 
Flew  from  his  lips  up  to  the  vaulted  rocks, 
A  pallid  gleam  across  his  features  stem : 
Not  savage,  for  he  saw  full  many  n  God 
Wroth  as  himself.    He  look'd  upon  them  all. 
And  in  each  fiM:e  he  saw  a  gleam  of  light 
But  splendider  in  Saturn's,  whose  hoar  locka 
Shone  like  the  bubbling  fbam  about  a  keel 
When  the  prow  sweeps  into  a  midnight  cora 
In  pale  and  silver  silence  they  remain'd. 
Till  suddenly  a  splendor,  like  the  mom. 
Pervaded  all  the  beetling  gkxmiy  itoeps. 
All  the  sad  qiaoes  of  oUivkiD, 
And  every  gnU;  and  every  oham  old, 
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'And  tnvrj  hsighi.  mbA  every  sullen  dopili. 

Vncalca.  at  hmne  wilh  loud  lairOHnial  iimniE : 

And  HlL  the  ovcfliuiing  csUrscUt 

And  all  Ihe  JicaJloog  lotrenB  fut  nnJ  n«r, 

Mantled  befbn  in  darknmi  ami  huge  (lude. 

Mow  «w  Uio  lighi  ukI  anilE  il  lerriblc. 

It  nu  Hyiwriaa  i— s  gnuiLiP  pB«k 

Hit  briglii  feel  louch'il,  and  Lbsrs  he  ilay'd  U  >ia 

?1te  muery  hia  brilliiuiea  ha<!  betray'd 

'  To  ihe  mail  baleful  Maing  of  itieli: 
Golden  bH  hail  ol'  aliiin  >'uniidiiui  cuili 
tl^l  hH  abape  munlic.  a  wi  ibad* 
In  mid»  of  ha  oivii  bnghlniw,  like  t)ie~bulk 
Of  MenuHKi'i  ioMge  ei  ibe  kI  of  tun 
To  one  nho  Imveli  fniin  (he  diukiag  GaM : 
Bi|ht,  too,  u  maumful  u  Ihal  Memonn'*  harp. 
8a  uuer'd.  while  hie  lieodi.  eoiiiemplative. 

:  H*  pna'd  Mgeiber,  and  in  lilenee  •taud. 
ttaapoDdenoe  aeUed  Bgain  Ilie  StUim  God) 

'  At  nght  of  Ihe  dejecleil  King  nf  Day. 
Aad  mMiy  hid  (heir  tacei  from  Ihe  light : 
Bol  fierce  Encelodiu  wnl  lurih  hie  eyea 
Among  ihe  bnnhsrhoud  i  and.  at  their  glira, 
Opnae  liipelw,  and  Creei  kn. 
And  Pluucna.  Ho-bom,  and  li^ther  atnido 
To  where  he  towered  on  hin  •ndnenro. 
nwK  llioee  fuur  ihoulsd  forth  otd  Saturn't  DOiae 
Bypanou  Ihnn  the  pealL  h)ad  aniwered.  "  Salurn 
SatDtn  tat  near  Iho  Mother  of  the  God>, 
In  wboee  &ee  WBa  no  jey,  Ihoogh  all  the  Goda 
Oaia  foMS  Ihnrliollaw  thKoB  Ihe  Dtioe  of -Satan 


Thy  lipe,  and  ambeniiiig  a  I 
'    '■  Leavo  Ihem.  O  Muse  I  for  t 


lely  gi 


Where  w»  he,  whoD  th 
Togell 


is  nmher  f^r 

Aui  hid 

iUghi  wooder'd  K 
Dcndo  iha  ooei*  of  ■  riiulsl. 
Full  DuUe^leep  in  lili«  of  ihe  tale. 

lighlmgali 

lingering  in  the  heavoia.  while  ihe  II 
Began  caltn-lhroBipd.    Thniugboui 
There  vrai  no  rovoO,  no  renred  vf 
t'nhaunlrd  by  Ihe  mumKin^us  uuiie  of  wava^ 
Tlieo^  icDrcely  heard  in  nmfty  e  gre«n  iiiM> 
He  liiteu'd.  and  hr  wept,  and  hii  brigbl  lean 
Wen 


While 


■n  old  Dinnily 
Wandering  in  vain  iboui  Iwnilcler'd  ibarea. 
Meanlinuj  much  pioiul)'  the  Delfdiie  harp. 
And  not  a  wind  of  heaveu  but  ivill  breathe 
Iq  aid  «oIl  nuble  frain  the  Dunan  fluie ; 
Tar  lo !  'lis  for  ihe  Father  of  all  veiae. 
Flub  Bveiy  thing  that  hnih  a  venaeil  hue. 
Let  (he  roie  glow  intenae  and  warm  the  air, 
And  lot  Ihe  cloodi  of  even  and  of  mom 
iloot  in  wlnptuons  fleece*  o"er  the  hilli  i 
Let  die  red  wine  within  Ihe  goblet  boil, 
Cold  Bi  a  buhbUng  icell ;  let  foint-lipp'd  ibelli, 
On  Binda,  or  in  greai  deepe,  vemuhon  lum 
Through  all  llieir  labyrinthi ;  and  let  (he  maid 
Blush  keenly,  as  with  some  warm  Ida  surprised, 
CWef  isle  of  the  embower'd  Cyehwieii, 
B^oies,  O  Deloe,  with  Ihine  olives  green, 
AjhI  pophin,  and  lawn-shading  polno.  and  baach, 
In  which  the  Zephyr  brealhes  Ihe  toudasl  Knig, 
And  baiels  Ihick,  dark-ilenun'd  beneath  the  diade 
Apdilo  a  once  more  (he  gaUen  itietne'. 


lus  wilh  halfahut  suffuied  eyei  he  stood. 


solemn  step  an  awful  Gwldes  came, 
And  itiere  wss  purport  in  her  ZooLs  ijr  him. 

ilh  eager  giieia  began  lo  reid 
Perplpx'd,  Ihe  while  roelodioualy  he  said : 
thoiTbrar  the  uniEjoled  eea  I 
Or  hath  that  antique  mien  and  n^bed  fcnn 


rellu 


e^ln. 


The  Cilteii  laav**.  wlien  t  have  bi  alooe 
In  cool  mid  CireaL    Surety  I  have  meed 
The  rustle  of  tlxiae  ample  skirls  about 
Thesn  grnHy  soUiudes.  and  teen  the  ftman 
LiA  up  (heir  heads,  oi  still  the  whiapet  faa'd. 
Goddea  '.  I  bale  behold  those  eye*  betbic. 

ilenul  CBltn,  and  all  Ibat  face. 
Or  I  have  dream'd." — "  VeB,"eaidlbe(opreniesb)p* 

ball  dreain'd  of  me ;  and  awaking  up 

IKdal  find  a  lyre  all  goMoa  1^  Ihy  aide,  i 

WbcM  Mringi  umch'd  by  Ihy  fii^ii,  ^  Oe  1V>^ 

Unweatied  ear  of  the  whole  oniiene  f 

pain  nnd  pleoiiire  at  Ihe  birth 


or  SI 


^oncler- 


«^nntl  Teil  nie,yDall 
hou  cnnsl  feel  i  (<>r  I  am  sad 
n  shed  a  tear :  explain  Iby  gne& 
I  (his  lonely  isle  hath  been 
if  thy  sleep  and  houn  of  lift. 
From  the  young  day  when  first  tby  inEuil  band 
"'     '  'd  wiileia  lite  weak  flowen.  till  thine  an 
bend  that  how  heroie  to  all  dmea 
(by  bean's  secret  m  an  ancient  Power 
Who  hath  fomkcn  old  and  aacred  tfaroiwa 
ipheeies  of  thee,  and  lor  ihe  nke 
■linesB  new-born." — Apollo  then, 
Wilh  sudden  Kniliny  and  glnontleat  eye*. 
Thus  aniwer'd,  while  his  white  melodioDs  Ihnial 
Thmbb'd  with  the  ■yllahlea. — "  Mnemo^ne  l 
n  my  tongoe.  1  know  not  bow  ; 
Why  thould  I  lell  thee  what  thou  so  well  m««  r 
Why  ihoutd  I  itrive  to  show  what  finm  Ihy  lipa 
Would  coiOB  DO  mystery  t  For  me,  dork.  dark. 
And  painful  vile  obhvion  seals  my  eyes : 

t'ntil  n  melnncholy  numbs  my  liniba; 
And  then  upon  the  grass  I  sit,  and  moan. 
Like  one  who  once  bad  wings. — O  why  should  I 
Peel  cursed  and  thw-orted,  when  the  lirfelea  air 
Yields  ID  loy  itep  nspiranl  1  why  ahpoh!  I 
Spurn  the  green  liiif  aa  hateful  to  ny  leet  1 
Goddess  benign  I  point  fbnh  nme  unknown  Ihinf  i 
tlk«CD  not  other  regions  than  Ihin  iate  ! 
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What  an  the  itan  ?  There  it  the  ran,  the  ran ! 

And  the  rooet  patient  brilliance  of  the  moan ! 

And  itan  by  thousands !  Point  me  oat  the  way 

To  any  one  particular  beauteous  star. 

And  I  will  flit  into  it  with  my  lyre, 

And  make  its  silvery  splendor  pant  with  blisa 

I  have  heard  the  cloudy  thunder:  Where  is  power? 

Whose  hand,  whose  e»ence,  what  divinity 

Makes  this  alarm  in  the  elements. 

While  I  here  idle  listen  on  the  shores 

In  fearless  yet  in  aching  ignorance  ? 

O  tell  me,  lonely  Goddess !  by  thy  harp, 

That  waileth  every  mom  and  eventide. 

Tell  me  why  thus  I  rave,  about  these  grovae ! 

Mute  thou  remoinest — Mute  ?  jret  I  can  read 

A  wondrous  lesson  in  thy  silent  face  : 

Knowledge  enormous  makes  a  God  of  me, 

Names,  deeds,  gray  legends,  dire  event*,  rebellioDs, 

Miyesties,  sovran  voices,  agonies. 

Creations,  and  destroyings,  all  at  once 

Poor  into  the  wide  hoUows  of  my  brain. 


And  deiiy  me,  as  if  some  blithe  wine, 

Or  bright  elixir  peerless  1  had  drunk. 

And  80  become  immortal." — Thus  the  God, 

While  his  enkindled  eyes,  with  level  glance 

Beneath  his  white  soft  temples,  stedfast  kept 

Trembling  with  light  upon  Mnemosyne. 

Soon  wild  commotions  shook  him,  and  made  florii 

All  the  immortal  fairness  of  his  limbs : 

Most  like  the  struggle  at  the  gate  of  death ; 

Or  liker  still  to  one  who  should  take  leave 

Of  pale  immortal  death,  and  with  a  pang 

As  hot  as  death's  is  chill,  with  fierce  convube 

Die  into  life :  so  young  Apollo  anguish'd ; 

His  very  hair,  his  golden  tresses  famed 

Kept  undulation  round  his  eager  neck. 

During  the  pain,  Mnemosjme  upheld 

Her  arms  as  one  who  prophesied. — At  losgdi 

Apollo  shriek'd  ;~and  lo !  from  all  his  limba 

Celestial  •••••• 


JKffitcellJineottis  IPoettis. 


What  more  felicity  can  fUl  to  creature 
Than  to  ei^Joy  delight  with  liberty  1 

FkU  ^  tk§  ButUrjlif.—BnxaM.. 


DEDICATION. 


TO  LEIGH  HUNT,  ESQ. 


Glokt  and  loveliness  have  pass*d  away ; 

For  if  we  wander  out  in  early  mom. 

No  wreathed  incense  do  we  see  upborne 
Into  the  east  to  meet  the  smiling  day ; 
No  crowd  of  nymphs  soft^voiced  and  young  and  gay, 

In  woven  baskets  bringing  ears  of  com, 

Roses,  and  pinks,  and  violets,  to  adorn 
The  shrine  of  Flora  in  her  early  May. 
But  there  are  left  delights  as  high  as  these ; 

And  I  shall  ever  bless  my  destiny. 
That  in  a  time  when  under  pleasant  trees 

Pan  is  no  longer  sought,  I  feel  a  free, 
A  leafy  luxury,  seeing  I  could  please. 

With  these  poor  oflbrings,  a  man  like  thee- 


Places  of  nestUof  green  fbr  poets  made. 

ftsry  4f  Asiial. 

I  iTOOD  tiptoe  upon  a  little  hill, 

The  air  was  cooling,  and  so  very  still. 

That  the  sweet  buds  which  with  a  modeet  pride 

Pull  droo|Mngly,  in  slanting  curve  aside. 

Their  scanty-leaved,  and  &iely-tapering  iteiiii^ 

Had  not  yet  lost  their  starry  cUademi 

Caught  fhnn  the  early  eobbing  of  the  mom. 

The  doodi  were  pure  and  white  as  flocki  ntifMkam, 

And  fresh  from  the  clear  brook ;  sweetly  they  sl^pC 

On  the  Uae  fieUs  of  heaven,  and  then  then  cmpi 


A  little  noiseless  noise  among  the  leaves. 

Bom  of  the  very  sigh  that  silence  heaves : 

For  not  the  faintest  motion  could  be  seen 

Of  all  the  shades  that  slanted  o'er  the  green. 

There  was  wide  wandering  fbr  the  greediest  eye, 

To  peer  about  upon  variety ; 

Far  round  the  horizon's  crystal  air  to  sldm. 

And  trace  the  dwindled  edgings  of  its  brim ; 

To  picture  out  the  quaint  and  curious  bending 

Of  a  fresh  woodland  alley  never-ending : 

Or  by  the  bowery  clefls,  and  leafy  shelves. 

Guess  where  the  jaunty  streams  refresh  themial' 

I  gazed  awhile,  and  felt  as  light,  and  free 

As  though  the  &nning  wings  of  Mercury 

Had  play'd  upon  my  heels :  I  was  light-heartad. 

And  many  pleasures  to  my  vision  started ; 

So  I  straightway  began  to  pluck  a  posy 

Of  luzuriee  bright,  milky,  soft  and  rosy. 


A  bosh  of  May-floweiB  with  the  beet  about  diem ; 
Ah,  sure  no  tasteful  nook  could  be  without  diem ; 
And  let  a  lush  labumum  oveisweep  them. 
And  let  long  grass  grow  round  the  roots,  to  keep  diem 
Moist,  cool  and  green ;  and  shade  the  violet^ 
That  they  may  bind  the  moes  in  leafy  nets. 

A  filbert-hedge  with  wild-brier  overtwined, 
And  clumps  of  woodbine  taking  the  soft  wind 
Upon  their  summer  thrones ;  there  too  should  bo 
The  frequent  chequer  of  a  voungling  tree, 
Hiat  with  a  eoore  of  light  gre^n  brethren  shooOi 
From  the  quaint  mossiness  of  aged  roots : 
Round  which  is  heard  a  spring-head  of  dear 
Babbling  so  wildly  of  its  bvely  danghten, 
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Tbe  ipmuling  bluehclli ;  ii  may  Imply  monm 
Thni  lucb  bll  clunrra  nhnulil  lie  nuli-ly  Inm 
f torn  tiieir  Tn^  bed*,  ami  ■raiipt'il  iluughllealj 
E^  iDiuit  biuidi.  IbH  on  Iha  paili  bi  die. 

<^im  a&sih  your  n>uBd  or  lUiiTy  lalda. 
T«  acilMii  nungoUi! 

Ihy  uji  Iba  lAuuuin  (rata  your  gohlm  bda. 
'.  For  iml  Apulia  bull 
Thai  in  ibmo  day*  your  pfawM  nhould  ba  aong 
Od  nuny  huja  which  hs  tuu  laiviy  Uningt 
And  wbon  (gain  your  dawinva  h*  Iumim, 
Tall  him,  t  h«»o  yod  in  my  wrnrUl  at  liUiacai 
8a  haply  whim  I  nn  in  mrna  for  vale,' 
Hia  mlihiy  Toico  may  rome  upon  Ui«  gal*. 


Wllh  wlnp  el'  gpullo  fluih  n'nr  clelieaia  while. 
And  uper  fuiggn  rauhing  »(  all  Ihing*. 
To  bind  them  al)  ainul  wiLh  iiny  nngs. 
Ijnjer  awhile  upon  kim  boriduig  planln 
Thai  lean  againal  a  UreBinlel'i  nuhy  Innki. 
And  waub  inleutly  Nalun'a  Rcnlla  doingi ; 
They  will  bo  liiuai)  tgAer  than  rini-dovo'i  rooingi. 
Bow  tdsnt  conin  the  waler  round  Ihal  band  < 
Nol  tbe  minuleal  wfaltper  data  it  fOnd 
To  the  o'erhan)ting  Mllawi :  hlmlca  of  gnm 
Howly  acnia  Ibe  cbnjuer'd  ■hulowa  pas. 
Why  yon  might  read  IHO  unneH,  en  they  nuk 
To  where  Ihe  hurrying  TreahniWH  By*  preach 
A  nalural  aermon  o'er  Iheic  pebbly  bed>: 


'  little  hi 


To  taalu  the  luiuiy  oT  innny  biwnn 
.'TMOper'd  wiib  coolneaa.     [law  ibey  ers 
~mtli  Ihei)  own  aweel  deligbl.  Kod  eter  i 
VbtiT  nlrel  balliea  on  the  pebbly  iBDd ! 
If  you  bill  acannly  hold  uiii  the  bund. 


tr  eye,  a. 


n  righl  glad  to 


'Dlbcre 


The  while  Ihey  rtnl  IbenHKlm,  tbry  rmbnea 
And  oioiaiun,  ibsi  the  buwiry  gr«ii  may  live 
80  ketipiiig  up  an  inlerchange  of  fuvon, 
I    like  good  men  in  (he  truth  of  their  behavioia. 


■ebyo. 


n-ill  dro| 


From  low-hung  hmnchi  .      .  - 

Bui  Mp.  and  twitter,  and  their  feathen  ileeki 

Then  off  at  onr^,  ai  in  o  wiinton  lieali : 

Or  pfrhaia.  10  ahow  their  hinck  and  golden  wingi, 

hunng  upon  iheit  ycUow  Dunering*. 

Were  1  in  luch  B  plore.  I  euce  (hould  pray 

Thai  naught  lea  iwaet  might  call  my  Uioughti  amy. 

Than  the  wll  nutle  of  a  nuiden'a  gown 

Fanning  awsy  (he  dandolion'i  down : 


B  lighl  HI 


ThnnI 

PatUng  aguml  (h 

How  she  would  ibirl,  and  bliiali.  t 
Playing  to  all  bar  innocence  of  tli 
O  let  me  lead  her  gemly  o'er  the  I 
Walch  hor  half-amiling  Itpa  and  di 


Lei 


me  one  momenl  to  her  bregtbing  liii  j 
M  *he  leave!  me  may  ihe  oOen  turn 
fair  eye*  looking  Ihroiigh  her  locki  aubom. 


which  il  icell  m^^  (alt*  »  pleaaanl  •!■ 
thai  'liaoveralanlad  by  th«  leap 
'ud*  into  ripe  Aowoi* ;  or  bf  the  Bitxiof 
or  diiene  moilia.  (hat  aye  thair  net  an  qui 
"   by  Iho  moon  brung  her  stvrr  lim 

Dve  a  cloud,  and  wHh  ■  gisdnal  Hnm 
Coming  in(a  the  bluo  wiih  all  her  hghL 
Maker  of  iweai  pooti  i  dear  deligb( 
Will  Ikir  wuild  and  all  iu  genile  litetij 
Spongier  of  donda.  halo  of  ciyiial  nv«a, 
Mingler  with  leave*,  and  daw  and  innUim 
'~'       r  of  lovely  eye*  to  lovely  drenmi, 

of  lonehiinv.  and  wandenog. 
Of  upout  eye.  aod  lender  ponderuif  < 
Thee  rouu  I  pniae  above  all  odier  gkjnce 
That  unile  ui  00  to  tslj  deli^iiful  itonn. 
Put  whal  hag  made  (ha  aage  or  poet  wnt* 
le  lair  giaiadiw  of  Holure'i  light  I 
•  ralm  grandeur  of  a  aobar  iiiut, 
M  the  waving  of  (he  niaontoin  pin*  i 
•bnn  a  lolo  i(  bcaunfully  itaid. 
wl  the  lafeiy  of  a  hamhom  glade : 
When  il  ii  movuig  on  luiunoua  ning*. 
The  Mul  tt  loM  in  plfjaant  unoihorinp ; 
lowy  roaH  bruih  Efpiinat  oui  lacas, 
(owcnng  laiireli  ipring  fmm  diamond  noaj 
O'er-hesd  we  we  the  jaimine  and  tweethrirr. 
Ami  bloomy  gnpe*  laughing  ln«i  green  allin,' 
Wliile  at  our  feel,  Ihe  vuive  of  cryual  babUa 
tnianni  ua  a(  onne  avray  from  all  our  Inwblaa ; 

U  we  Ibcl  upt>««i  from  the  world. 
Walking  upon  Ihe  white  elooda  wrtalhed  and  oori'i 
80  (elt  he,  who  fini  told  bon  ^frbt  weu 
On  Ihe  amoDlh  wind  ID  lealma  of  HoadaiBMOl ; 
Whal  Pnyche  fell,  and  Love,  when  Aeir  foil  lija 
Fi™t  Inufh'd  :  whal  araoroua  and  fimdling  ni(» 
'hpy  gave  each  other's  checks ;  with  all  their  (ijfa 


The 

aitver  himp.— 

he  raviibmeni— Ihe  wtaider.— 

The 

darkncas— Ion 

lineffl,— the  fearful  ihundet: 

The 

r  wo«  gone  by 

and  both  to  heaven  up.aowii. 

Tob 

ow  fiw  gratjnido  before  Jove'i  (hrone. 

Sod 

d  he  feel,  whu 

pull'd  the  bougha  ande. 

Tho 

we  might  look 

into  a  foreiil  whIb. 

ai.-h  a  glimpae 

of  Fauna,  and  Dryadea 

iig  with  Kifteal  nude  through  the  tieea; 

garland>  wove 

n,  of  Oowen  wiM  and  iweM. 

Uph 

Id  on  ivo«  w 

TelUng  u>  how  fair 

■lembling  Syrioi  Bed 

Ara 

dian  ftin,  with 

anch  a  rearfUl  dmad. 

Poo 

nymph,— poor 

Paru— bow  he  did  weep,  to  fii 

'ly  (igtung  of  Ihe  w 
Along  the  leedy  atream :  a  half'heard  atr 
Full  of  awoci  deaolalion — balmy  pain. 


What  finl  innpired  a  bard  of  old  10  tin 
Narriiiui  pining  o'er  the  untainted  >pr 
la  aome  deUcioui  ramble,  he  had  fbuiH 
A  liltle  apace,  with  b»ugh>  all  nnven  : 
And  in  ibe  midat  of  all.  a  clearer  pool 
'  reflected  in  iu  ploDani  oool 
tky,  hero  and  Ihorc 
Through  tendril  HTcatiia  &niaa(i^% 
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And  on  die  bank  a  lonely  flower  he  fpied, 
A  meek  and  forlorn  flower,  with  naaght  of  pride, 
Drooping  its  beaaty  o'er  the  watery  deamea, 
To  woo  it!  own  sad  image  into  neame« : 
Deaf  to  light  Zephynu,  it  would  not  move ; 
Bat  still  would  seem  to  droopt  to  pine,  to  love. 
So  while  the  poet  itood  in  this  sweet  spot, 
Some  fiunter  gleaminp  o'er  his  fiincy  shot ; 
Nor  was  it  long  ere  he  had  told  the  tale 
Of  young  NarcisBus,  and  sad  Echo's  bale. 

Where  had  he  been,  from  whose  warm  head  <rat-flew 

That  sweetest  of  all  songs,  that  ever  new» 

ThKt  aye  refreshing,  pure  deliciooaneM, 

Coming  ever  to  bless 

The  wanderer  by  moonlight  f  to  him  bringing 

Shapes  from  the  invisible  world,  unearthly  singmg 

From  out  the  middle  air,  from  flowery  nasli^ 

And  from  the  pillowy  silkiness  that  resta 

Full  in  the  speculation  of  the  stars. 

Ah !  surely  he  had  burst  our  mortal  ban ; 

Into  some  wondrons  region  he  had  gone. 

To  search  for  thee,  divine  Endymion! 

He  was  a  Poet,  sure  a  knrer  too. 
Who  stood  on  Latmus*  top,  what  time  diere  blew 
Soft  breeies  from  the  myrtle  vale  below ; 
And  brought,  in  fiuntness  solemn,  sweet,  and  dow, 
A  hymn  from  Dian's  temple ;  while  npswelling. 
The  incense  went  to  her  own  starry  dwelling. 
But  though  her  &ce  was  clear  as  in&nt's  eyes^ 
Though  she  stood  smiling  o'er  the  sacrifice. 
The  poet  wept  at  her  so  piteous  fate. 
Wept  that  such  beauty  should  be  desolate : 
So  in  fine  wrath  some  golden  sounds  he  woo* 
And  gave  meek  Cynthia  her  Endymion. 

Queen  of  the  wide  air ;  thou  most  lovely  qaeen 
Of  all  the  brightness  that  mine  eyes  have  seen ! 
As  dwu  ezceedest  all  things  in  thy  diine. 
So  every  tale,  does  this  sweet  tale  of  thine. 
O  for  three  words  of  honey,  that  I  might 
TeU  but  one  wonder  of  thy  bridal  ni^t ! 

Where  distant  ships  do  seem  to  show  flieir  keels^ 

Phoebus  awhile  delay'd  his  mighty  wheels. 

And  tum'd  to  smile  upon  thy  bashful  eyes. 

Ere  he  his  unseen  pomp  would  solemnize. 

The  evening  weather  was  so  bright,  and  clear. 

That  men  of  health  were  of  unusual  cheer ; 

Stepping  like  Homer  at  the  trumpet's  call, 

Or  young  ApoUo  on  the  pedestal : 

And  lovely  women  were  as  fair  and  warm. 

As  Venus  looking  sideways  in  alarm. 

The  breezes  were  ethereal,  and  pure, 

And  crept  through  half-dosed  lattices  to  core 

The  languid  sick ;  it  cool'd  their  fever*d  sleep, 

And  soothed  them  into  slumbeis  full  and  deepi 

Soon  they  awoke  clear-eyed :  nor  burnt  with  thiiit- 

ing. 
Nor  with  hot  fingers,  nor  with  temples  hunting : 
And  springing  up,  they  met  the  wond'ring  sight 
Of  their  dear  friends,  nigh  foolish  with  delight; 
Who  feel  their  arms,  and  breasta,  and  Un^  uidilwt, 
And  on  their  placid  foreheads  part  the  hdr. 
Toimg  men  and  makleos  at  each  olher  gaiid. 
With  iModi  hM  badt,  and  nwlioDlflii. 


T6  see  the  brightness  in  each  other's  ejres; 
And  so  they  stood,  fill'd  with  a  sweet  surprise, 
Until  their  tongues  were  loosed  in  poesy. 
Therefore  no  lover  did  of  anguish  die : 
But  the  soft  numbers,  in  that  moment  spoken. 
Made  silken  ties,  that  never  may  be  broken. 
Cynthia !  I  cannot  tell  the  greater  blisses 
That  follow'd  thine,  and  thy  dear  shepherd's 
Was  there  a  poet  bom  ? — But  now  no  more— 
My  wandering  spirit  must  no  further  soar. 


SPECIMEN  OF  AN  INDUCTION  TO  A  POEBi 

Lo !  I  must  tell  a  tale  of  chivalry ; 

For  large  white  plumes  are  dancing  in  mine  eye. 

Not  like  the  formal  crest  of  latter  days. 

But  bending  in  a  thousand  graceful  wajrs ; 

So  graceful,  that  it  seems  no  mortal  hand. 

Or  e'en  the  touch  of  Arehimago's  wand. 

Could  charm  them  into  such  an  attitude. 

We  must  think  rather,  that  in  playful  mood. 

Some  mountain  fateeie  had  tum'd  its  chief  deUght 

To  show  this  wonder  of  its  gentle  mic^ 

Lo!  I  must  tell  a  tale  of  chivalry; 

For  while  I  muse,  the  lance  points  slantingly 

Athwart  the  morning  air :  some  lady  sweet. 

Who  cannot  feel  for  cold  her  tender  feet. 

From  the  worn  top  of  some  old  battlement 

Hails  it  with  tears,  her  stout  defender  sent ; 

And  from  her  own  pure  self  no  joy  dinembling. 

Wraps  round  her  ample  robe  with  happy  trambUng; 

Sometimes  when  the  good  knight  his  rest  could  take. 

It  is  reflected,  clearly,  in  a  lake, 

With  the  young  ashen  boughs,  'gainst  which  it  rasti^ 

And  th'  halfeeen  mominess  of  linnets'  nests. 

Ah !  shall  I  ever  tell  its  cruelty. 

When  the  fire  flakes  fW>m  a  warrior's  eye. 

And  his  tremendous  hand  is  grasping  it. 

And  his  dark  brow  for  veiy  wrath  is  knit  f 

Or  when  his  spirit,  with  more  calm  intent, 

Leaps  to  the  hooon  of  a  tournament. 

And  makes  the  gazen  round  about  the  ring 

Stare  at  the  grandeur  of  the  balancing  ? 

No,  no !  this  is  &r  oA*.*— then  how  shall  I 

Revive  the  dying  tones  of  minstrelsy. 

Which  linger  yet  about  long  Gothic  arches. 

In  dark-green  ivy,  and  among  wild  larches  ? 

How  sing  the  splendor  of  the  revelries. 

When  butts  of  wine  are  drank  oA*  to  the  lees? 

And  that  bright  lance,  against  the  fretted  wall. 

Beneath  the  shade  of  stately  banneral. 

Is  slung  with  shining  cuiraai,  sword,  and  shield  t 

Where  ye  may  see  a  spur  in  bk)ody  field, 

light-fbotkl  damsels  move  with  gentle  paces 

Round  the  wide  hall,  and  show  tfieir  happy  fi^ee; 

Or  stand  in  courdy  talk  by  fives  and  sevens. 

Like  those  foir  stan  that  twinkle  in  the  heavem. 

Yet  most  I  tell  a  tale  of  chivalry : 

Or  wherefore  comes  that  knight  so  proudly  by  t 

Wherefore  more  proudly  does  the  gentle  knight 

Rein  in  the  swelling  of  his  ample  might? 

Spenser!  thy  brows  are  arched,  open,  kind, 

AJkl  cone  like  a  clear  sonrise  to  ny  nund ; 

And  always  does  ny  heart  with  pleamre  dinof^ 

Whan  I  think  on  tlqr  Dobia  ooumenanee  z 
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Where  neyer  yfll  niu  «ughl  mow  earthly 
Tbmi  Ihe  pu™  ffithnns  of  ihy  Uurol"  jn 


C»ll  on  Ihy  genils  ifint  li 


,rDi^ 


My  Jwing  ■Wi"  ^ 

TbiUI  HUnlvd  Uin-nim. 

Bo  jmIoui  IhU  iha  DM  oT  oih»r  wighl 
flboHld  madly  AiDao'  ihml  biighi  inili  iiT  lighl 
Tranxl  lir  >l<r  lo*"l  Utwnu ;  b*  will  ii\)aak. 

Awl  Iril  itiM  thai :  ' 

Thai  1  will  follow 


u.unaadi  loha.and  oi 


TaUNB  Cvlidore  u  paddling  o'er  Ihr  Ukn  ; 

Hb  heal[hful  ipiril  ■ngn-  and  aHihe 

T\j  fwl  ihe  beauty  of  a  "lonl  evo, 

Which  tttia'i  full  Iglh  Ihu  hap^iy  wnrlJ  la  loave, 

Tha  lighl  dwell  o"ar  the  icanp  »  Imgenngly. 
,  Bl  bam  hii  IbnhMd  lo  Uia  cool  Mue  iky, 
■  And  nniln  nl  Ibe  6ir  rlasmeia  all  annind, 
'  Until  hi>  heart  ia  wall-nigh  over-wound. 


Of  M 


Br  Ihe  w 


;And  •how  Ihai 
iRsatce  ran  hii  clear  and  nimUe  «ye-«iglil  jbllow 
nba  fraata.  and  dinioga  nf  Ihe  Uai^wLn^d  anallon, 
n>ati^Iili«  mad),  U  tea  il  hatf  al  mt. 
Dip  m>  refreihingly  ila  vringt  and  bresil 

The  mdening  circlei  iuio  iioihing  gune. 

And  now  the  ihaip  keel  of  hii  little  boat 


Come* 


h  ripple  ( 


r  of  «■«(. 


Broad-leaved  are  ihny.  and  ihi?ir  while  ciino[nei 
Are  upward  tum'd  lo  eaich  Ihe  hcaveti'i  dew. 
Near  to  a  liiile  iiland'i  point  Ihey  grew ! 
Whence  CalMore  mighl  hnvo  the  goodlieil  view 
Of  tbi»  aweel  apol  of  earth.     The  bowery  Aon 
Wcnl  off  in  goDlle  winding!  la  the  hoar 
And  ligh^blap  monnlaina :  but  na  breetbing  man 
fnih  a  warm  henrl.  and  eye  prepared  la  •can 
Ibtura'a  clear  beauly.  could  pas  ligblly  by 


itlU  ehapDl.  wllh  Iha  cms  aboTe 

Upliuliluig  M'mthi  of  iTy .'  the  whilv  dote. 

Thai  nn  ihe  windnwi  ipicaili  hi*  frsiheia  tight, 

temn  tiva  por^ile  douda  lo  wiog  ila  di^iL 


I  the  lake  ;  eequeUeril  Uoty  gladoa, 
Ihrough  Ihe  dimniw  of  [hui  iwilighi  ahm 
tlock-leavea.  apini  fuiglo***,  or  the  glow 
I  wild  ral'Mtyea.  or  Uui  uliery  atemi 
Of  delicate  bireh-ifBea.  or  king  gra«  which  haM 

little  bnuk.     The  ynilh  had  long  been  *W<N( 

Thaar  ploanni  thingK  ami  lina>nn  waa  bedenOg 

~"ie  mouiiinin  flowan,  nhun  hii  glad  auiaxtqlt 

tnimpel'a  ailtrr  voice     Ah ,'  it  waa  fnafbl 


.  m  the  lake  he  akiOK  alimg. 
Dear  U  the  nighuogale'a  llnl  midrr-mnt  '- 

indi  hu  Ihe  wluie  awaaa  (hat  drmni  to  tamilT  ■- 
Iln  Ipiril  Bica  before  him  ao  mraplci'-l)-. 

I  jutting  pouii  of  land. 
Whence  may  be  acen  Ibe  caaila  gtowny  and  pmd . 


BeJan 


the  point  of  hu  tighl  ahallup  raacliaa 
marble  aiepa  thai  tbmugh  Ike  mur  dip 

rver  them  he  goea  wilh  haaly  Itip. 

larcely  aiaya  u  ope  Ihe  folding-daBa : 

he  leapa  akjng  the  oaken  dooiB 

la  and  nimdan. 


indtf  Ifaoae  liule  bright-«yed  Hag 
llul  Ooal  aboul  Ibe  air  on  Blue  «ringa, 

been  leaa  heailfali  by  Um  l}an  the  d«a| 
Of  cUilonng  lionii !  into  Ihe  coon  be  apnng, 
m4  Iwa  nah'c  flteeclL  and  pulfrej-a  twuo. 
Wllh  to 


lingly 


While  fnni  twnoHlh  die  ihrei 
They  brought  their  happy  bui 
What  gentle  aqueeze  he  gave  each  lady'a  hand 
How  tremblingly  their  dobcaie  iinklea  apuia'd! 
Into  how  iweel  a  Imnce  hi«  >oul  waa  gone. 
While  whiapcnngi  of  aflccuon 
Made  him  delay  lo  lei  their  lender  te«I 
Come  to  Ihe  earth :  Wiih  an  incline  ao  iweet 
From  their  low  polft*)'*  o'er  hu  neck  ihey 
And  wlieiher  there  were  teura  of  languial 
Or  that  the  eientng  dew  had  penrl'd  iheii 
He  teeli  a  nwiinire  on  hi>  cheek,  and  ble 
With  lipi 


The  odelong  liew  of  awelling  leafineaa, 
Which  the  glad  jetting  aun  in  gold  doth  drMi. 
Whence,  ever  and  nnon.  the  joy  ouispringa, 
And  (calca  iipuD  ihe  beauty  of  its  winga. 


AllUi 


Fairo 


I  nealled 


uiury 


ling  portcntba 


il  of  fair 


iinplad  hand, 
7  land, 
le  drooping  6on»n 


HoDg  Inim  his  ahoul 

Of  whilsM  Caaaia.  fr 

And  Ihii  he  fundlod  with  his  happy  cheek, 

Al  if  lor  joy  he  woidd  no  funhcr  aeek : 

When  the  kind  voice  of  gotid  Sr  Cleriroood 

Come  to  hia  ear,  like  numclbing  fmni  beyond 

His  present  being  ■■  »  ho  gciilly  drew 

His  nsnn  arms,  ihrilling  new  wilh  pulaea  nav, 

FroiQ  iheir  awoel  thrall,  and  tbrwaid  ganUy  beading. 

Thonk'd  heaTan  that  hia  joy  wai  i>am«iiding: 
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While  'gainst  his  forehead  he  devoutly  preai'd 
A  hand  Heaven  made  to  succor  the  distreas'd ; 
A  hand  that  from  the  world's  bleak  promontory 
Had  liAed  Calidore  for  deeds  of  Glory. 

Amid  the  pages,  and  the  torches*  glare, 
There  stood  a  knight,  patting  the  flowing  hair 
Of  his  proud  hone's  mane  :  he  was  withal 
A  man  of  elegance,  and  stature  tall : 
So  that  the  waving  of  his  plumes  would  he 
High  as  the  berries  of  a  wild-ash  tree, 
Or  as  the  winged  cap  of  Mercury. 
His  armor  was  so  dexterously  wrought 
In  shape,  that  sure  no  living  man  had  thought 
It  hard,  and  heavy  steel :  but  that  indeed 
It  was  some  glorious  form,  some  splendid  weed, 
In  which  a  spirit  new  come  from  the  sides 
Might  live,  and  show  itself  to  human  eyes. 
T  is  the  fiir-fomed,  the  brave  Sir  Gondibert, 
Said  the  good  man  to  CaUdore  alert ; 
While  the  young  warrior  with  a  step  of  grace 
Came  up, — a  courtly  smile  upon  his  foce, 
^  And  mailed  hand  held  out,  ready  to  greet 
The  laige-eyed  wonder,  and  ambitious  heat 
Of  the  aspiring  boy ;  who,  as  he  led 
Those  smiling  ladies,  oHen  tum'd  his  head 
To  admire  the  visor  arch'd  so  gracefully 
Over  a  knightly  brow ;  while  they  went  by 
The  lamps  that  from  the  high-roofd  walls  were 

pendent. 
And  gave  the  steel  a  shining  quite  transcendent 

Soon  in  a  pleasant  chamber  they  are  seated. 

The  sweet-lipp'd  ladies  have  already  greeted 

All  the  green  leaves  that  round  the  window  clamber, 

To  show  their  purple  stars,  and  bells  of  amber. 

Sir  Gondibert  has  doflTd  his  shining  steel. 

Gladdening  in  the  free  and  airy  feel 

Of  a  light  mantle;  and  while  Clerimond 

Is  looking  round  about  him  with  a  fond 

And  placid  eye,  young  Calidore  is  burning 

To  hear  of  knightly  deeds,  and  gallant  spuming 

Of  all  unworthiness ;  and  how  the  strong  of  arm 

Kept  off  dismay,  and  terror,  and  alarm 

From  lovely  woman :  while  brimful  of  this, 

He  gave  each  damsel's  hand  so  warm  a  kiss. 

And  had  such  manly  ardor  in  his  eye. 

That  each  at  other  look'd  half-staringly : 

And  then  their  features  started  into  smiles. 

Sweet  as  blue  heavens  o'er  enchanted  isles. 

Softly  the  breezes  from  the  forest  came. 
Softly  they  blew  aside  the  taper's  flame ; 
Clear  was  the  song  from  Philomel's  fiur  bower ; 
Grateful  the  incense  from  the  lime-tree  flower; 
Mysterious,  wild,  the  far-heard  trumpet's  tone ; 
Lovely  the  moon  in  ether,  all  alone : 
Sweet  too  the  converse  of  these  happy  mortals, 
As  that  of  busy  spirits  when  the  portals 
Are  closing  in  the  West ;  or  that  soft  humming 
We  hear  around  when  Hesperus  is  coming. 
Sweet  be  their  sleep.    •••••• 


TO  SOME  LADIES 

OH  MCCEIVIlfO  A  COrUOtni  IBELI. 

What  though,  while  the  wooders  of  natnre  exploring, 
I  cannot  your  light  masy  footsteps  attend ; 


Nor  listen  to  ac^enfii,  that  almost  adoring. 
Bless  Cynthia's  face,  the  enthusiast's  fnend : 

Yet  over  the  steep,  whence  the  mountain-stream  nisheiy 
With  you,  kizidest  friends,  in  idea  I  rove ; 

Mark  the  clear  tumbling  crystal,  its  passionate  gushes. 
Its  spray  that  the  wild-flower  kindly  bedews. 

Why  linger  ye  so,  the  wild  labyrinth  strolling  ? 

Why  breathless,  unable  your  bliss  to  declare  ? 
Ah !  you  list  to  the  nightingale's  tender  condoling. 

Responsive  to  sylphs,  in  the  moonbeamy  air. 

T  is  mom,  and  the  flowen  vtrith  dew  are  yet  drooping, 
I  see  you  are  treading  the  verge  of  the  sea : 

And  now !  ah,  I  see  it — you  just  now  are  stooping 
To  pick  up  the  keepsaike  intended  for  me. 

If  a  chemb,  on  pinions  of  silver  descending. 

Had  brought  me  a  gem  from  the  fretwork  of  Heaven ; 

And  smiles  with  lus  star-cheering  voice  sweetly  blend- 
ing, 
The  blessings  of  Tighe  had  melodiously  given ; 

It  had  not  created  a  warmer  emotion 
Than  the  present,  fair  nymphs,  I  was  blest  with 
from  you ; 
Than  the  shell,  from  the  bright  golden  sands  of  the 
ocean. 
Which  the  emerald  waves  at  your  feet  gladly  threw. 

For,  indeed,  'tis  a  sweet  and  peculiar  pleasure 
(And  blissful  is  he  who  such  happiness  finds). 

To  possess  but  a  span  of  the  hour  of  leisure 
In  elegant,  pure,  and  aerial  minds. 


ON  RECEIVINQ  A  COPT  OF  VERSES  FROM  TH|B 
SAME  LADIES. 

Hast  thou  from  the  caves  of  Golconda,  a  gem 
Pure  as  the  ice-drop  that  froze  on  the  mountains  t 

Bright  as  the  humming-bird's  green  diadem. 

When  it  flutters  in  sunbeams  that  shine  through  a 
fountain? 

Hast  thou  a  goblet  for  dark  sparkling  wine  ? 

That  goblet  right  heavy,  and  massy,  and  gold! 
And  splendidly  maric'd  with  the  story  divine 

Of  Armida  the  four,  and  Rinaldo  the  bold  ? 

Hast  thou  a  steed  with  a  mane  richly  flowing  ? 

Hast  thou  a  sword  that  thine  enemy's  smart  is  ? 
Hast  thou  a  trampet  rich  melodies  blowing? 

And  wear'st  thou  the  shield  of  the  filmed  Brifo* 
martis? 

What  is  it  that  hangs  fh>m  thy  shoulder  so  braTe, 
Embroider'd  with  many  a  spring-peering  flower  f 

Is  it  a  scarf  that  thy  fiur  huly  gave  ? 
And  hastest  thou  now  to  that  fiur  lady*!  bower  f 

Ah!  ooorteons  Sir  Knight,  with  laige  joy  thou  art 
crown*d; 

Foil  many  the  glories  that  brighten  Ay  youth! 
I  will  teU  thee  my  blisKS,  which  richly  aboond 

In  magical  powers  to  blaai  and  to  soo^hA. 


Of  dnniuiig  my  in 


.  wntwn  in  chsmetiin  bii 
r  ■  n  TRiih.  ind  ■  chua : 
M  Lhn  prvperly  nni 


TUv  ewpy  nurk  :  'i  u  the  n'ork  of  m  by ; 

Baruwth  Ui  rii^h  Bbult)  did  King  Otwnia  lADguiih, 
WbOD  lovely  THbdU  wm  Ikt.  lu  ■«■/. 

And  cIUBlty  Un  him  la  ■orruw  and  wiiaiiti. 


Like  iwin  wuei'lilu*.  bivTi 
la  Uif*  cDOlnHi  of  (he  morn. 
O.  if  ibuu  h»dai  bnailicd  ihen 


Will  I  coll  Ibe  Cnm  l!>ar. 
Iledii  Ihou  Uipd  nhsu  cluttliy 
Litled  U|i  her  UiKc  oo  hii|h. 


In  iLti  I'Ula  •lorn*,  dl  ibse  meliHliea  itrwipi. 

Soft.  |>Iiluliiia.  and  mehmf[,  for  aver  wUI  iigh  j 
Kor  o'sr  will  the  ddim  ftao  ihrir  lend*nu«  rJung 

n«  •'•>  wUI  Iha  miuic  of  Obeion  dls, 

Sb  when  I  an  in  k  voluptnoiin  vain, 

1  plllonr  my  hud  un  Uie  iwnala  of  ibe  nme, 

Apd  lln  Id  Ihs  IbIb  of  Uio  KTrnlh.  whI  iha  chain, 
Till  III  echw*  deptn  i  tbon  i  >ink  lo  rapoao. 

'Adlau !  valionl  Eric '  wiA  jny  ihon  in  mwa'd, 
Fnil  manf  the  gloiin  that  bngbten  thy  youlli. 

'I  Wo  havn  my  Miiaca,  whirh  nchly  abound 
la  mugir*!  jnwen  to  bliw  and  lo  molhe. 


or  thy  tiniider'd  DonUng  vol 
Cov'rine  half  Ihtne  ivory  brea 
Whit'h.  O  UraveiB !  1  ahoold 
BdI  that  cruel  DeViny 
Uu  placed  B  goldpQ  cuiras  ih 
Keeping  aecrel  Khat  if  &ir. 

Thy  Iw-ks  in  kiiighlly  caxjue  i 
O'er  mhicb  bond  four  njilliy  jil 
Liki!  the  gpnilo  lily'>  bloom 
SpringiDf!  ftom  a  cu«lv  tuo. 
Soe  K»h  what  s  ilaloly  para 
Comaa  ihine  alaboiiicr  aiwd; 
Sorviuii  of  heroic  dew]  I 
O'er  hu  loim,  hu  trapping!  gh 
Like  lh»  nnnbeni  lighti  on  mc 
Mount  hii  back  I  tliy  •u-onl  un 

B«u>  of  every  nicked  ipell  i 

"  '       ?r  of  draguirfl 


Baimt  thon  lived  in  day*  of  old, 

O  wbai  wonden  had  been  lold 

Of  thy  lively  counlenance. 

And  thy  humid  py»  thai  dance, 

In  the  midii  of  their  oati  hrighUen 

In  Ihe  very  Guie  of  lighlneaa ; 

Over  nhich  thine  eyebtuwi,  leaning, 

Rctore  out  each  lovely  meaiiing  1 

In  a  datntif  bend  they  lie, 

Like  to  alreiiki  ii<:nH  the  ihy, 

Or  the  leolhen  from  a  crow. 

Fallen  on  «  bed  of  mow. 

or  thy  dark  hair,  ihat  eitendi 

Inlo  many  gmceful  bendi : 

Am  the  leavei  of  hellebcin 

THira  ID  whence  they  (prung  beCiie. 

And  behind  each  ample  curl 

Peepa  the  richnew  of  a  pmrl. 

Downward  loo  Aown  many  a  Ireai 

With  a  glcaiiy  ivavine*. 

Fall,  and  mund  like  ^lolieg  that  ri» 

Through  lunny  air.     Add  loo,  Ihe  •weelni 
Of  thy  honey'd  voice ;  the  nealoea 
or  thioe  ankle  lightly  luni*d : 
With  ihoie  beautiia  Korce  diicein'd, 
Kept  with  auth  iweet  privacy. 
That  Ihey  Hldom  meet  Ihe  eye 
Of  the  htile  LovM  ihal  fly 
Round  about  with  eager  piy. 
Saving  when  with  Ireahenuig  lave, 
Thoa  dipp'n  [hem  in  tbe  laintleaa  wave ; 


TO  HOPt 
Whin  by  my  aoliiary  hearlli  I  lol. 

And  halefol  thoughli  enwrap  my  «MiI  in  g 
When  no  fair  drcamm  before  my  "  miod'a  eya' 
id  the  baie  healh  of  life  preaenia  no  Uot 
et  Hope  !  ethereal  balm  upon  rae  ahed. 


Andn 


Should  lad  Deapondency  my  DiitBng)  fright. 

And  Doivn.  to  drive  tair  Choerfulneia  aw^. 
Peep  with  the  nwonbestna  ihrough  Ihe  lealy  le 
And  keep  that  Gelid  Dospondoocie  bi  alooC 


i»  my  careliB  beaH 
When,  like  a  cloud,  be  liti  upan  Ibe  air. 

Preparing  on  hit  ipell-bound  prey  to  dart : 
Chaae  him  away,  ivreet  Hope,  with  linge  hii| 
Aod  fright  huD,  aa  the  Duinung  frighloni  oigblS 


Wheni 


IF  the  fuie 


Kldear 


O  btight-eyed  Hope,  ray  morbid  ftney  cheer ; 
'  ine  awhile  thy  iweelest  coofbra  bonot* 
laaven-bom  radiance  atcnnd  me  ahed. 

And  wave  Ihy  aitvef  piniont  o'er  ny  head '. 
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Ihould  e'er  unhappy  love  ray  bosom  pain. 
From  cruel  pareati,  or  relenUesB  fair, 

>  let  me  think  it  is  not  quite  in  vain 
To  agh  out  sonnets  to  the  midnight  air ! 

I^veet  Hope !  ethereal  balm  upon  me  shed, 

^nd  wave  thy  silver  pinions  o'er  my  head. 

Iwi  the  long  vista  of  the  yean  to  roll. 
Let  me  not  see  our  country's  honor  fiide ! 

[D  let  me  see  our  land  retain  her  soul ! 

Her  pride,  her  freedom ;  and  not  freedom's  shade. 

From  thy  bright  eyes  unusual  brightness  shed — 

Beneath  thy  pinions  canopy  my  head ! 

Itet  me  not  see  the  patriot's  high  bequest. 
Great  Liberty !  how  great  in  plain  attire ! 

IVith  the  base  purple  of  a  court  oppress'd. 
Bowing  her  head,  and  ready  to  expire : 

But  let  me  see  thee  stoop  from  Heaven  on  wings 

That  fill  &e  skies  with  silver  glitterings ! 

And  as,  in  spaikling  nugesty,  a  star 

Gilds  the  bright  summit  of  some  gloomy  cloud ; 
Brightening  the  half-veil'd  face  of  heaven  a&r : 

So,  when  dark  thoughts  my  boding  spirit  shroud, 
Sweet  Hope !  celestial  influence  round  me  shed. 
Waving  thy  silver  pinions  o'er  my  head. 

Febnury,  1815. 


IMITATION  OF  SPENSER 

Now  Morning  from  her  orient  chamber  came* 
And  her  first  footstep  touch'd  a  verdant  hill : 
Crowning  its  lawny  crest  i^ith  amber  flame. 
Silvering  the  untainted  gudies  of  its  rill ; 
Which,  pure  from  mossy  beds,  did  down  distil. 
And,  after  parting  beds  of  simple  flowers, 
By  many  streams  a  little  lake  did  fill. 
Which  round  its  marge  reflected  woven  bowers. 
And,  in  its  middle  space,  a  sky  that  never  lowers. 

There  the  kingfisher  saw  his  plumage  bright, 
Vying  with  fish  of  brilliant  dye  below ; 
Whose  silken  fins'  and  golden  scales'  light 
Cast  upward,  through  the  waves,  a  rul^  glow: 
There  saw  the  swan  lus  neck  of  arched  snow, 
And  oar'd  himself  along  with  majesty ; 
Sparkled  his  jetty  eyes ;  his  feet  did  show 
Beneath  the  waves  like  Afnc's  ebony, 
And  on  his  back  a  fiiy  reclined  voluptuously. 

Ah!  could  I  tell  the  wonders  of  an  isle 
That  in  that  fairest  lake  had  phiced  been, 
I  could  e'en  Dido  of  her  grief  beguile ; 
Or  rob  from  aged  Lear  his  bitter  teen : 
For  sure  so  fiur  a  place  was  never  seen 
Of  all  that  ever  cfaarm'd  romantic  eye: 
It  seem'd  an  emerald  in  the  silver  sheen 
Of  the  bright  waters ;  or  as  when  on  high. 
Through  clouds  of  fleecy  white,  laughs  the  oemlam 
sky. 


As  if  to  glean  the  ruddy  tears  it  tried. 
Which  fell  profusely  from  the  rose-tree  stem ! 
Haply  it  was  the  workings  of  its  pride, 
In  strife  to  throw  upon  the  shore  a  gem 
Outvying  all  the  buds  in  Flora's  diadem. 


Woman  !  when  I  behold  thee  flippant,  vain, 

Inconstant,  childish,  proud,  and  full  of  &ncies ; 

Without  that  modest  softening  that  enhances 
The  downcast  eye,  repentant  of  the  pain 
That  its  mild  light  creates  to  heal  again ; 

E'en  then,  elate,  my  spirit  leaps  and  prances, 

E'en  then  my  soul  with  exultation  dances 
For  that  to  love,  so  long,  I  've  dormant  lain : 
But  when  I  see  thee  meek,  and  kind,  and  tender 

Heavens!  how  desperately  do  I  adore 
Thy  winning  graces ; — to  be  thy  defender 

I  hotly  bum— to  be  a  Calidore— 
A  very  Red-Cross  Knight — a  stout  Leander— 

Might  I  be  loved  by  thee  like  these  of  yore. 


And  an  aRKiiid  it  dipp'd 
Slopii^piof  verdure  throni^  the  fjiomf  tiia^ 
WUch,  M  it  wen  in  gende  amity. 
Rippled  deUi^iled  vp  the  flowary  side; 
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light  feet,  dark  violet  eyes,  and  parted  hair ; 

Soft  dimpled  hands,  white  neck,  and  creamy  breast ; 

Are  things  on  which  the  dazzled  senses  rest 
Till  the  fond,  fixed  eyes,  forget  they  stare. 
From  such  fine  pictures.  Heavens !  I  cannot  dare 

To  turn  my  admiration,  though  unpossess'd 

They  be  of  what  is  worthy, — though  not  drest 
In  lovely  modesty,  and  virtues  rare. 
Yet  these  I  leave  as  thoughtless  as  a  lark ; 

These  lures  I  straight  fi>rget, — e'en  ere  I  dine^ 
Or  thrice  my  palate  moisten :  but  when  I  mark 

Such  charms  with  mild  intelligences  shine. 
My  ear  is  open  like  a  greedy  shark. 

To  catch  the  tunings  of  a  voice  divine. 

Ah !  who  can  e'er  forget  so  fair  a  being  ? 

Who  can  forget  her  half-retiring  sweets  ? 

God !  she  is  like  a  milk-white  lamb  that  bleats 
For  man's  protection.    Surely  the  All-seeing, 
Who  joys  to  see  us  with  his  gifls  agreeing, 

Will  never  give  him  pinions,  who  entreats 

Such  iiuwcence  to  ruin.^ — ^who  vilely  cheats 
A  dove-like  bosom.    In  truth,  there  is  no  freeing 
One's  thoughts  from  such  a  beauty ;  when  I  hew 

A  lay  that  once  I  saw  her  hand  awake. 
Her  forn ,  seems  floating  palpable,  and  near : 

Had  I  e'er  seen  her  from  an  arbor  take 
A  dewy  ftower,  oft  would  that  hand  appear. 

And  o'er  my  eyes  the  trembling  moiitnre  ihakt 


ODE  TO  A  NIGHTINGALE. 

1. 
My  heart  aches,  and  a  drowsy  numbness  paina 

My  sense,  as  though  of  hemlock  I  had  drunk. 
Or  emptied  some  dull  opiate  U>  the  drains 

One  minute  past,  and  Lethe-wards  had  sunk  : 
Tis  not  through  envy  of  thy  happy  lot. 
But  being  too  happy  in  thy  happinessr- 
Tbat  thou,  ligb^winged  Dr^  of  the  tiMi, 
bk  some  melodinm  pkit 
.    Of  b— chan  green,  and  ahadowi  nnmberlea^ 
SingMl  of  fiiiBiiMr  in  ftU-throated 
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sEATtPs  r^ncAL  ^rasxs. 


Hum.  Hd  nuiMffil  aafe  nl  ND-bnnii  mi 
rill  oT  *■  vw  &•  bhAfldB^focniw. 


ridi  fa  ■•nr>  diaalve,  and  qmie  fergH 

Wbal  ttwu  aamv  dM  Inrei  h>M  neim  kiwwn, 
■n*  wniiati^  iha  fcnr.  and  iW  fiM 

WbmbMtttttak: 


A»i«fT  (nwy!  fcr  I  will  %  «>  ftM. 

Not  duROlMl  by  Buxtoa  Hid  hb  pudi. 
But  on  tba  Tienlea  wii«i  of  Pm^. 

Thod^  the  dnO  Inia  paifluM  wd  rMidii 
Ab*adywttiAMl  iHd> k lb* vigU. 

MM  taplv  ^  QmmiMm*  ii  m  b«T  thmw. 

GhMrt  HDond  br  an  w  MMtr  fbp  ; 


I  einnot  tea  nhal  flowen  am  b1  my  feci. 

Not  wh«l  ■oftiocowJ  hangs  upon  ihe  honglu, 
Bat.  in  emlMilniBd  daAneaa.  gnoa  eacb  iweel 

WhBMwilb  Iho  •eiBJnBblo  monih  cndom 
Hia  gnm,  tba  diiakel.  and  ihe  fniil-lree  n'ild ; 
Whita  ^wdwm.  and  Ihe  puIorBl  oglaniine ; 
Ful-Giding  violeU  cover'd  up  in  leave* ; 
And  mid-Mny'i  (Ideal  child, 
llie  coming  muak-rote.  Tnll  of  dawy  wine. 
The  raurmnioiiB  tuunl  of  ftica  on  luovpor  aT 


Dtlkling  T  listen  ;  and.  ii>r  many  a  time 

I  have  been  half  in  love  with  eaaeful  Death. 

CaU'd  bim  nil  nun«  in  many  o  muaed  riiyma. 
^  take  inio  the  nir  my  quioi  breaih  ; 
Tjon  mciro  (ban  e 


FarhaiB  Ihe  aelCaaina  ■rag  Ituax  fbnnd  ■  fHi 
Thiossh  tba  aad  luut  of  Rmh.  «)wb.  dAtt 


Foriofn !  ihe  vcty  word  h  liln  m  baB 

To  IdU  nw  badt  Tnini  lh«  aajmU  tdf! 
lien '.  Ihe  fBory  cannal  rheat  aa  wait 
Ai  she  ia  filmed  Id  do^  deceiving  elC 
Jieu  •.  adieu  I  thy  plajndve  ■nihem  Ms 
PaiE  the  near  mndam.  over  Ihe  atill  Hita 

Up  the  hiU-iide:  and  now  'tia  baiieddl 
In  Uia  nen  valley-glaidea : 
Waa  il  a  viaion,  ot  a  waking  dnamt 

Fled  it  LhaimiBic  : — Do  I  nska  at  ala^ 


ODE  on  &  fflBcuimiii. 


Toot 


m  the  TO 


nighi  with  no  pain, 
ling  forth  thy  aou)  abroad 


A  Bb«W  lib  Bon  niaHly  Am  ow  A3MW : 

Wb»ilnfMi|rfhti^tM*«hBot%ib^ 
Of  d«HlH  w  MMk  « iT  hi^ 
Is  IVapa  cr  ^  ^ha  if  ANBdr  I 

WhatnMn1vgiid*ana«al  WhalBndMiMt 

WhUflpaaaadilmbnbl  What  wDd  t^i^I 


Beaid  molodiee  are  iwaet,  t«l  Iboafl  nnheuit 

Are  iweeler ;  Ihei^fbre.  ya  aofl  |>ipei.  play  on ; 
No!  10  Ihe  aenaunl  ear,  but,  more  endeu'd. 

e  to  (he  aplHl  diitiea  of  no  lone  : 

Fair  youib,  benesih  the  treea.  Ihou  canst  dM  leai 

Thy  aang.  nor  ever  can  dioae  tn«  be  barei 

Bold  Lover,  never,  never  canal  Ihou  kiia. 

Though  ninning  near  die  goal — yel,  do  no<  giie' 

She  cnnnol  bde.  tboi^  thoa  bait  not  thy  bUi 

For  ever  will  Ihou  love,  and  *he  be  ^! 


Ah.  happy,  happy  bonghi  I  thai  cannot  abed 

Your  leavea,  nor  ever  bid  the  SpriiQ  adien ; 
And,  happy  roelodial,  unwearied. 

Foe  ever  piping  mnge  for  ever  new ; 
More  happy  love !  more  happy,  happy  love  f 

For  ever  warm  nnd  adll  lo  be  enji^d. 
For  ever  paniing  and  Ibr  ever  young ; 
All  breathing  huioan  paanon  lar  above. 

Thai  loBvea  a  been  bigh«otiowful  and  cloy'd. 
A  burning  forehead,  and  a  parching  Kngup 


Tboo  wart  nol  bom  Ibr  desA,  imntonal  Bird ! 

No  bongiy  generaliani  tread  ihee  down  j 
H«  voice  I  hear  thii  pasing  night  waa  heard 

In  iiieMnl  dap  by  empaiOT  nd  ehva : 


Who  are  theae  eomiiig  to  thi 
To  whai  gnao  aim,  O  n 

Lesd'rt  a»M  A«t  boifar ' 
And  iU  hw  aiUtao  Smbi 

WhalliuJ*  Mm  by  liw  ar 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 


U  emptied  of  thif  fi>Ik,  thii  pioiu  mom  f 
And,  little  town,  thy  itreetB  ibr  evermore 
Will  silent  be ;  and  not  a  aoul  to  tell 
Why  thoa  art  desolate,  can  e*er  return. 

5. 

O  Attic  shape!  Fair  attitude!  with  brede 

Of  marble  men  and  maidens  overwrought. 
With  ibrast  branches  and  the  trodden  weed; 

Thou,  silent  form !  dost  tease  ua  out  of  thought 
As  doth  eternity :  Cold  Ftetoral ! 

When  old  age  shall  this  generation  waste, 
Thou  shalt  remain,  in  midst  of  other  woe 
Than  ours,  a  fnend  to  man,  to  whom  thou  aay'st, 

**  Beauty  is  truth,  truth  beauty,** — that  is  all 
Ye  koDW  on  earth,  and  all  ye  need  to  know. 


ODE  TO  PSYCHE. 

0  G0DDI88 !  hear  these  tuneless  numbers,  wrung 
By  sweet  enforcement  and  remembnnce  dear, 

And  pardon  that  thy  secrets  should  be  sung, 
Even  into  thine  own  soft-oouched  ear : 

Surely  I  dreamt  to-day,  or  did  I  see 

Tlie  winged  Fiychfe  with  awaken*d  eyes! 

1  wander*d  in  a  forest  thoughtlessly. 

And,  on  the  sudden,  fiunting  with  surprise. 
Saw  two  &ir  creatures,  coached  side  by  side 

In  deepest  grass,  beneath  the  whisp*iing  roof 

Of  leaves  imd  trembled  blossoms,  where  there  ran 
A  brooklet,  scarce  espied : 
*Mid  hush'd,  cool-rooted  ftoweis,  fragrant-eyed. 

Blue,  silver-white,  and  budded  Tyrian, 
They  lay  calm-breadiing  on  the  bedded  grass ; 

Their  arms  embraced,  and  their  pinions  too ; 

Their  lips  touch'd  not,  but  had  not  bade  adieu. 
As  if  disjoined  by  soft-handed  slumber. 
And  ready  still  past  kisses  to  outnumber 

At  tender  eye^vm  of  Aurorean  love : 
The  winged  boy  I  knew ; 

But  who  wast  thou,  O  happy,  happy  dove  f 
His  Fiyche  true ! 

O  latest-bom  and  loveliest  vision  fiir 

Of  all  Oljonpus'  faded  hierarchy ! 
Fairer  than  Phcebe's  sapphire-region'd  star. 

Or  Vesper,  amorous  glow-worm  of  the  sky ; 
Fairer  than  Uiese,  though  temple  thou  hast  none, 

Nor  altar  heap*d  with  flowers ; 
Nor  virgin-choir  to  make  delicious  moan 

Upon  the  midnight  hours ; 
No  voice,  no  lute,  no  pipe,  no  incense  sweet 

From  chain-swung  censer  temning ; 
No  shrine,  no  grove,  no  oracle,  no  heat 

Of  pale-mouthed  prophet  dreaming. 

0  brightest!  though  too  late  for  antique  vows. 
Too,  too  late  for  the  fond  believing  lyre. 

When  holy  were  the  haunted  forest  bouglii. 
Holy  the  air,  the  water,  and  the  fire ; 

Yet  even  in  these  days  so  for  retired 
From  happy  pieties,  thy  lucent  ium, 
fluttering  among  the  foint  OiympiaiH^ 

1  see,  9Bd  sing,  by  ny  own  eyas  inqrind. 

80  let  me  be  thy  dioir,  and  make  a 
-    Upon  the  mklnight  boma ; 


Thy  voice,  thy  lute,  thy  pipe,  thy  incense  swe 

From  swinged  censer  teeming ; 
Thy  shrine,  thy  grove,  thy  oracle,  thy  heat 

Of  pale-mouth'd  prophetvdreaming. 

Yes,  I  will  be  thy  priest,  and  build  a  fane 

In  scmie  untrodden  region  of  my  mind. 
Where  branched  thoughts,  new-grown  with  p] 
pain. 

Instead  of  pines  shall  murmur  in  the  wind : 
Far,  for  around  shall  those  daric-cluster*d  trees 

Fledge  the  wild-ridged  mountains  steep  by  1 
And  there  by  zephyrs,  streams,  and  birds,  and 

The  moss-lain  Dryads  shall  be  lull'd  to  slee] 
And  in  the  midst  of  this  wide  quietness 
A  rosy  sanctuary  will  I  dress 
With  the  wreathed  trellis  of  a  working  brain. 

With  buds,  and  bells,  and  stars  without  a  ni 
With  all  the  gardener  Fancy  e'er  could  feign. 

Who  breeding  flowers,  wUl  never  breed  the 
And  there  shall  be  for  thee  all  soft  dehgfat 

That  shadowy  thought  can  win, 
A  bright  torch,  and  a  casement  ope  at  night. 

To  let  the  warm  Love  in! 


FANCY. 

Evn  let  the  Fancy  roam. 

Pleasure  never  is  at  home : 

At  a  touch  sweet  Pleasure  melteth, 

like  to  bubbles  when  rain  pelteth ; 

Then  let  winged  Fancy  wander 

Through  the  thoughts  still  spread  beyond 

Open  wide  the  mind's  cage-door, 

She'll  dart  forth,  and  cloud  ward  soar. 

O  sweet  Fancy !  let  her  loose ; 

Summer's  joys  are  spoilt  by  use. 

And  the  ei^joying  of  the  Spring 

Fades  as  does  its  blossoming ; 

Autumn's  red-lipp'd  fruitage  too, 

Blushing  through  the  mist  and  dew. 

Cloys  with  tasting :  What  do  then? 

Sit  thee  by  the  ingle,  when 

The  sear  fiigot  biases  bright. 

Spirit  of  a  winter's  night; 

When  the  soundless  earth  is  muflkd. 

And  the  caked  snow  is  shuffled 

From  the  plowboy's  heavy  shoon ; 

When  the  Night  doth  meet  the  Noon 

In  a  dark  conspiracy 

To  banish  Even  from  her  sky. 

Sit  thee  there,  and  send  abroad. 

With  a  mind  seLPoveraw'd, 

Fancy,  high  commissiao'd :  send  her! 

She  has  vassals  to  attend  her: 

She  will  bring,  in  spite  of  frost. 

Beauties  that  the  earth  hath  lost; 

She  will  bring  thee,  all  together. 

All  delights  of  summer  weather ; 

All  the  buds  and  bells  of  May, 

From  dewy  sward  or  thorny  spray; 

AU  the  heaped  Autumn's  weiddi, 

Widi  a  still,  myaterioiiB  stealdi; 

She  win  mix  tfaeae  pleasoiaa  up 

like  diree  fit  whMa  ii  a  cnp^ 


^                                      KBATSV  POETICAL  WORKS. 

An)  IhoD  'ball  quaff  >>  >— tliou  •ball  bell 

And  the  purie  of  vara  Ihund'foua ; 

Bwilaof  ib«i«pcrfconi: 

Wilh  tho  whiiper  of  heavea'.  tle« 

ADd  ou«  another,  in  »n  eaw 

Se.«d  on  Ely.i«i  lawn. 

TtfthoMitlyApfilbrk. 

Browied  by  none  bul  Dian'i  &wni ; 

Onhpr«*».-*iihbo^MW, 

Cndamealh  large  blue-belli  MUfld, 

,    Rrtgmg  fiw  Miela  and  «m*. 

Where  Ihe  da»iea  itre  row-MOtad. 

'   Tho..  .J«li.  «l  o™.  Bl-nw-.  behold 

Aud  ;he  nae  henelT  hu  gol 

Thr  d«i.y  and  [ho  manifold  ; 

rerfuine  which  on  earth  w  not; 

Whitv-|>lu™«l  '■''^  *o^  '^*  ^'*' 

Wbera  Ihe  nighnngale  doUi  «■« 

Hadg^growii  pnjam-  that  htUi  buM  1 

Shaded  byawnili.  alwoy 
Sapphire  qu<..n«|-th..tud.MByi 

Pbiliwiiiic  Duniben  emoolh ; 

And  eveiT  liiof)  Bnd  »vsr;  llowor 

Talm  and  golden  huuha 

Pearled  wilh  Ibi^  <>olf«>iI»>  •bovW. 

Of  hnvoD  aud  M  myUoiiea. 

MeBgn  fiMD  1»  colled  ilcep ; 

Thu.  yr  live  on  high,  and  Ihen 

And  the  Huko  all  Kinwr-lhtn 

On  tho  oarth  j-c  live  again  ; 

Chi  m  unnr  bonk  ita  ikin; 

And  Ihe  «ul*  ye  left  behind  yon 

rttkUa  ma^ggt  ihDu  •hull  •«■ 

Teaoh  MM.  hews  Iho  way  to  find  yon. 

When.  ™or  olhoi  wila  an  joying. 
Nevof  ^amber-d.  never  otoying 

Wb«n  (bo  ben-krd'i  wins  dolb  nM 

Qiil«i.>n  hot  n.o>7  noil; 

Tben  tho  hiirrr  uid  aktra 

To  moitala,  of  Ihoir  little  week  i 

Whan  Ihe  bee-bive  cam  iia  nwannj 

or  their  mitnm  and  dehghu  i 

Of  their  paaon*  and  their  apltea  1 

While  Ihe  .cmm.  b»«w  '^ 

Of  Iheir  glory  Bod  their  iriuune  ; 

0.  nveet  Finry  1  lelheilowej 
Every  Ihing  »  •poill  by  IW  i 

Thm  ye  uaoh  iH.  every  day, 
Wiadam.  though  fled  Gkr  awoy. 

When*>  Ihe  ihork  Ihal  dolh  Dot  &de. 
Ttw  much  gued  ol  >  Whrre'i  Iho  moid 
WbDK,  lip  luiure  1.  over  t^Vi  1 

Dardi  or  Pa>i«  and  of  Mirth. 
Ye  have  lofl  yoiu  «ul>  on  earlh! 
Vo  have  tool,  m  buoveo  too. 

Whore  'e  iba  ey«,  however  bltw, 
IkHh  nol  vtauy  I  Where '»  the  face 

ODe  v«Duld  meM  in  every  plan  1 

Where'!  Ihe  voire,  however  suH. 

B       One  nould  hear  r)  veiy  oil  ( 

H       Ai  B  much  tweei  Plensure  oipltBih 

UNES  ON  THE  MERMAJO  TAVEBN. 

■       Like  to  bubble.  «hH,  rniu  pellalb. 

8ouL>  of  poeti  dead  and  gone. 

■      1*1.  then,  wiEgoci  Fnncy  find 

Whnl  Elyuum  have  ye  known, 

^      TbMBmiUreKioihymiod. 

Happy  field  or  mo^y  cnvem. 

Dulcewijied  u  Cen.'  dnughler. 

Choicer  than  tho  Mermaid  Tavern  » 

En  ihB  God  of  Torraeiii  isught  h«r 

ilnve  ye  lipplc-d  dnnk  more  lino 

How  10  fro«ii  «nd  how  la  dude; 

With  >  nrai.1  find  w.lh  a  aide 

Or  ore  (hiitB  of  ParadiM 

White  B  Hobe'i  whan  her  amo 

Sweelar  ihan  thoae  dainly  piea 

Rip.  il.  gokdm  d^  UHl  down 

Of  veni»n  1  O  genitroni  (bod  ! 

F«U  h«  kink  u  her  (on. 

Drost  HB  though  bold  Robin  Hood 

Whila  idi.  held  the  goblet  .weel, 

Would,  wilh  hi>  maid  Manan. 

And  Jora  grew  bnguid.— Break  Iho  meih 

Sup  and  bowie  Ihim  horn  and  can. 

Of  theFuicy'.ulifflilHuh; 

Qoicklr  biHk  hu  pri««iring. 

1  have  beaid  ibat  on  a  day 

And  nioh  JDjn  u  ihew  shell  bhng^ 

Mine  boat']  aign-board  flew  away. 
Nobody  knew  whither,  ull 

Ul  IhB  wiDg«l  Fu>i7  rann, 

PlMnMMfwiiaihome. 

An  astnloger'i  old  ^oili 

Said  he  BBW  yra]  in  your  glo^. 

ITndeniealh  a  new^ild  ogn 

OEK. 

Sipping  beverage  divine. 

And  pledging  with  oonienied  •mack 

*BUM  of  f-Mio  a^  of  Utfdi, 

The  Meraiud  in  Ihe  Zodiac 

y>hinl«ftp«r.nk<«nra>f 

Have  re  nob  ia  hatvta  IM, 

Sonle  of  POeto  dead  and  gone. 

DmbMival  ia  n^nu  ae> ) 

Wial  ElTiiuD  have  ye  known. 

_       Vwaiidlho«iofhetiM<»nimiiM 

Happy  field  at  waay  oavani. 

-  4  Iba  apheroa  of  nin  aud  mom; 
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ROBIN  HOOD. 


TO  A  FUXNDi 


No !  thow  days  are  gone  away, 
And  their  hoiini  are  old  and  gray* 
And  their  minutes  buried  all 
Under  the  down-trodden  pall 
Of  the  leaves  of  many  yean : 
Many  times  have  Winter's  shean, 
Froien  North,  and  chilling  East, 
Sounded  tempests  to  the  feast 
Of  the  forest's  whispering  fleeces, 
fiKnce  men  knew  nor  rent  nor  leases. 


No,  the  bugle  sounds  no  more. 
And  the  twanging  bow  no  more ; 
Silent  is  the  ivory  shrill 
Past  the  heath  and  up  the  hill ; 
There  is  no  mid-forest  laugh. 
Where  lone  Echo  gives  the  half 
To  some  wight,  amazed  to  hear 
Jesting,  deep  in  forest  drear. 

On  the  fiurest  time  of  June 
Ton  may  go,  with  sun  or  moon. 
Or  the  seren  stars  to  light  you. 
Or  the  polar  ray  to  right  you ; 
But  you  never  may  behold 
Little  John,  or  Robin  bold ; 
Never  one,  of  all  the  clan. 
Thrumming  on  an  empty  can 
Some  old  hunting  ditty,  while 
He  doth  his  green  way  beguil 
To  &ir  hostess  Merriment, 
Down  beside  the  pasture  Trent ; 
For  he  left  the  merry  tale 
Messenger  for  spicy  ale. 

Gone,  the  merry  morris  din; 
Gone,  the  song  of  Gamelyn ; 
Gone,  the  tough-belted  outlaw 
Idling  in  the  ^  grend  shawe ;" 
AH  are  gone  away  and  past ! 
And  if  Robin  should  be  cast 
Sudden  from  his  tufted  grave. 
And  if  Marian  should  have 
Once  again  her  forest  days. 
She  would  weep,  and  he  would  craze 
lie  would  swear,  for  all  his  oaks, 
Fall'n  beneath  the  dock-yard  strokes, 
Have  rotted  on  the  briny  seas; 
She  would  weep  that  her  wild  bees 
Sang  not  to  her — strange!  that  honey 
Can't  be  got  without  hard  money ! 

So  It  IS ;  yet  let  us  smg 
Honor  to  the  old  bow-string ! 
Honor  to  the  bugle-hom ! 
Honor  lo  the  woods  unshorn ! 
Honor  to  the  lincoln  green ! 
Honor  to  the  archer  keen! 
Honor  to  tight  little  John, 
And  the  horse  he  rode  upon ! 
Honor  to  bold  Robin  Hood, 
Sleeping  in  the  imdorwood ! 


Honor  to  maid  Marian, 
And  to  all  the  Sherwood  clan ! 
Though  their  days  have  hurried  by. 
Let  us  two  a  burden  try. 


TO  AUTUMN. 

Season  of  mists  and  mellow  fruitfulness! 

Close  bosom-fiiend  of  the  maturing  sun ; 
Conspiring  with  him  how  to  load  and  blev 

With  fruit  the  vines  that  round  the  thatch-eves  run; 
To  bend  with  apples  the  moss'd  cottage-trees. 

And  fin  all  fruit  with  ripeness  to  the  core ; 
To  swell  the  gourd,  and  plump  the  hazel-shells 
With  a  sweet  kernel ;  to  set  budding  more. 

And  still  more,  later  flowers  for  the  bees, 
Until  they  think  warm  days  will  never  cease. 

For  Summer  has  o'er-brimm'd  their  clammy  cells. 

Who  hath  not  seen  thee  oft  amid  thy  store  ? 

Sometimes  whoever  seeks  abroad  may  find 
Thee  sitting  careless  on  a  granary  floor. 

Thy  hair  soft-lifted  by  the  winnowing  wind ; 
Or  on  a  half^reap'd  furrow  sound  asleep. 

Drowsed  with  the  fume  of  poppies,  while  thy  hook 

Spares  the  next  swath  and  all  its  twined  flowers; 
And  sometimes  like  a  gleaner  thou  dost  koep 

Steady  thy  laden  head  across  a  brook ; 

Or  by  a  cider-press,  with  patient  look. 
Thou  watchest  the  last  oozings,  hours  by  hours. 

Where  are  the  songs  of  Spring?  Ay,  where  are  they  f 
Think  not  of  them,  thou  host  thy  music  too, — 

While  barred  clouds  bloom  the  soft-dying  day. 
And  touch  the  stubble-plains  virith  rosy  hue ; 

Then  in  a  wailful  choir  the  small  gnats  mourn 
Among  the  river  sallows,  borne  aloft 
Or  sinking  as  the  light  wind  lives  or  dies ; 

And  full-grown  lambs  loud  bleat  from  hilly  bourn ; 
Hedge-crickets  sing ;  and  now  with  treble  soft 
Tlie  red-breast  whistles  from  a  garden-croft ; 
And  gathering  swallows  twitter  in  the  skies. 


ODE  ON  MELANCHOLY. 

No,  no,  go  not  to  Letho,  neither  twist 

Woirs-bane,  tight-rooted,  for  its  poisonoiis  wine ; 
Nor  sufller  thy  pale  forehead  to  be  kiss'd 

By  nightshade,  ruby  grape  of  Proserpine ; 
Make  not  your  rosary  of  yew-berries. 

Nor  let  the  beetle,  nor  the  death-moth  be 
Your  mournful  Ayche,  nor  the  downy  owl 
A  partner  in  your  sorrow's  mysteries ; 

For  shade  to  shade  will  come  too  drowsily. 
And  drown  the  wakeful  anguish  of  the  ioiiL 

But  when  the  melancholy  fit  shall  fall 

Sudden  fiom  heaven  like  a  weeping  cloud, 
Tliat  fosters  the  droop-headed  flowers  all, 

And  hides  the  green  hill  in  an  April  shroud ; 
llian  glut  thy  sorrow  on  a  morning  rose. 

Or  on  the  rainbow  of  the  nit  sand-wave. 
Or  on  the  wealth  of  globed  peonies; 
Or  if  thy  mistrsss  some  rich  anger  diowi. 

Imprison  her  soft  hand,  and  let  her  rave. 
And  feed  deep,  deep  upon  her  peerlees  eyes. 


JOSATm  POBnGAL  WOIB& 


AbA  Jogr,  fvbDM  krad  ii  •««  aiiys  Upi 
BUiHi«  adiMi  and  mIuv  Pl^iMin  itfi. 

Ttnim  i»pBim  itUOm  flu  hat  wnwih  rfpai 
Ay,  in  dM  iwy  iMifto  af  IM%lit 

Vflff d  IMumMj  Im  kv  tttvuB  ibrina^ 
aan  af  maa  iav«  him  whoaa  I 


boBrt  Jayli  gi^a  afrioM  Ui  pahla  fine ; 

ool  iImU  tMla  Iha  Mdaaa  af  bar  a^l^ 
And  ba  aiHQf  hav  oandjf  tvopUaa  hnof^ 


8I£EP  AIVD  FQBTRT. 


Aalhytofffkai  

Waa  uto  MK.  Wt  wiv  thai  I M  aliltt 


Wbat  ia  Mfa  ganda  then  a  wind  in  _ 

What  ia  nam  aoodu^  then  dw  pnlty 

Thatal^oiiamiNnaotinano|ian  ftmar, 
And  booaa  chaarilf  final  bowar  Id  bowart 
What  ia  Mfa  tianqi^  then  a  maab-iQaa  bloiri^ 
In  a  graan  irdand.  Ibr  fiom  ell  menli  knofviurf 
Moaa  hMl&flil  than  fiia  laadnoa  of  dalaar 
Maaa  aacrac  than  a  nait  of  nigbdngalaat 
Moaa  aaraiia  than  Govdaliali  oomilaaanoaf 
Moaa  fidl  of  iWow  than  a  bigb  nwanear 
Wba^botAaa^CBaapf  Soft  doaar  of  oar  ayaa! 
Law  nmnnmr  of  laodar  InlhWoa' 
14^  bovaiar  ainand  our  happy  pObma! 
Wiaadier  of  ^pfj  bndt^  and  waeping  wiDowb! 
SQent  entangler  of  a  beauty's  tronei! 
Moat  happy  Uitener!  when  the  morning  Ueaaea 
Thee  ibr  enlivening  all  the  cheerful  eyet 
That  glance  to  brightly  at  the  new  ■unriie. 

Bat  what  is  higher  beyond  thonght  than  thee  f 
Fresher  than  berries  of  a  mountain-tree  f 
More  strange,  more  beautiful,  more  smooth,  moreragal. 
Than  wings  of  swans,  than  doves,  than  dim-aeen  eagle  f 
What  is  it?  And  to  what  shall  I  compare  it  f 
It  has  a  glory,  and  naught  else  can  share  it : 
The  thought  thereof  is  awful,  sweet,  and  holy, 
Chasing  away  all  worldlineas  and  folly : 
Coming  sometimes  Uke  fearful  chips  of  thunder ; 
Or  the  k>w  rumblings  earth's  regions  under; 
And  sometimes  like  a  gentle  wUspering 
Of  all  the  secrets  of  some  wondrous  thing 
That  biaathes  about  us  in  the  vacant  air; 
So  that  we  look  around  with  prying  stare, 
Paifaaps  to  see  shapes  of  light,  aerial  lymning, 
And  catch  soft  floatingB  from  a  faint-heard  hymmng; 
To  aaa  the  laurel-wreath,  on  high  suspended. 
That  is  to  crown  our  name  when  life  is  ended. 
Sometimes  it  gives  a  gkwy  to  the  voice. 
And  from  the  heart  u]>4pring8.  Rejoice !  rejoice ! 
Sounds  which  will  reach  the  Framer  of  all  thing.^ 
And  die  away  in  ardent  matteringa. 

Ko  one  who  once  the  glorioos  ann  baa  aaan, 
^od  aU  Che  douda,  and  lali  Ina  boaua  f^^BHi 


IbrUagmt 
Whet"tial 


hat 

andMUibaiiv^mi 
taaakuflll^hfa^iS^ 
ha«aiftM  ^^ 


IU4 


Vpen 
Agb 

OBB«f!ftrteaI  *^ 

Thm  am  Bat  «at  a  iWoMi  diirfi 
Of  ttynttahaaiwn;.ya^iDf 
TUdlhMB  dfy  MHtaaiy  aaM  cImt  ^ 

mmODBtaS  tOf  aBlOBMMMDB  ov  iha  ur 

Of  fiaivarfnf  faqpe,  Ihit  I BM  dia  a 
Of  hnmy,  and  ^  yoang  ipbt  ftlhvir 
Hm  aaoniaf  anbaHBa  Id  tta 
Iikaafi«haaarifleaiar.ifl  _ 

Hm  ^arwhafanhv  aitaaH  1^91  hi^  in  at 
Vkdona  of  aU  iilBMix  a  howNy  Mok 
Win  ha  a^ain»-^an  ataoMl  baak 
Whaooa  I  any  eapy  Bnay  a  Iwal^  anAw 
About  Iha  kaviai^  aad  fivwaia—aho 
Of  jgrnqJia  in  woed^  aad  ftiaiahii  j  aadfta 


ItcaaM.    lllTiT  iMnii^ti  nill 
Ronnd  ny  fiiMidab  aad  hqily  _  ^ 

Viacaa  of  aolanu  baan^,  whaia  I'd 

In  ham  iUnea.  lika  the  dear  liaaadar 
ThraiiFh  in  kna  falaa{  aad  whaia  I  ftsd  a  ■ 
Of  aiPita]larahada»oranaafllaHtfad  gn^ 
Or  a  graan  hill  &9uptmd  with  ehaqnat'd  dnai 
Of  flowers,  and  fearfhl  from  its  lovelinesa, 
Write  on  my  tablets  all  that  waa  permitted. 
All  that  was  for  our  human  aenMs  fitted. 
Then  the  events  of  this  wide  worid  I  'd 
like  a  strong  giant,  and  my  spirit  tease 
Till  all  its  shoulders  it  should  proudly 
Wings  to  find  out  an  immortality. 

Stop  and  oonaider!  lift  is  but  a  day; 
A  fragile  dew-drop  on  its  perilous  way 
From  a  tree's  summit ;  a  poor  Indian's  sleep 
While  his  boat  hastens  to  the  monstrous  steep 
Of  MontmorencL   Why  so  sad  a  moan  7 
Life  is  the  rose's  hope  while  yet  unblown ; 
The  reading  of  an  ever-changing  tale ; 
The  light  uplifting  of  a  maiden's  veil ; 
A  pigeon  tumbling  in  clear  summer  air ; 
A  laughing  achool-boy,  widumt  grief  or  caro. 
Riding  die  springy  biancbaa  of  an  efan. 


O  for  tan  yaam,  that  I  may  overwhelm 
Myaelf  in  poesy!  so  I  may  do  die  deed 
That  my  own  soul  has  to  itself  decreed. 
Ulan  I  will  pass  die  ooontriaa  that  I  aae 
in  long  perspective,  and  oontinnal]^ 
Tarta  theur  pore  feuntaiiM.   First  diaiaabnlll 
QrFlon,andoklBui:  alaep  in  te  gnas^ 
Faad  upon  applaa  red.  and  attawbaniaa, 
\kDA  tlnosa  aaeh  plaaanro  diet  Biy  ikncy 
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the  white^imnded  njrmpht  in  thady  plftoet, 

0  fweet  kiiMi  from  averted  fiu^eiy— 

nth  their  fingen,  touch  their  ■hoalden  white 

pretty  shrinking  with  a  bite 

■d  as  lips  can  make  it :  till  agreed, 

)ly  tale  of  human  life  we'll  read. 

ne  will  teach  a  tame  dove  how  it  best 

in  the  oool  air  gently  o*er  my  rest  : 

er,  bending  o'er  her  nimble  tread, 

et  a  green  robe  floating  round  her  bead, 

till  will  dance  with  ever^varied  ease, 

g  upon  the  flowers  and  the  trees : 

er  will  entice  me  on,  and  on 

gh  almond  blossoms  and  rich  cinnamon ; 

1  the  bosom  of  a  leafy  world 

St  in  silence,  like  two  gems  upcurl'd 
recesses  of  a  pearly  shell. 

an  I  ever  bid  these  joys  ferewell  7 

must  pass  them  for  a  nobler  life, 
9 1  may  And  the  agonies,  the  strife 
man  hearts  .*  fi>r  lo !  1  see  afar, 
liling  the  blue  cragginess,  a  car 
feeds  with  streamy  manes — the  charioteer 

out  upon  the  winds  with  glorious  fear : 
low  the  numerous  tramplinp  quiver  lightly 

a  huge  cloud's  ridge;  and  now  with  sprightly 
1  downward  come  they  into  fresher  skies, 
ound  with  silver  from  the  sun's  bright  eyes, 
ownward  with  capacious  whirl  they  gUde ; 
low  I  see  them  on  a  green  hill'Side 
lezy  rest  among  the  nodding  stalks, 
harioteer  with  wondrous  gesture  talks     , 
e  trees  and  mountains ;  and  there  soon  appear 
m  of  delight,  of  mystery,  and  fear, 
ig  along  before  a  dusky  space 

by  some  mighty  oaks :  as  they  would  chase 

ever-fleeting  music,  on  they  sweep 

ow  they  murmur,  Uiogh,  aiid  smile,  and  weep : 

with  upholden  hand  and  mouth  severe; 

with  their  fiices  muffled  to  the  ear 

}cn  their  arms ;  some  clear  in  youthful  bloom, 

ad  and  smilingly  athwart  the  gloom  ; 

looking  back,  uid  some  with  upward  gaae ; 
housands  in  a  thousand  different  ways 
nward — now  a  lovely  wreath  of  girls 
ng  their  sleek  hair  into  tangled  curls ; 
low  broad  wings.    Most  awfully  intent 
Iriver  of  tliose  steeds  is  fbrward  bent, 
leems  to  listen :  O  that  I  might  know 
lat  he  writes  with  such  a  hurrying  glow ! 

risions  all  are  fled — the  car  is  fled 
he  Ught  of  heaven,  and  in  their  stead 
«e  of  real  things  comes  doubly  strong, 
like  a  muddy  stream,  would  bear  along 
>ul  to  nothingness :  but  I  will  strive 
ist  all  doubtings,  and  will  keep  alive 
bought  of  that  same  chariot,  fljMi  the  strange 
cy  it  went 

Is  there  so  small  a  range 
I  preaent  strength  of  manhood,  that  the  high 
natioa  cannot  firoely  fly 
e  was  woot  of  old  ?  prepare  her  steads^ 
ap  against  the  Ught,  and  do  strange  deeds 


Upon  the  clouds  f  Has  she  not  shown  us  all  ? 

From  the  clear  space  of  ether,  to  the  small 

Breath  of  new  buds  unfolding  ?  Frmn  the  meaning 

Of  Jove's  large  eye>brow,  to  the  tender  greening 

Of  April  meadows  f  Here  her  altar  shone. 

E'en  in  this  isle ;  and  who  could  paragon 

The  fervid  choir  that  Ufled  up  a  iwise 

Of  harnKmy,  to  where  it  aye  will  poise 

Its  mighty  self  of  convoluting  sound. 

Huge  as  a  planet,  and  like  that  roll  round, 

Eternally  around  a  diay  void  f 

Ay,  in  those  days  the  Muses  were  nigh  cloy'd 

With  honors ;  nor  had  any  other  care 

Than  to  sing  out  and  sootfie  their  wavy  hair 

Could  all  this  be  forgotten  ?   Tes,  a  schism 
Nurtured  by  foppery  and  barbarism. 
Made  great  Apollo  blush  for  this  his  land. 
Men  were  thought  wise  who  could  not  undeittand 
His  glories:  with  a  puling  infant's  force 
They  sway'd  about  upon  a  rocking-horse, 
And  thought  it  Pegasus.   Ah,  disrnal-soul'd ! 
llie  winds  of  Heaven  blew,  the  ocean  roll'd 
Its  gathering  waves— ye  felt  it  not   The  blue 
Bared  its  eternal  bosom,  and  the  dew 
Of  summer  night  collected  still  to  make 
The  morning  precious :  Beauty  was  awake ! 
Why  were  ye  not  awake  7  But  ye  were  dead 
To  things  ye  knew  not  of^ — were  closely  wed 
To  musty  laws  lined  out  with  wretched  rule 
And  compass  vile :  so  that  ye  taught  a  school 
Of  dolts  to  smooth,  inlay,  and  dip,  and  fit, 
Till,  like  the  certain  waiuls  of  Jacob's  wit. 
Their  verses  tallied.    Easy  was  the  task : 
A  thousand  handicraftsmen  wore  the  mask 
Of  Poesy.    Ill-iated,  impious  race ! 
That  blasphemed  the  bright  Lyrist  to  his  face. 
And  did  not  know  it, — im,  they  went  about. 
Holding  a  poor,  decrepit  standard  out, 
Mark'd  i^ith  most  flimsy  mottoes,  and  in  large 
The  name  of  one  Boileau ! 

O  ]re  whose  charge 
It  is  to  hover  roimd  our  pleasant  hills ! 
Whose  congregated  majesty  so  fills 
My  boundly  reverence,  that  I  cannot  trace 
Your  hallow'd  names,  in  this  imholy  place, 
So  near  those  common  folk ;  did  not  Uieir  shames 
Affright  you  ?  Did  our  old  lamenting  Thames 
Delight  you !  did  ye  never  cluster  round 
DeUcious  Avon,  with  a  mournful  sound, 
And  weep  ?  Or  did  ye  wholly  bid  adieu 
To  regions  where  no  more  the  laurel  grew  7 
Or  did  ye  stay  to  give  a  welcoming 
T6  some  lone  spirits  who  could  proudly  sing 
Their  youth  away,  and  die  7  Twis  even  so : 
But  let  me  think  away  those  times  of  vroe ; 
Now  'tis  a  foirer  season ;  ye  have  breathed 
Rich  benedictions  o'er  as ;  ye  have  wreathed 
Fresh  garlands :  for  svireet  music  has  been  heaid 
In  many  places ;  some  has  been  upstirr'd 
From  out  its  crystal  dwelling  in  a  lake. 
By  a  swan's  ebon  bill ;  finom  a  thick  fanke. 
Nested  and  quiet  in  a  valley  mild, 
Bobblea  a  pipe ;  fbie  sounds  are  floating  wiU 
About  the  earth :  happy  an  ye  and  i^ad. 
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That  fliinp  ire.  iliinhilBM!  jn  In  truih  we'vo  I 
Blrarige  lhmii1er»  from  Ihe  (lolFnty  of  nnx  ,- 
Hinglnl  [lulHid  vtilh  vchal  u  snuei  und  uiang, 
From  Buurwy  -  IniX  in  Pirur  Iruili  thn  ibanei 
Aw  ugly  •^atii.  Iho  poot*'  pulyplifma 
urtung  Ihtf  frnlbd  »H-    ' 


Of  III 


Tinnighl 


tingcK 


Ti  fijlht  m 


Tils  VHiy  ■rchiDRi  of  hvr  a]r>lldi  cbanu 

A  ihownd  willing  agnH*  la  abn)'. 

Aad  uill  aha  gnkuriu  Willi  Uw  tDlUanl  ■irilyi 

Bui  ilnnglh  aim*  thouDh  ol'  ibe  Mun  hnrn 

li  liks  a  fhllini  umsl :  inH  iiptem. 

Darknna.  sml  wnnn^  and  ihraiidi,  anil  •Fpnlchm 

DcIIrIiI  ill  fiir  ii  liwila  upon  llis  bum 

And  thoma  nf  lUo ;  Igrggliing  Ihc  great  cod 

or  pony,  Ihai  it  •boiilil  bp  a  TrHMtd 

To  Huihe  ihe  arm,  and  lilt  Ihs  ihaOKhn  of  man. 

Ye(  I  rejoire :  a  mynle  ftimr  thaa 
E'er  gien  in  Paphoa,  fhnn  Ihe  billor  weodi 
Lifli  iu  iweel  hm)  inUi  Ihe  nir.  ami  fe«li 
A  lilent  ipaca  wlib  eTer-*pniuluig  green. 
All  leOilenal  Mrda  ihem  liiu)  a  plwiaant  scrmiii 
Cteep  through  Ihe  nhaile  wiih  jaiuit)>  ODliering. 
lihble  Ihe  liltll-  ruppeil  Hnwere.  and  ting, 
rfaea  lei  HI  cleat  oHSy  The  choking  Ihorn 
'Km  ttmaA  lln  gpntle  aieni :  lei  Uie  jroung  Ikma, 
feuwd  In  alter-linm,  when  we  are  liowii. 
'init  a  Deah  Mtard  beneath  iL,  overgmnn 
Vlth  i>liD|>li>  lluwm :  lei  (here  nothing  hv 
iId»  Inialemui  than  a  lorsr'i  bpndfHl  knM  ; 
jaughl  morr  ungenlle  Ihnn  Ihr>  pladd  look 
IT  one  who  laaiu  D]ion  a  clomd  buok; 
tiughl  mnra  unuan)iul  than  the  graniy  *IopM 
l6iwe«ii  two  hilU    All  hnil.  dalighUiil  hapw! 

And  ihpy  ihnll  l>e  aFcouiiTrd  port  kings 


Who  I 


nply  le 


w  joyn  he  npe  bernro 


isinglh 


Will  nol  wme  lay  that  I  preaumpluously 
Hate  ipokenT  Ilul  from  haiicning  dingraco 
T  wore  boliet  far  to  hide  ray  fooliah  faca  I 
That  whining  hoyhood  *hould  wilh  reverence  be 
Ere  ifao  dread  ihundcrboll  could  reach  I  How! 
If  I  do  hide  rayaelr  it  mre  ahnll  be 
'-  -"iB  very  fone,  Iho  light  ef  Poeiy : 


tiall  be  imooih  shaven; 
And  there  ahall  be  a  kind  memorial  graven. 
But  oS.  DBspundenCD :  miierablo  bane ! 
They  ahould  nol  kimw  Iheo,  who  slhinl  10  gain 

Whsi  ilwugh  1  am  nol  wealthy  in  the  dower 
Of  (panning  wiadoni ;  ibuugh  i  do  not  know 
The  ilnfhngs  of  Ihe  mighty  wiiida  ihat  blow 
Hither  and  Ihiiher  all  the  changing  ihoughia 
or  nun;  though  nn  gnal  miniai'ring  reaion  aorta 
Oul  the  dark  mynlcries  of  human  aoiila 
To  clear  conceiving  :  yei  there  ever  nilla 
A  vaal  idea  before  me.  and  1  glean 
Therafioni  my  libeny ;  thence  loo  I've  oean 


mil  IWim  my  ba»m  bde*  •■ 
nill-heoned  to  Ihe  friendly  sid* 
lliai  amoolh  the  paUi  of  honor ;  bnriheriund, 
And  fnendllncB.  the  niiire  of  Riiilnal  goad. 
The  hearty  gnup  Ibal  aenda  a  pleaaam  •Dnnitt 
Into  Ihe  iHBin  ore  one  can  Ihink  noun  ii : 
Theai 


I  have  di 
me  like  a  mMdmaii  no 
prociincn;  let  ihe  hot  ann 
my  Dpdaliui  wing*,  and  d: 
ronvulaed  ai 


lelt  my  Drdaliui  wing*,  and  dnva  ne  dami  4 
nnvulaed  and  headlong '.  Say '  an  nviaid  6«iaJ 
r  coiiadence  bida  too  be  more  calm  airtide.  J 
a  ocrsn  dun,  apfinkled  with  many  an  nla.  M 
iread>  awfully  Iwlbre  me.  HnwmncbuU!  .f 
<iw  many  daya  I  what  deapemie  iiurooil !  / 


Kre  I  i:an  hove  eiplond  tli 
Ah.  whal  a  laak  I  upon  my 
1  TOuld  unaay  lbete--iio,  ii 
Impoeaible '. 


when  aome  rhymet  are  con 
licy'rc  roroe,  the  very  pleaa 
The  menage  c«rinln  la  be  dono  CD-nwn 
M  well  lhat  it  ifaoaM  be  Id 


a>™«.« 


When 


wilh  Ih 


imefbrm 


^eleg 


Slooping  their  ihoulden 
Carelcai.  and  grand — fingera  aoft  and  roo 
Parting  luiuriani  curls;— jind  the  awifl  h 
or  BacchuB  from  hia  chariot,  u'hen  hia  O' 
Mode  Aiiodne'a  cheek  look  blnahingly. 
Thua  I  remember  all  the  pleannt  How 
^^     orda  at  opening  a  portfobo. 


Of  a 


>  of  peaceful  images 


ong  the  1 


linnet  at 

A  bulterfly.  with  golden  wingi  bnnd-paned. 

Nealling  a  roae.  oonvnlKd  bi  though  it  aniBrted 

With  over-plo«»ure--many.  many  more. 

Might  1  indulge  at  Urge  in  all  my  aioie 

Of  luioiiea :  yel  I  mun  nut  furgei 

"ieep,  quiel  with  hia  poppy  coronet : 
or  whal  there  may  be  wonhy  in  Ihcae  rtiyme* 
panlf  owe  to  him :  and  thin,  (he  chinwa 

Of  friendly  Toicn  had  jusi  given  place 


The, 


ice.  when  I  'gi 
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Of  ^Ammae'u  temple. — ^Ronnd  about  were  hong 

The  glorioitf  feeturee  of  the  bardi  who  Mmg 

In  other  age*-— cold  and  sacred  biuta 

Smiled  at  each  other.    Happy  he  who  trosta 

To  clear  Futurity  hia  darling  &me ! 

Then  there  were  fauna  and  ntyn  taking  aim 

At  awelling  apples  with  a  fiisky  leap, 

And  reaching  fingers  'mid  a  luscious  heap 

Of  vine-leaves.    Then  there  rose  to  view  a  iane 

Of  liney  marUe,  and  thereto  a  train 

Of  njrmphs  approaching  fiurly  o*er  the  sward : 

One,  loveliest,  holding  her  white  hand  toward 

The  dasling  sunrise :  two  sisters  sweet 

Bending  their  graceful  figures  till  they  meet 

Over  the  trippings  of  a  little  child  : 

And  some  are  hearing,  eagerly,  the  wUd 

Thrilling  liquidity  of  dewy  piping. 

See,  in  another  picture,  njrmphs  are  wiping 

Cherishingly  Diana's  timorous  limbs ; — 

A  ibid  of  lawny  mantle  dabbling  swims 

At  the  bath's  edge,  and  keeps  a  gentle  motion 

With  the  subsiding  crystal :  as  when  ocean 

Heaves  calmly  its  broad  swelling  smoothness  o'er 

Its  rocky  marge,  and  balances  once  more 

The  patient  weeds ;  that  now  unshent  by  fi»m. 

Feel  all  about  their  undulating  home. 

Sappho's  meek  head  was  there  half  smiling  down 

At  nothing ;  just  as  though  the  earnest  firown 

Of  over-thinking  had  that  moment  gone 

From  off  her  brow,  and  left  her  all  alone. 

Great  Alfred's  too,  with  anxious,  pitying  eyes, 
As  if  he  always  listen'd  to  the  sighs 
Of  the  goaded  world ;  and  Kosciusko's,  worn 
By  horrid  sufferance — mightily  forlorn. 

Petrarch,  outetepping  from  the  shady  green. 

Starts  at  the  sight  of  Laura ;  nor  can  wean 

His  eyes  from  her  sweet  face.    Most  happy  they ! 

For  over  them  was  seen  a  free  display 

Of  outspread  wings,  and  from  between  them  shone 

The  face  of  Poesy :  from  off"  her  throne 

She  overlook'd  things  that  I  scarce  could  tell. 

The  very  sense  of  where  I  1^ta  might  well 

Keep  Sleep  aloof:  but  more  than  that  there  came 

Thought  after  thought  to  nourish  up  the  flame 

Within  my  breast ;  so  that  the  morning  light 

Surprised  me  even  from  a  sleepless  night ; 

And  up  I  rose  refresh'd,  and  glad,  and  gay. 

Resolving  to  begin  that  very  day 

These  lines ;  and  howsoever  they  be  done, 

I  leave  them  as  a  father  does  his  son. 


SONNETS. 


TO  MY  BROTHKE  GEOiai. 


Many  the  wonders  I  this  day  have  seen : 
The  sun,  when  first  he  kist  away  the  tean 
That  fill'd  the  eyes  of  Mom^-the  lanrell'd 

Who  from  the  feathery  gold  of  evening  lean  ;- 

The  Ocean  with  its  vastneas,  its  blue  green. 
Its  ships,  ila  loeka,  its  cavea,  ita  hopea,  in 
Ita  voice  myaterioua,  which  whoao  hean 

Moai  think  on  what  will  be,  and  what  hta  bean. 

4A 


E'en  now,  dear  George,  while  this  for  you  I  write, 
Cynthia  ia  from  her  silken  curtains  peeping 

So  scantly,  that  it  seems  her  bridal  night. 
And  she  her  half^Usoover'd  revels  keeping. 

But  what,  without  the  social  thought  of  thee, 

Would  be  the  wonden  of  the  iky  and  aea  t 


TO 


Had  I  a  man'a  fair  form,  then  might  my  algha 
Be  echoed  swifUy  through  that  ivory  shell 
Thine  ear,  and  find  thy  gentle  heart;  so  well 

Would  passion  arm  me  for  the  enterprise : 

But  ah !  I  am  no  knight  whose  foeman  dies ; 
No  cuirass  glistens  on  my  bosom's  swell ; 
I  am  no  happy  shepherd  of  the  dell 

Whose  lips  have  trembled  with  a  maiden'a  eyea. 

Yet  must  I  dote  upon  thee, — call  thee  sweet. 
Sweeter  by  fiu*  than  Hybla's  honey'd  rosea 
When  steep'd  in  dew  rich  to  intoxication. 

Ah!  I  will  taste  that  dew,  for  me  'tis  meet. 
And  when  the  moon  her  pallid  face  discloaea, 
I  '11  gather  aome  by  apells,  and  incantatioo. 


WRimN  ON  TBI  DAY  THAT  MB.  LUOH  HUNT  LEFT 

PRiaON. 

What  though,  for  showing  truth  to  flatter'd  state. 

Kind  Hunt  was  shut  in  prison,  yet  has  he 

In  his  immortal  siHrit,  been  as  free 
As  the  sky-searching  lark,  and  as  elate. 
Minion  of  grandeur !  think  you  he  did  wait  T 

Think  you  he  naught  but  prison-walls  did  see. 

Till,  so  unwilling,  thou  untum'dst  the  key? 
Ah,  no !  &r  happier,  nobler  wos  his  fate ! 
In  Spenser's  halls  he  stmy'd,  and  bowers  fair. 

Culling  enchanted  flowers ;  and  he  flew 
With  daring  Milton  througli  the  fields  of  air  : 

To  regions  of  his  own,  his  genius  true 
Took  happy  flights.    Who  shall  his  fame  impair 

When  thou  art  dead,  and  all  thy  wretched  crewf 


How  many  bards  gild  the  lapses  of  time ! 

A  few  of  them  have  ever  been  the  food 

Of  my  delighted  fancy. — I  could  brood 
Over  their  beauties,  earthly,  or  sublime : 
And  often,  when  I  sit  me  down  to  rhyme. 

These  will  in  throngs  before  my  nund  intrude ; 

But  no  confusion,  no  disturbance  rude 
Do  they  occasion ;  'tis  a  pleasing  chime. 
So  the  unnumber'd  sounds  that  evening  store ; 

The  songs  of  birds— the  whisp'ring  of  the  leaver— 
The  voice  of  waters — the  great  bell  that  heavea 

With  solemn  sound,  and  thousand  others  mora^ 
That  distance  of  recognizance  bereaves. 

Make  pleasing  music,  and  not  wild  uproar. 


TO  A  FUXND  WHO  BINT  MI  SOIOB  BOSIK. 

Af  late  I  rambled  in  the  happy  fielda. 
What  time  the  akylark  ahakaa  the  traraukrai  dew 
Fkom  hia  luah  ck>ver  covert  >»when  anew 

Adventmoua  knighta  take  up  their  dinted  ahieldai 
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Afiwh-blownoiuilt-njM;  'iwa>iho 
:  Ik  iwesU  upiin  ihe  lununer^  gmcf 
b  it  Ihe  wuid  Ihsl  cjiwen  Tilania  w\ 
jnd.  w  I  iHULad  OD  ita  (ragniicy. 
I  IhuughL  the  gardcD-r»e  il  lar  eic 
tat  when.  O  Weil*!  Ihy  mHa  aane  I 
..Hr  H>>»  »iU>  Iheir  dehnotuneM  < 
IbR  voioea  taw)  Ihey.  thai  wilh  lendsi 
I  Vfbitper'd  o(  pnce.  and  truth.  & 
.  imquell'd. 

r        — 


-    Nnm  of  Iha  dawnwaid  mil*,  uid  ndalong  glance 
Id  whiu  dlvUiar  moiaeau  or  ihe  ds; 
An  tbou  moat  loiely  I  when  gnno  far  aalny 
fnio  the  labynniha  of  fwept  utZeruice  f 

Of  aober  thought  T  Or  when  atartuig  anay, 
With  canteiB  lolie  to  meet  Ihe  iDoming  ny. 
Thou  apureil  (be  Aawere  in  thy  maxy  flanc«  f 
laply  'tn  when  thj  niby  li\a  {nrt  iweeily. 
And  »  reiDfun,  becauae  thou  lutanedt : 
W  thou  Id  pleaH  werl  nunured  ao  complelfly 
Hut  I  can  never  lell  wbai  mood  ii  boL 
Aill  u  toon  piDDauace  whiph  Gmce  iDDra  netllf 
IMpa  U  befen  AjuUd  Ihao  the  fsal. 


UTum  I  if  1  muil  niili  Ihoe  dwell. 
1  il  ODi  b*  amnug  the  jumbled  heap 
nraiky  huUdUigi :  ctimb  wiih  me  the  rtaepr- 
[«'■  olMivatofy — wheoca  the  dvU. 
iwoiy  alopta.  in  river*!  crystal  awell, 
ly  aeein  a  ipan ;  let  me  thy  vigila  kte\f 
angn  boughi  ri«(ilion'd,  where  ihe  deor'a  >will 


I  of  thuaghla  rolined, 


To  one  who  hsi  bei 

Tis  very  iv 
And  open  (a 
FuUic    ■ 


L 

fcUL,  bia;  flBinea 


biay  flBinea  pUy  through  the  freih-laid  caabi, 

una  thnir  &iiil  emcklinga  o'er  our  lilenre  rreep 

Like  whiipen  or  Ihe  houaehold  goda  that  keep 
A  gentle  empire  o'er  fralBmii]  huIi, 
And  whilp,  for  thymea.  1  •eux.-h  around  Ihe  polea, 

Your  evea  are  (ii'd,  an  in  poetic  ileep, 

Upon  Ihe  lore  »o  voluble  and  deep. 
Thai  aye  al  fall  of  night  our  eare  condulH. 
Thii  ii  your  binh-day,  Tom.  and  1  rejoice 

Thai  IbuH  it  poHoa  amoolhly.  quietly. 
Many  aucb  evea  of  gonlly  whiap'ring  rioi»e 

May  we  together  pun,  and  calmly  try 
Wiamrelhiaworld'tirue  joyi, — ere  the  greal  Voice, 

From  ill  lair  lace  ihoU  bid  our  ipirin  Sy. 
■r  18,  leifl. 


Kjcei)  fiUul  gwb  ore  whiaprring  here  aod  (hi 

Amoug  the  btshea,  half  1  raffia  and  dry ; 

The  Sinn  look  very  cold  about  the  >ky. 
And  I  hai-e  many  miln  on  tool  lo  fiire. 
Yei  fesl  I  little  of  the  mol  bleak  air, 

Or  of  Ihe  dead  leavea  nwling  dretrtly. 

Or  of  Ihote  ailver  lamp  Ihal  bum  OD  hi([Ii, 
Or  of  the  diiftnee  &om  boote'a  pUttBU  buf: 
For  I  am  brimful  of  the  fiiendtineai 

That  in  a  liitle  cotiKge  I  have  tbnid; 
or  fair-haird  Milton'ii  etoquenl  iamm. 

And  all  hii  love  fi>r  gentle  Lycid'  drewn'd; 
Of  lovely  Laura  in  her  lighi-^nvn  dnai. 

And  ^Ibful  Peinrch  glnrioiuly  cnm'd. 


•weei  to  look 


ily  pent. 

— Hie  lair 

n, — 10  breathe  ■ 


1 1.U  ,4  .m  MKLiE  of  Ihe  bloe  AnniimenL 
W^  li  more  happy,  when,  with  hean'i  nmu 

F»ligued  he  ouka  inio  nmu  pleaaant  lau 

Of  wavy  gr«H.  and  readt  a  d^tmuir 
kOd  gentle  lale  ni'  love  an)  languiibmeni ) 
leiuming  home  al  evening,  niih  an  ear 

Calcliing  the  nulee  of  Philomel.— ^n  eye 
Falching  ihe  aading  doudiel'i  bnghl  ouaei. 

He  moumi  Ihal  day  ao  emn  hai  glided  I7 . 
/en  like  the  paaaage  of  an  angel'i  lear 

Thai  liilla  through  Ibe  clear  elhei  slenlly. 


1 

I 


Much  hare  I  tnvell'd  in  Ihe  rsalnu  of  gold. 

And  many  goodly  acatn  and  kinpdoma  aeen; 

Rounl  many  wuiem  island*  hove  I  been 
Which  banli  in  feiilly  id  Apollo  hold. 
Oft  of  one  wide  er|wiiw  had  i  bWN  lold 

Thai  deep-brow'd  Homer  raled  a*  hia  demeva 

Till  I  hoard  Chapman  speak  oiu  bud  and  bold: 
Then  fell  I  like  aome  natcher  of  the  >Lvi 
When  a  new  planet  swinu  into  hia  ken  -, 


II.  upon  a  peak  in  Darien. 


On  heap'd-np  flowen 
Or  hand  of  hymning  aii 
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ABDRB8XD  TO  HATDON. 

INDXDNSM,  a  jealousy  for  food, 

ring-kindoeM  for  the  great  man's  fame* 

Is  here  and  there  with  people  of  no  name, 

)ffie  alley,  and  in  pathless  wood : 

lere  we  think  the  truth  least  understood, 

lay  be  found  a  **  singleness  of  aim,'* 

ought  to  frighten  into  hooded  shame 

ly-mong'ring,  pitiaUe  brood. 

orious  this  aflbction  for  the  cause 

edfiut  genius,  toiling  gallantly ! 

/hen  a  stout  unbending  champion  awes 

%  and  malice  to  their  native  sty  f 

ber'd  souls  breathe  out  a  still  applause, 

d  to  behold  him  in  his  country's  eye. 


ADDBEB8KD  TO  THE  SAMS. 

Spirits  now  on  earth  are  sojourning : 
f  the  cloud,  the  cataract,  the  lake, 
on  Helvellyn's  summit,  wide  awake, 
I  his  freshness  from  Archangel's  wing : 
he  rose,  the  violet,  the  spring, 
social  smile,  the  chain  for  Freedom's  nka : 
lo !  whose  stedfiutness  would  never  take 
ler  sound  than  Raphael's  whispering, 
ler  spirits  there  are  standing  apart 
I  the  forehead  of  the  age  to  come  ; 
these  will  give  the  world  another  heart, 
other  pulso.    Hear  ye  not  the  hum 

hty  workings? 

n  awhile,  ye  nations,  and  be  dumb. 


»N  THE  GRASSHOPPER  AND  CRICKET. 

>etiy  of  earth  is  never  dead  : 
n  all  the  birds  are  faint  with  the  hot  sun, 
hide  in  cooling  trees,  a  voice  will  run 
.edge  to  hedge  about  the  new-mown  mead : 
the  Grasshopper's — he  takes  the  lead 
immer  luxury ii — ^he  has  never  done 
I  his  delights,  for  when  tired  out  with  fun, 
is  at  ease  beneath  some  pleasant  weed. 
>etry  of  earth  is  ceasing  never : 
I  lone  winter  evening,  when  the  frost 
wrought  a  silence,  from  the  stove  there  shrills 
ricket's  song,  in  warmth  increasing  ever, 
seems  to  one  in  drowsiness  half  lost. 
Grasshopper's  among  some  grassy  hills. 

«r  30,  1816. 


TO  KOSCIUSKO. 

Eoseinsko !  thy  great  name  alone 
full  harvest  whence  to  reap  high  feeling ; 
imes  upon  us  like  the  glorious  pealing 
wide  spheres    an  everlasting  tone. 
)w  it  tells  me,  that  in  worlda  nnkaown, 
namai  of  hmtMi,  bom  fimn  cloods  ooncMlinf . 
^hanged  to  hanponiea,  lor  ever  irtiraling 
lb  doodlsM  Uus,  and  roond  Mch  rilvMr  ihRma. 


It  tells  me  too,  that  on  a  happy  day. 
When  some  good  spirit  walks  upon  die  earth. 
Thy  name  with  Alfied's,  and  the  great  of  yore, 
Gently  ccnnmingling,  gives  tremendous  birth 
To  a  loud  hymn,  that  sounds  fiur,  fitr  away 
To  where  the  great  God  lives  for  evermore. 


Happt  is  England !  I  oonld  be  content 

To  see  no  other  verdure  than  its  own ; 

To  feel  no  other  breezes  than  are  blown 
lluough  its  tall  woods  with  high  romances  blent  : 
Yet  do  I  sometimes  feel  a  languishment 

For  skies  Italian,  and  an  inward  groan 

To  sit  upon  an  Alp  as  on  a  throne. 
And  half  forget  what  world  or  worldling  meant 
Happy  is  England,  sweet  her  artless  daughters ; 

Enough  their  simple  loveliness  for  me, 

Enough  their  whitest  arms  in  silence  clinging : 

Yet  do  I  often  warmly  bum  to  see 

Beauties  of  deeper  glance,  and  hear  their  singing, 
And  float  with  them  about  the  summer  waters. 


THE  HUMAN  SEASONS. 

Fouft  Seasons  fill  the  measure  of  the  year  ; 

There  are  four  seasons  in  the  mind  of  man : 

He  has  his  lusty  Spring,  when  foncy  clear 

Takes  in  all  beauty  with  an  easy  span  : 

He  has  his  Summer,  when  luxuriously 

Spring's  honey'd  cud  of  jrouthful  thought  he  loTi 

To  ruminate,  and  by  such  dreaming  nigh 

Is  nearest  unto  heaven :  quiet  coves 

His  soul  has  in  its  Autunm,  when  his  wings 

He  furleth  close ;  contented  so  to  look 

On  mists  in  idleness-^to  let  ftir  things 

Ptoss  by  unheeded  as  a  threshold  brook. 

He  has  his  winter  too  of  pale  misfeature. 

Or  else  he  would  forego  his  mortal  nature. 


ON  A  PICTURE  OP  LEANDER. 

Com  hither,  all  sweet  maidens  soberly, 
Down-looking  aye,  and  with  a  chasten'd  li^t 
Hid  in  the  fringes  of  jrour  eyelids  white. 
And  meekly  let  jrour  fair  hands  joined  be, 
As  if  so  gentle  that  ye  could  not  see, 
Untouch'd,  a  victim  of  your  beauty  bright, 
Sinking  away  to  his  young  spirit's  night. 
Sinking  bewilder'd  'mid  the  dreary  sea : 
*Tis  young  Leander  toiling  to  his  death ; 
Nigh  swooning,  he  doth  purse  his  weary  lips 
For  Hero's  cheek,  and  smiles  against  her  niile. 
0  horrid  dream !  see  how  his  body  dips 
Dead-heavy ;  arms  and  shoulders  gleam  awlule : 
He's  gone ;  up  bubUea  all  his  amorous  breath! 


TO  AIUAROCX. 

Hrarxen,  thoa  craggy  ocean  pyrenud ! 
Give  auwer  from  thy  voice,  die  sea-fowl'i 
Whan  were  Ay  abouden  maptled  in  huge 
When,  finm  the  son,  was  thy  broad  forehead 

603 


Udf 


KMnni  FQBnBA&>^iraaiB. 


i 
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HowkBgipt 

nM  lH«r»  to  aiiy 

BUiptatek^or 

or  wlMtt  gtoy  «l«idi  «•  ihy  wU 

ThooMiiNMMitftrAMM  ' 


nif  lito  k  IM  two  dMd  •tooMi 
TIm  kil  in  air,  tilt  AmMT  Ib  iIm 


Fint  wiA  As  unutii^  kit  WMh  dM 
Pjwm'dwMtlh— tail 
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Hf  Ito  Mil  a  ikiftaHd  (ifeMih  tat  jMig 
kutaid  to  kto  fipt)  Witt  aU  Ihi  ikA 
ftv  fam  eoafll,  began  to  flt  Ui  qouL 

»Mnia*«  AilH«li.-Bkoin 


TO  Qwamam  wmeoom  ma* 


BwBET  an  iha  pkaamai  that  to  Tfiw  bak«^ 
And  doobly  aifaat  a  bnttaAood  in  Hngi 
Wbr can Utamakanra, Mathaw !  bringtovkw 
A  kto  moM  pliaring,  n  ^^V>^  i****  ^'m 
Tlntn  diat  ui  wfakb  tfw  koaiBf  poaii  jo|^ 
Who,  wiih  coiahinad  powen.  thair  wit  anplqyV 
Ta  laiw  a  traph^  to  tbe  diaaa'a  mnwa 
•na  tiioiight  af  dik  great  pavcnaiiUp  difftani 
Ovar  tha  gaiiiiia4oving  haart,  a  kalinc   - 
or  aU  tefi  liigli»  and  graa^  and  good,  and  hmX^ 
Too  partial  fiNBd !  kin  would  I  ftlkw  thaa 
Put  each  horiam  of  fine  poeijr ; 
Fain  i^'ould  I  echo  back  each  pleannt  note 
Ai  o'er  Sicilian  Mas,  clear  anthems  float 
*Mong  the  lighUkimming  gondolas  far  parted, 
JwA  when  the  sun  his  &rewell  beam  has  darted : 
But  'tis  impossible ;  fiur  difierent  cares 
Beckon  me  sternly  from  soft  **  Lydian  airs,'* 
And  hold  my  fitculties  so  long  in  thrall. 
That  I  am  oft  in  doubt  whether  at  all 
I  dudl  again  see  Phwbus  in  the  morning ; 
Or  fiush'd  Aurora  in  the  roseate  dawning ; 
Or  a  white  Naiad  in  a  rippling  stream ; 
Or  a  rapt  seraph  in  a  moonlight  beam ; 
Or  again  witness  what  with  thee  I  've  seen, 
The  dew  by  fiiiry  feet  swept  from  the  green. 
After  a  night  of  some  quaint  jubilee 
Which  every  elf  and  fay  had  come  to  see : 
When  bright  processions  took  their  airy  march 
Beneath  the  curved  moon's  triumphal  arch. 

Bat  might  I  now  each  passing  moment  give 
Td  the  coy  muse,  with  me  she  would  not  live 
In  this  dark  city,  nor  would  condescend 
'Mid  contradictions  her  delights  to  lend. 
Should  e'er  the  fine-ejred  maid  to  me  be  kind. 
Ah  !  surely  it  must  be  whene'er  I  find 
Some  flowery  spot,  seqoester'd,  wild,  romantic, 
"fhat  often  must  have  seen  a  poet  frantic ; 
Where  oaks,  that  erst  the  Dnud  knew,  are  growing. 
And  flowers,  the  gloiy  of  one  day,  are  blowing; 
When  the  dark4«aved  laburnum's  dioovKn%  (^uftaiia 
"-dbct  athwart  the  stream  their  yeWowXurtwa, 


wiBi  wowneniBpaig 
Whaie  on  ann^da  aie 


twaantopiy^ 
thafltaiar 
WodUtetoind 


batoan 
T»  a^ • «  Jay  not  toa 


TatAkkmdB-O 
Taindnphaa 


I 


Andrit,< 

DMBkHnaMapUHb 

Wl&nvai«M 

WkiknrekA 

And  ^Don 

And  mpnm  teifanftl  dantfi  of 

Ta  dana  iri»  alMve  wiA  dw 

or  ganki^  to  taip  away^  aaok  adqg 

Thrown  l^  iha  pHHaw  laaild*    Wn 

or  dana  wk>  in  dw  caan  «C  ftnadp 

or  ow  own  Alflad,  «r  Habndan  lUli 

or  Ua  wiMaa  naoM  to  aivwy  haaitliii 

EQglHBindad  nd  anbndinff  WSDka 

WMk  to  dw  imgad  nofA  onr 

Wa  waQ  nq^  diop  n  toar  ftr  kfa% 

PahonI  widmtincitoMantoaMka 

How  Tain  ftr  nw  dw  nigfud  Maw  to 

For  dtaa.  4ia  will  diy  evaqr  dwalUni 

And  naka  **  a  aoBridna  in  a  ahady  |JnM  ^ 

For  dion  waat  onea  a  ibwnet  bkoariig  wild, 

plow  to  dw  aooroa^  brigfal*  panb  and  vidattd 

Whanoa  gall  the  atnasBBoraong:  inkqipf 

Came  chsato  Diana  from  her  shady  bower. 

Just  as  the  sun  was  from  the  east  uprising ; 

And,  as  for  him  some  gift  she  was  devising. 

Beheld  thee,  pluck'd  thee,  cast  thee  in  the 

To  meet  her  glorious  brother's  greeting  beam. 

I  marvel  much  that  thou  hast  never  told 

How,  firom  a  flower,  into  a  fish  of  gold 

Apollo  changed  thee :  how  diou  next  didat 

A  black«eyed  swan  upcm  the  widening  streaai ; 

And  when  thon  first  didst  in  that  mirror  trace 

The  placid  features  of  a  human  fiice : 

That  thou  hast  never  told  thy  travels  strange. 

And  all  the  wonden  of  the  mazy  range 

O'er  pebbly  crystal,  and  o'er  golden  sands ; 

Kissing  thy  daUy  fijod  fiom  Naiad's  pearly  hands. 

November,  1816. 


m. 


TO  MT  BROTHKR  OEORQB. 

Full  many  a  dreary  hour  have  I  past. 
My  brain  bewilder'd,  and  my  mind  o'ereast 
With  heaviness ;  in  seasons  when  I've  thooi^t 
No  sphery  stnuns  by  me  could  e'er  be  cangiit 
From  the  blue  dome,  though  I  to  dinini  gaaa 
On  the  fitt  depth  where  aheeted  lightoiag  pkya« 
Or,  on  tiw  wavy  gnsa  ooartreteh'd  aopkalft 
Pry  'mong  the  stars,  to  strive  to  thkk  divinely  t 
^Y^V\  lAwvoSd  TiiM«t  beer  ApoUo'b  song. 


\^ 
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irple  west,  and,  two  bright  streaka  between, 
ilden  lyre  ifiwlf  were  dimly  seen : 
ie  Btill  murmur  of  the  honey-bee 

never  teach  a  rural  Kmg  to  me : 
le  bright  glance  from  beauty's  eyelids  slanting 

never  make  a  lay  of  mine  enchanting* 
-m  my  breast  with  ardw  to  unfold 
ale  of  love  and  arms  in  time  of  old. 


3re  are  times,  when  those  that  love  the  bay, 
m  all  sorrowing  far,  far  away ; 
len  glow  comes  <m  them,  naught  they  see 
er,  earth,  or  air,  but  Poesy, 
been  said,  dear  George,  and  true  I  hold  it, 
lightly  Spenser  to  Libertas  told  it), 
irhen  a  Poet  is  in  such  a  trance, 
lie  sees  white  coursen  paw  and  prance, 
den  of  gay  knights,  in  gay  apparel, 
t  each  other  tilt  in  playful  quarrel ; 
hat  we,  ignorantly,  sheet-lightning  call, 
jwift  opening  of  their  wide  portal, 
the  bright  warder  blows  his  trumpet  clear, 
tones  reach  naught  on  earth  but  poet's  ear. 
these  enchanted  portals  open  wide, 
jough  the  light  the  honemen  swiftly  glide, 
)et's  eye  can  reach  those  golden  halls, 
ew  the  gl(H7  of  their  festivals : 
adies  fiur,  that  in  the  distance  seem 
the  silv'ring  of  a  seraph's  dream ; 
ich  brimm'd  goblets,  that  incessant  run, 
le  bright  spoti  that  move  about  the  sun : 
hen  upheld,  the  wine  from  each  bright  jar 
ivith  the  lustre  of  a  falling  star, 
rther  ofi^  are  dimly  seen  their  bowers, 
ich  no  mortal  eye  can  reach  the  flowers ; 
is  right  just,  for  well  Apollo  knows 
Id  make  the  Poet  quarrel  with  the  rose, 
t's  reveal'd  from  that  fitr  seat  of  blisses, 
clear  fountains'  interchanging  kisies, 
:efully  descending,  light  and  thin, 
Iver  streaks  across  a  doI))hin's  fin, 
he  up«wimmeth  from  the  coral  caves, 
orts  with  half  his  tail  above  the  waves. 

wonders  strange  he  sees,  and  many  more, 
head  is  pregnant  with  poetic  lore : 
lie  upon  an  evening  ramble  fare 
)rehead  to  the  soothing  breezes  bare, 
he  naught  see  but  the  dark,  silent  blue, 
11  its  diamonds  trembling  through  and  thnnigh  T 
coy  moon,  when  in  the  waviness 
itest  clouds  she  does  her  beauty  dress, 
lidly  puces  higher  up,  and  higher, 
sweet  nun  in  holiday  attire  f 
I !  much  more  would  start  into  his  sight — 
velries,  and  mysteries  of  night : 
ould  I  ever  see  them,  I  will  tell  you 
lies  as  needs  must  with  amazement  spell  yoa. 

Aye  the  living  pleasons  of  the  bud: 
her  fitr  poeterity's  award, 
loea  he  rawmar  with  his  latest  fanadi, 
his  {mud  eye  looks  thiouc^  tlM  idm  of  diftdif 
though  I  kiive  Ihii  dnll  and  ottlUy  »mUL 
lU  oty  spirit  lol^  ooovene  hold 


With  afler-times. — ^The  patriot  shall  feel 

My  stem  alarum,  and  unsheath  his  steel ; 

Or  in  the  senate  thunder  out  my  numbers. 

To  startle  princes  fhxn  their  easy  slumbers. 

The  sage  will  mingle  with  each  moral  theme 

My  happy  thoughts  sententious :  he  will  teem 

With  lofly  periods  when  my  verses  fire  him. 

And  then  I'll  stoop  from  heaven  to  inspire  him. 

Lays  have  I  left  of  such  a  dear  delight 

That  maids  will  sing  them  on  their  hridalwiigfat. 

Gay  villagers,  upon  a  mom  of  May, 

When  they  have  tired  their  gentle  limbs  with  play. 

And  fbrm'd  a  snowy  circle  on  the  gnMi, 

And  placed  in  nudst  of  all  that  lovely  lass 

Who  chosen  ia  their  queen, — with  her  fine  head* 

Crown'd  with  flowers  purple,  white,  and  red : 

For  there  the  lily,  and  the  musk-rose,  sighing, 

Are  eihblems  true  of  hapless  loven  dying : 

Between  her  breasts,  that  never  3ret  felt  tnmble, 

A  bunch  of  violets  full-blown,  and  double. 

Serenely  sleep : — she  fiom  a  casket  takes 

A  little  book, — and  then  a  joy  awakes 

About  each  youthful  hearty — viith  stifled  cries. 

And  robbing  of  white  hands,  and  sparkling  eyes : 

For  she's  to  read  a  tale  of  hopes,  and  fears ; 

One  that  I  foster'd  in  my  youthful  years : 

The  pearls,  that  on  each, glistening  circlet  sleep. 

Gush  ever  and  anon  with  silent  creep. 

Lured  by  the  innocent  dimples.    To  sweet  rest 

Shall  the  dear  babe,  up(Hi  its  mother's  breast. 

Be  lull'd  with  songs  of  mine.     Fair  world,  adieu ! 

Thy  dales  and  hills  are  fading  from  ray  \iew : 

SwifUy  I  mount,  upon  wide-spreading  pinions. 

Far  from  the  narrow  bounds  of  thy  dominions. 

Full  joy  I  feel,  while  thus  I  cleave  the  air, 

That  my  soft  verse  will  charm  thy  daughters  fair. 

And  warm  thy  sons! "  Ah,  my  dear  friend  and  brother, 

Could  I,  at  once,  my  mad  ambition  smother. 

For  tasting  joys  like  these,  sure  I  should  be 

Happier,  and  d^rer  to  society. 

At  times,  'tis  trae,  I've  felt  relief  from  pain 

When  some  bright  thought  has  darted  through  my 

brain: 
Through  all  that  day  I  've  felt  a  greater  pleasure 
Than  if  I  had  brought  to  light  a  hidden  treasure. 
As  to  my  sonnets,  though  none  else  should  heed  tbenh 
I  feel  delighted,  still,  that  you  should  read  them. 
Of  late,  too,  I  have  had  much  calm  enjoyment, 
Stretch'd  on  the  grass  at  my  best-loved  employment 
Of  scribbling  lines  for  you.    These  things  I  thought 
While,  in  my  face,  the  freshest  breeze  I  caught 
E'en  now,  I  am  pillow'd  on  a  bed  of  flowers. 
That  crowns  a  lofly  clifl!)  which  proudly  towers 
Above  the  ocean  waves.    The  stalks,  and  blades, 
Chequer  my  tablet  with  their  quivering  shadea. 
On  (me  side  is  a  field  of  drooping  oats. 
Through  which  the  poppies  show  their  scarlet  coats, 
So  pert  and  useless,  that  they  bring  to  mind 
The  scarlet  coats  that  pester  human-kind. 
And  oo  the  other  skle,  outspread,  is  seen 
Ocean's  blue  mantle,  streak'd  widi  purple  and  green ; 
Now  'tis  I  see  a  canvaas'd  ship,  and  now 
Bifark  the  bright  silver  curling  round  her  prow ; 
I  see  die  lark  down-dropimig  to  his  nest, 
And  tiie  bioad-wiog'd  sea-gtill  never  at  rest; 
For  iriMQ  no  more  he  spreads  his  ftathan  fiesb 
Hii  bratit  ia  dandng  on  the  restless  sea. 
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Now  I  direct  ny  eyei  into  the  West, 
Which  at  this  moment  is  in  ninbeami  drett : 
Why  westward  turn  f  T  was  but  to  ny  adieu ! 
T  wai  but  to  kiM  my  hand,  dear  Geoige,  to  you ! 
AuguMt,  1816. 


TO  CHARLES  OOWDKN  CLABEX. 

OfT  have  you  seen  a  swan  luperbly  frowning, 
And  with  |»oud  breaiit  hit  own  while  ahadow  crown' 

ing; 
He  danfei  his  neck  beneath  the  waten  bright 
So  lilently,  it  seems  a  beam  of  light 
Come  from  the  gnlaxy :  amm  he  sports, — 
With  outspread  wings  the  Naiad  Zephyr  courts, 
Or  ruffles  all  the  surface  of  the  lake 
In  striving  from  its  cr^iital  face  to  take 
Some  diamond  \«-ater*dropH,  and  them  to  treasure 
In  milky  nest,  and  sip  them  ofT  at  leisure. 
But  not  a  moment  con  ho  there  insure  them. 
Nor  to  such  downy  rest  cnn  he  allure  them ; 
For  down  they  rush  an  though  they  would  be  free. 
And  drop  like  hours  into  eternity. 
Just  like  that  bini  am  i  in  loss  of  time, 
Whene'er  I  venture  on  the  stream  of  rhyme ; 
With  sliattcr'd  boat,  oar  snapt,  and  cjinvas  rent, 
I  slowly  sail,  sran'o  knowing  my  intent ; 
Still  scooping  up  the  water  with  my  fuigers. 
In  which  a  trembling  diamond  never  lingers. 


By  this,  friend  Charles,  j'ou  may  full  plainly 

Why  I  have  never  penn'd  a  line  to  thee : 

Because  my  thoughts  were  never  free,  and  clear. 

And  little  fit  to  please  a  classic  ear ; 

Because  my  wine  was  of  too  poor  a  savor 

For  one  whoso  polnte  gladdens  in  the  flavor 

Of  Hpnrklinc  Holii'on : — smnll  pocxl  il  were 

To  take  him  to  n  desert  riiiic  and  Imre, 

Who  hnd  on  Riia^'.s  shon*  n'clinod  at  oaRO, 

While  Ta««o's  \\aiio  was  llontinc  in  n  hroozo 

That  pave  Hoft  music  from  Annida's  Jiowcts, 

Mingled  with  frapniiire  fn)in  her  niro^t  floworM  : 

Small  cimkI  to  one  wlio  tiad  by  Mill  la's  stream 

Fondled  the  nmideiM  \%itli  tlie  breasts  of  cn'ani ; 

Who  had  Iw'helil  B«MiilurlM»  iii  a  bnx)k. 

And  lovely  I'na  in  a  leai'y  n(N)k. 

And  Ar('hiniai;o  leanniLT  <mt  his  IxK.tk  : 

Who  h(ui  of  all  that  *s  sweet,  tasted,  and  seen. 

From  Hilv'ry  ripple,  up  to  U'auty's  queen ; 

From  the  Re(|uester'd  hauiitu  of  tray  Tiliuiia. 

To  the  blue  dwelliu!;  of  (li\ine  I'mnia: 

One,  who,  of  late  hail  ta'eii  sweet  forest  walk<i 

With  him  who  elenantly  chats  and  talks — 

The  wrong *d  Lil»ertas — who  has  told  you  slories 

Of  laurel  chapletfl,  and  Apollo's  glories; 

Of  troo^M  ehivnln>us  praneiuK  through  a  eily. 

And  tearful  ladies,  made  for  lo\c  and  pity: 

With  many  else  which  1  have  never  known. 

Thus  have  I  thought ;  and  days  on  days  have  flown 

Slowly,  or  rapidly — unwilling  still 

For  you  to  try  my  dull,  unlearned  quill. 

JVor  should  I  now,  but  that  I've  knovMi  you  long; 

Thot  you  first  taught  ine  all  llie  sweets  of  song : 

The  grand,  the  sweet,  the  ten«e,  tlie  free,  the  fine : 

What  swell'd  with  pathos,  and  what  right  divine: 


Spenserian  vowels  that  elope  with 
And  float  along  like  birds  o*er  summer 
Milionian  storms,  and  more,  Miltonian  tenderasB: 
Michael  in  arms,  and  more,  meek  Eve's  &ir  sleiid» 


Who  read  for  ma  the  sonnet  swelling  loadly 
Up  to  ifii  climax,  and  then  dying  proudly  1 
Who  found  for  me  the  grandeur  of  the  ode. 
Growing,  like  Atlas,  stronger  from  in  loaii  ? 
Who  let  me  taste  that  more  than  coidial  dnun. 
The  sharp,  the  rapierpoinied  epigram  f 
Show'd  roe  that  epic  was  of  all  the  king. 
Round,  vast,  and  spanning  all.  like  Saturn's  ring? 
You  too  upheld  the  veil  from  Clio's  beauty, 
And  pointed  out  the  patriot's  stem  duty : 
The  might  of  Alfred,  and  the  shaft  of  Tell; 
The  hand  of  Brutus,  that  so  grandly  fell 
Upon  a  tyrant's  head.     Ah !  had  I  never  seen. 
Or  known  your  kindnen*,  what  might  I  have  been! 
What  my  etuoyments  in  my  youthful  yean, 
Berefl  of  all  that  now  my  life  eiidcan  f 
And  can  I  e'er  these  benefits  forget  ? 
And  can  I  e'er  repay  the  friendly  debt? 
No.  doubly  no ; — ^yet  should  these  rhyniingi  pleai^ 
I  shall  roll  on  the  grass  with  twofold  eoke : 
For  I  have  long  time  been  my  fancy  feeding 
With  hopes  that  you  would  one  day  think  the  radiBf 
Of  my  rough  venes  not  an  hour  misspent ; 
Should  it  e'er  be  so,  what  a  rich  content ! 
Some  weeks  have  poss'd  since  last  I  saw  the  spim 
In  lucent  Thames  reflected. — warm  dcsirtii 
To  see  the  sun  o'er>peep  the  eastern  dimness. 
And  moming-shaiiows  streaking  into  shmnefoi 
Across  the  lawny  fields,  and  pebbly  water ; 
To  marie  the  time  as  they  grow  brood  and  shorter ; 
Tb  feel  the  air  that  plays  aliout  the  hills. 
And  sips  iti  freshness  from  the  little  rills ; 
To  nee  hiifh,  golden  com  wa\e  in  the  lishi 
When  Cynthia  Hnnles  \\\nm  a  »ummor'^  nmht. 
And  [loers  among  the  cloudlets,  jet  and  wliitr. 
As  though  bho  were  reclining  in  a  t>ed 
Of  l)(>pn-blossonL«.  in  heaven  fn»shly  shed. 
No  WMiner  had  1  stept  into  these  plesL-tuns. 
Than  I  lieiran  to  think  of  rhymes  and  mca-ure- . 
The  air  that  floaieii  by  me  ^eenl'd  tu  say 
"  Write  I  thou  wilt  ncNcr  have  a  iH^ltor  diy  "" 
And  M>  I  did.     When  many  lines  I'd  written. 
Though  with  their  aravv  I  \\as  not  i)\er-*>m'li(>ti. 
Yet,  as  uiy  haml  \\n*  w.irm.  I  thouehl  I '<!  Iieltcr 
Trust  to  my  feeliiins.  ami  write  you  a  leti«  r 
Such  an  attempt  requireil  an  inspiration 
Of  a  peculiar  sort. — a  ron*uinmation  ; — 
Which,  had  I  felt,  tliese  scribblings  might  have  been 
Verxes  from  wliieh  the  wmiI  would  ne\er  wean: 
But  many  days  hav(!  |iast  since  hist  my  heart 
Wos  warm'd  luxuriously  \ty  divine  Mozart; 
By  Anie  delighted,  or  by  Handel  uiatlden'd; 
Or  by  the  song  of  Erin  pierced  and  ."^aildeu'd  . 
What  lime  you  were  before  the  muMe  sittinc. 
And  the  rich  notes  to  each  sensation  fitting. 
Since  I  have  wulk'd  with  you  through  sbudy  lane» 
That  freshly  terminate  in  open  plains, 
And  reveird  in  a  chat  that  ceased  not, 
When,  at  night-fhll,  among  your  books  we  got : 
No,  rK>r  when  supjier  came,  nor  after  that, — 
Nor  when  reluctantly  I  took  my  hat ; 
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No,  nor  till  cordially  jrou  shook  my  hand 
Midway  between  our  homes .- — ^yonr  accenU  bland 
Still  lounded  in  my  ears,  when  I  no  more 
Could  hear  jrour  ibotBtepe  touch  the  grayelly  floor. 
Sometimes  I  lost  them,  and  then  found  again ; 
You  changed  the  foot-path  for  the  graay  plain. 
In  those  still  moments  I  have  wish'd  you  joys 
That  well  you  know  to  honor  i—^  Lifo's  very  toys 
With  him,"  said  I,  '^wUl  take  a  pleasant  charm; 
It  cannot  be  Uiat  aught  will  woiit  him  harm." 
These  dkoughtfe  now  come  o'er  me  with  all  their 

might: — 
Again  I  shake  your  hand, — firiend  Charlee»  good-night 

September,  1816. 


CTANZAa 


Iv  a  drear-nighted  December, 
Too  happy,  happy  tree, 
Thy  branches  ne'er  remember 
Their  green  folidty: 


The  north  cannot  undo  them. 
With  a  sleety  whistle  through  diem ; 
Nor  frosen  thawings  glue  £em 
From  budding  at  the  prime. 

In  a  dreaMiigfated  December, 
Too  happy,  happy  brook, 
Thy  bubblings  ne'er  remember 
Apollo's  sunmier  look ; 
But  with  a  sweet  forgetting. 
They  stay  their  crystal  fietting , 
Neyer,  never  petting 
About  the  fioien  time. 

Ah!  would  'twere  ro  with  many 
A  gentle  girl  and  boy ! 
But  were  there  ever  any 
Writhed  not  at  paned  joy  f 
To  know  the  change  and  feel  it. 
When  there  is  none  to  heal  it. 
Nor  numbed  sense  to  steal  it. 
Was  never  said  in  rfajrme. 

607 


THE  END. 


i 


